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TO 


SIR  WALTER  SCOTT,  BART, 


&C.    &C. 


Sir, 

It  has  long  been  the  high  and  cherished  hope 
of  my  ambition  to  add  my  humble  ^tribute  to 
the  rich  and  numberiess  oflferings  that  have 
been  laid  upon  the  shrine  of  your  genius.  At 
each  succeeding  book  that  I  have  given  to  the 
worid,  I  have  paused  to  consider  if  it  were 
worthy  of  being  inscribed  with  your  great  name, 
and  at  each  I  have  played  the  procrastinator, 
and  hoped  for  that  morrow  of  better  desert 
which  never  came.  Having  now  arrived  at  a 
work  which  closes  the  series  I  contemplated 
from  the  first,  it  is  possible  that  this  may  be 
the  only  opportunity  afibrded  me  of  expressing 
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that  high,  that  just,  that  affectionate  admira- 
tion with  which  you  have  inspired  me  in  com- 
mon with  all  your  contemporaries,  and  which 
a  French  writer  has  not  ungracefully  termed 
"  the  happiest  prerogative  of  genius/'  I  seize 
this  occasion,  then,  not  as  the  best,  but  lest  I 
should  lose  the  last.  As  a  Poet,  and  as  a 
Novelist,  your  fame  has  attained  to  that  height 
in  which  praise  has  become  superfluous ;  but 
in  the  character  of  the  writer  there  seems  to 
me  a  yet  higher  claim  to  veneration  than  in 
that  of  the  writings.  The  example  your  genius 
sets  us,  who  can  emulate?— the  example  your 
moderation  bequeaths  to  us,  who  shall  forget  ? 
It  is  a  great  lesson  to  all  cultivators  of  letters 
to  behold  one  who,  in  winning  renown,  has  at 
last  conquered  envy,  and  who  is  at  once  without 
an  equal  and  without  a  detractor. 

You  have  left  us  for  a  while ;  but  what  heart 
does  not,  from  that  very  absence,  and  from  its 
reported  cause,  follow  you  to  a  southern  shore, 
with  feelings  that  make  remembrance  a  dutv 
scarcely  less  than  a  delight  ?  What  Scotchman 
can  ever  forget  that  you  have  immortalised  his 
country — or  what  Englishman  that  you  have 
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bestowed  an  equal  gift  upon  his  language? 
AVhatever  the  honours  that  await  you  abroad, 
you  have  left  the  gratitude,  the  homage,  the 
very  hearts  of  two  mighty  nations  to  watch 
over  your  fame  at  home. 

You,  I  feel  assured,  will  not  deem  it  pre- 
sumptuous  in  one,  who,  to  that  bright  and 
undying  flame  which  now  streams  from  the  grey 
hills  of  Scotland,  —  the  last  halo  with  which 
you  have  crowned  her  literary  glories,  —  has 
turned  from  his  first  childhood  with  a  deep  and 
unrelaxing  devotion  ; — ^you,  I  feel  assured,  will* 
not  deem  it  presumptuous  in  him  to  inscribe  an 
idle  work  with  your  illustrious  name  : — a  work 
which,  however  worthless  in  itself,  assumes 
something  of  value  in  his  eyes  when  thus  ren- 
dered a  tribute  of  respect  to  you. 


The  Author  of  "  Eugene  Aram. 


» 


London, 
December  22,  1831. 
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TOTHB 
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Nearly  two  years  have  elapsed,  dear  Reader,  since, 
in  Paul  Clifford^  I  last  —  and  somewhat  more 
than  four  since,  in  Pelham,  I  first  —  addressed 
thee  in  my  present  capacity.  The  Tale  which  I 
now  submit  to  thee  differs  equally  from  the  last  as 
from  the  first  of  those  works ;  for,  of  the  two  evils, 
perhaps  it  is  even  better  to  disappoint  thee  in  a  new 
style,  than  to  weary  thee  with  an  old.  With  the 
facts  on  which  the  tale  of  Eugene  Aram  is  founded, 
I  have  exercised  the  common  and  fair  license  of 
writers  of  fiction :  it  is  chiefly  the  more  homely  parts 
of  the  real  story  that  have  been  altered ;  and  for 
what  I  have  added,  and  what  omitted,  I  have  the 
sanction  of  all  established  authorities,  who  have 
taken  greater  liberties  with  characters  yet  more 
recent,  and  far  more  protected  by  historical  recol- 
lections. The  book  was,  for  the  most  part,  written 
in  the  early  part  of  the  year,  when  the  interest  the 
task  created  in  the  Author  was  undivided  by  other 
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subjects  of  excitement,  and  he  had  leisure  enough 
not  only  to  be  nescio  quid  meditans  nugamm^  but 
also  to  be  tottis  in  illis  I 

I  originally  purposed  to  adapt  the  story  of  Eu- 
gene Aram  to  the  Stage.  That  design  was  aban- 
doned when  more  than  half  completed ;  but  I 
wished  to  impart  to  this  Romance  something  of  the 
nature  of  Tragedy, — something  of  the  more  trans- 
ferable of  its  qualities.  Enough  of  this :  it  is  not 
the  Author's  wishes,  but  the  Author's  books  that 
the  world  will  judge  him  by.  Perhaps,  then  (with 
this  I  conclude),  in  the  dull  monotony  of  public 
affairs,  and  in  these  long  winter  evenings,  when  we 
gather  round  the  fire,  prepared  for  the  gossip's  tale, 
willing  to  indulge  the  fear^  and  to  believe  the  legend, 
perhaps,  dear  Reader,  thou  may  est  turn,  not  re- 
luctantly, even  to  these  pages,  for  at  least  a  newer 
excitement  than  the  Cholera^  or  for  a  momentary 
relief  from  the  everlasting  discussions  on  <^  the 
Bilir 

London^ 
December  22, 1831. 


PREFACE 


TO  THE 


PRESENT    EDITION. 
1840. 


The  strange  history  of  Eugene  Aram  had  excited 
my  interest  and  wonder  long  before  the  present 
work  was  composed  or  conceived.  It  so  happened, 
that  during  his  residence  at  Lynn,  his  reputation 
for  learning  had  attracted  the  notice  of  my  grand- 
&ther — a  country  gentleman  living  in  the  same 
county,  and  of  more  intelligence  and  accomplish- 
ments than,  at  that  day,  usually  characterised  his 
class.  Aram  frequently  visited  at  Heydon  (my 
grandfather's  house),  and  gave  lessons,  probably 
in  no  very  elevated  branches  of  erudition,  to  the 
younger  members  of  the  family.  This  I  chanced  to 
hear  when  I  was  on  a  visit  in  Norfolk,  some  two 
years  before  this  novel  was  published,  and  it  tended 
to  increase  the  interest  with  which  1  had  previously 
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speculated  on  the  phenomena  of  a  trial  which,  take 
it  altogether,  is  perhaps  the  most  remarkable  in  the 
register  of  English  crime.  I  endeavoured  to  collect 
such  anecdotes  of  Aram's  life  and  manners  as  tra- 
dition and  hearsay  still  kept  afloat.  These  anecdotes 
were  so  far  uniform  that  they  all  concurred  in  repre- 
senting him  as  a  person  who,  till  the  detection  of 
the  crime  for  which  he  was  sentenced,  had  appeared 
of  the  mildest  character  and  the  most  unexception- 
able morals.  An  invariable  gentleness  and  patience 
in  his  mode  of  tuition  — •  qualities  then  very  un- 
common at  schools  —  had  made  him  so  beloved  by 
his  pupils  at  Lynn,  that,  in  after  life,  there  was 
scarcely  one  of  them  who  did  not  persist  in  the 
belief  of  his  innocence.  His  personal  and  moral 
peculiarities,  as  described  in  these  pages,  are  such  as 
were  related  to  me  by  many  who  had  heard  him 
described  by  his  contemporaries :  the  calm  benign 
countenance — the  delicate  health — the  thoughtful 
stoop  —  the  noiseless  step  —  the  custom,  not  un- 
common with  scholars  and  absent  men,  of  muttering 
to  himself — a  singular  eloquence  in  conversation, 
when  once  roused  from  silence — an  active  tender- 
ness and  charity  to  the  poor,  with  whom  he  was 
always  ready  to  share  his  own  scanty  means  —  an 
apparent  disregard  to  money,  except  when  employed 
in  the  purchase  of  books — an  utter  indifference  to 
the  ambition  that  usually  accompanies  self-taught 
talent,  whether  to  better  the  condition  or  to  increase 
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the  repute ;  —  these,  and  other  traits  of  the  character 
portrayed  in  the  novel,  are,  as  far  as  I  can  rely  on 
my  information,  faithful  to  the  features  of  the 
original. 

That  a  man  thus  described — so  benevolent  that 
he  would  rob  his  own  to  administer  to  the  necessities 
of  another,  so  humane  that  he  would  turn  aside  from 
the  worm  in  his  path — should  have  been  guilty  of 
the  foulest  of  human  crimes,  a  murder,  for  the  sake 
of  gain;  that  a  crime  thus  committed  should  have 
been  so  episodical  and  apart  from  the  rest  of  his 
career,  that,  however  it  might  rankle  in  his  consci- 
ence, itr  should  never  have  hardened  his  nature;  that, 
through  a  life  of  some  duration,  none  of  the  errors, 
none  of  the  vices,  which  would  seem  essentially  to 
belong  to  a  character  capable* of  a  deed  so  black 
from  motives  apparently  so  sordid,*  should  have 
been  discovered  or  suspected; — all  this  presents  an 
anomaly  in  human  conduct  so  rare  and  surprising, 
that  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  any  subject  more 
adapted  for  that  metaphysical  speculation  and  ana- 
lysis, in  order  to  indulge  which.  Fiction,  whether 
in  the  drama,  or  the  higher  class  of  romance,  seeks 
its  materials  and  grounds  its  lessons  in  the  chronicles 
of  passion  and  crime. 

•  For  I  put  wholly  out  of  question  the  excuse  of  jealousy,-  as  unsup- 
ported  by  any  evidence i—never  hinted  at  by.  Aram  himself  (at  least 

on  any  sufficient  authority) and  at  variance  with  the  only  fact  which 

the  trial  establishes,  viz.  that  the  robbery  was  the  crime  planned,  and 
the  cause,  whether  accidental  or  otherwise,  of  the  murder. 
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The  guilt  of  Eugene  Aram  is  not  that  of  a  vulgar 
ruffian :  it  leads  to  views  and  considerations  vitally 
and  wholly  distinct  from  those  with  which  profligate 
knavery  or  brutal  cruelty  revolt  and  displease  us  in 
the  literature  of  Newgate  and  the  Hulks.  His  crime 
does,  in  fact,  belong  to  those  startling  paradoxes 
which  the  poetry  of  all  countries,  and  especially  of 
our  own,  has  always  delighted  to  contemplate  and 
examine.  Whenever  crime  appears  the  aberration 
and  monstrous  product  of  a  great  intellect,  or  of  a 
nature  ordinarily  virtuous,  it  becomes  not  only  the 
subject  for  genius,  which  deals  with  passions,  to 
describe ;  but  a  problem  for  philosophy,  which  deals 
with  actions,  to  investigate  and  solve: — hence,  the 
Macbeths  and  Richards,  the  lagos  and  Othellos. 
My  regret,  therefore,  is  not  that  I  chose  a  subject 
unworthy  of  elevated  fiction,  but  that  such  a  subject 
did  not  occur  to  some  one  capable  of  treating  it  as  it 
deserves ;  and  I  never  felt  this  more  strongly  than 
when  the  late  Mr.  Godwin  (in  conversing  with  me 
after  the  publication  of  this  romance)  observed  that 
*'  he  had  always  thought  the  story  of  Eugene  Aram 
peculiarly  adapted  for  fiction,  and  that  he  had  more 
than  once  entertained  the  notion  of  making  it  the 
foundation  of  a  novel."  I  can  well  conceive  what 
depth  and  power  that,  gloomy  record  would  have 
taken  from  the  dark  and  inquiring  genius  of  the 
author  of  Caleb  Williams.  In  fact,  the  crime  and 
trial  of  Eugene  Aram  arrested  the  attention  and 
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engaged  the  conjectures  of  many  of  the  most  eminent 
men  of  his  own  time.  His  guilt  or  innocence  was 
the  matter  of  strong  contest;  and  so  keen  and  so 
enduring  was  the  sensation  created  by  an  event 
so  completely  distinct  from  the  ordinary  annals 
of  human  crime,  that  even  History  turned  aside 
from  the  sonorous  narrative  of  the  struggles  of 
parties,  and  the  feuds  of  kings,  to  commemorate  the 
learning  and  the  guilt  of  the  humble  schoolmaster 
of  Lynn.  Did  I  want  any  other  answer  to  the 
animadversions  of  commonplace  criticism,  it  might 
be  sufficient  to  say  that  what  the  historian  relates, 
the  novelist  has  little  right  to  disdain. 

Before  entering  on  this   romance,  I   examined 
with  some   care  the  probabilities  of  Aram's  guilt ; 
for  I  need  scarcely  perhaps  observe,  that  the  legal 
evidence   against  him  is  extremely  deficient  —  fur- 
nished   almost    entirely  by  one   (Houseman)  con- 
fessedly an  accomplice  of  the  crime,  and  a  partner 
in  the  booty ;  and  that,  in  the  present  day,  a  man 
tried  upon  evidence  so  scanty  and  suspicious  would 
unquestionably  escape  conviction.     Nevertheless,  I 
must  frankly  own  that  the  moral  evidence  appeared 
to  me  more  convincing  than  the  legal;  and,  though 
not  without  some  doubt,  which,  in   common  with 
many,  I  still  entertain  of  the  real  facts  of  the  mur- 
der, I  adopted  that  view  which,  at  all  events,  was 
the   best  suited  to  the  higher  purposes  of  fiction. 
On  the  whole,  I  still  think  that  if  the  crime  were 
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committed  by  Aram,  the  motive  was  not  very  far 
removed  from  one  which  led  recently  to  a  remark- 
able murder  in  Spain.  A  priest  in  that  country, 
wholly  absorbed  in  learned  pursuits,  and  appareatly 
of  spotless  life,  confessed  that,  being  debarred  by 
extreme  poverty  from  prosecuting  a  study  which 
had  become  the  sole  passion  of  his  existence^  he  had 
reasoned  himself  into  the  belief  that  it  would  be 
admissible  to  rob  a  very  dissolute,  worthless  man,  if 
he  applied  the  money  so  obtained  to  the  acquisition 
of  a  knowledge  which  he  could  not  otherwise  ac- 
quire, and  which  he  held  to  be  profitable  to  man- 
kind. Unfortunately,  the  dissolute  rich  man  was 
not  willing  to  be  robbed  for  so  excellent. a  purpose  : 
he  was  armed  and  he  resisted  —  a  struggle  ensued, 
and  the  crime  of  homicide  was  added  to  that  of 
robbery.  The  robbery  was  premeditated  :  the 
murder  was  accidental.  But  he  who  would  accept 
some  similar  interpretation  of  Aram's  crime,  must, 
to  comprehend  fully  the  lessons  which  belong  to  so 
terrible  a  picture  of  frenzy  and  guilt,  consider  also 
the  physical  circumstances  and  condition  of  the 
criminal  at  the  time :  severe  illness — intense  labour 
of  the  brain  —  poverty  bordering  upon  famine  —  the 
mind  preternaturally  at  work,  devising  schemes 
and  excuses  to  arrive  at  the  means  for  ends  ar- 
dently desired.  And  all  this  duly  considered,  the 
reader  may  see  the  crime  bodying  itself  out  from 
the  shades  and  chimeras  of  a  horrible  hallucination 
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—  the  awfiil  dream  of  a  brief  but  delirious  and  con- 
vulsed disease.  It  is  thus  only  that  we  can  account 
for  the  contradiction  of  one  deed  at  war  with  a  whole 
life— blasting,  indeed,  for  ever  the  happiness;  but 
making  little  revolution  in  the  pursuits  and  disposi- 
tion of  the  character.  No  one  who  has  examined 
with  care  and  thoughtfiilness  the  aspects  of  Life  and 
Nature,  but  must  allow  that,  in  the  contemplation  of 
such  a  spectacle,  great  and  most  moral  truths  must 
force  themselves  on  the  notice  and  sink  deep  into 

'  the  heart.  The  entanglements  of  human  reasoning; 
the  influence  of  circumstance  upon  deeds ;  the  per- 
version that  may  be  made,  by  one  self-palter  with 
the  Fiend,  of  elements  the  most  glorious ;  the  secret 
effect  of  conscience  in  frustrating  all  for  which 
the  crime  was  done  —  leaving  genius  without  hope, 
knowledge  without  fruit  —  deadening  benevolence 
into  mechanism  —  tainting  love  itself  with  terror 
and  suspicion ;  —  such  reflections  —  leading,  with 
subtler  minds,  to  many  more  vast  and  complicated 
theorems  in  the  consideration  of  ouV  nature,  social 

•  and  individual  —  arise  out  of  tlie  one  great  moral 
of  man's  energy  to  purpose  and  nothingness  to  will, 
which  the  story  of  Eugene  Aram  (were  it  but 
adequately  treated)  could  not  fail  to  convey. 

Brussels,  Aug.  1840. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  VILLAGE. —  ITS  INHABITANTS. AN  OLD  MANOR- 
HOUSE,  AND  AN  ENGLISH  FAMILY;  THEIR  HISTORY, 
INVOLVING   A    MYSTERIOUS   EVENT. 

•*  Protected  bj  the  divinity  they  adored,  supported  by  the  earth  which 
they  cultivated,  aod  at  peace  with  themselves,  they  enjoyed  the  sweets 
of  life  without  dreading  or  desiring  dissolution/' —  Numa  PoMPiLxut». 

In  the  county  of  *  *  *  *  there  is  a  sequestered  hamlet, 
which  I  have  often  sought  occasion  to  pass,  and  which  I 
have  never  left  without  a  certain  reluctance  and  regret. 
It  is  not  only  (though  this  has  a  remarkable  spell  over  my 
imagination)  that  it  is  the  sanctuary,  as  it  were,  of  a  story 
which  appears  to  me  of  a  singular  and  fearful  interest ;  but 
the  scene  itself  is  one  which  requires  no  legend  to  arrest 
the  traveller's  attention.  I  know  not  in  any  part  of  the 
world,  which  it  has  been  my  lot  to  visit,  a  landscape  so 
entirely  lovely  and  picturesque  as  that  which  on  every  side 
of  the  village  I  speak  of  you  may  survey.  The  hamlet,  to 
which  I  shall  here  give  the  name  of  Grassdale,  is  situated 
in  a  valley,  which,  for  about  the  length  of  a  mile,  winds 
among  gardens  and  orchards  laden  with  fruit,  between  two 
chains  of  gentle  and  fertile  hills. 

Here,  singly  or  in  pairs,  are  scattered  cottages,  which 
bespeak  a  comfort  and  a  rural  luxury  less  often  than  our 
poets  have  described  the  characteristics  of  the  English 
peasantry.     It  has  been  observed,  and  there  is  a  world  of 
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homely,  ay,  and  of  legislative  knowledge  in  the  observation, 
that  wherever  you  see  a  flower  in  a  cottage  garden,  or  a 
bird-cage  at  the  window,  you  may  feel  sure  that  the  cot- 
tagers are  better  and  wiser  than  their  neighbours  ;  and  such 
humble  tokens  of  attention  to  something  beyond  the  sterile 
labour  of  life  were  (we  must  now  revert  to  the  past)  to  be 
remarked  in  almost  every  one  of  the  lowly  abodes  at  Grass- 
dale.  The  jasmine  here,  there  the  vine  clustered  over  the 
threshold,  not  so  wildly  as  to  testify  negligence,  but  rather 
to  sweeten  the  air  than  to  exclude  it  from  the  inmates. 
Each  of  the  cottages  possessed  at  its  rear  its  plot  of  ground 
apportioned  to  the  more  useful  and  nutritious  product  of 
nature ;  while  the  greater  part  of  them  fenced  also  from 
the  unfrequented  road  a  little  spot  for  the  lupin,  the  sweet 
pea,  or  the  many  tribes  of  the  English  rose.  And  it  is  not 
unworthy  of  remark,  that  the  bees  came  in  greater  clusters 
to  Grassdale  than  to  any  other  part  of  that  rich  and  cul- 
tivated district.  A  small  piece  of  waste  land,  which  was 
intersected  by  a  brook,  fringed  with  ozier  and  dwarf  and 
fantastic  pollards,  afforded  pasture  for  a  few  cows  and  the 
only  carrier  s  solitary  horse.  The  stream  itself  was  of  no 
ignoble  repute  among  the  gentle  craft  of  the  Angle,  the 
brotherhoqd  whom  our  associations  defend  in  the  spite  of 
our  mercy ;  and  this  repute  drew  welcome  and  periodical 
itinerants  to  the  village,  who  furnished  it  with  its  scanty 
news  of  the  great  world  without,  and  maintained  in  a 
decorous  custom  the  little  and  single  hostelry  of  the  place. 
Not  that  Peter  Dealtry,  the  proprietor  of  the  Spotted 
Dog,  was  altogether  contented  to  subsist  upon  the  gains 
of  his  hospitable  profession ;  he  joined  thereto  the  light 
cares  of  a  small  farm,  held  under  a  wealthy  and  an  easy 
landlord ;  and  being  moreover  honoured  with  the  dignity 
of  cl^rk  to  the  parish,  he  was  deemed  by  his  neighbours  a 
person  of  no  small  accomplishment,  and  no  insignificant 
distinction.  He  was  a  little,  dry,  thin  mian,  of  a  turn  rather 
sentimental  than  jocose ;  a  memory  well  stored  with  fag- 
ends  of  psalms,  and  hymns  which,  being  less  familiar  than 
the  psalms  to  the  ears  of  the  villagers,  were  more  than  sus- 
pected to  be  his  own  composition ;  often  gave  a  poetic  and 
semi-religious  colouring  to  his  conversation,  which  accorded 
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tather  with  his  dignity  in  the  church  than  his  post  at  the 
Spotted  Dog.  Yet  he  disliked  not  his  joke,  though  it  was 
subtle  and  delicate  of  nature ;  nor  did  he  disdain  to  bear 
companionship  over  his  own  liquor  with  guests  less  gifted 
and  refined. 

In  the  centre  of  the  village  you  chanced  upon  a  cottage 
which  had  been  lately  whitewashed,  where  a  certain  pre- 
ciseness  in  the  owner  might  be  detected  in  the  clipped 
hedge,  and  the  exact  and  newly-mended  stile  by  which 
you  approached  the  habitation.  Herein  dwelt  the  beau  and 
bachelor  of  the  village,  somewhat  antiquated  it  is  true,  but 
still  an  object  of  great  attention  and  some  hope  to  the  elder 
damsels  in  the  vicinity,  and  of  a  respectful  popularity,  that 
did  not,  however,  prohibit  a  joke  to  the  younger  part  of  the 
sisterhood.  Jacob  Bunting, — ^so  was  this  gentleman  called, 
— ^had  been  for  many  years  in  the  king's  service,  in  which 
he  had  risen  to  the  rank  of  corporal,  and  had  saved  and 
pinched  together  a  certain  small  independence,  upon  which 
he  now  rented  his  cottage  and  enjoy ed  his  leisure.  He  had 
seen  a  good  deal  of  the  world,  and  profited  in  shrewdness 
by  his  experience ;  he  had  rubbed  off,  however,  all  super- 
fluous devotion  as  he  rubbed  off  his  prejudices ;  and  though 
he  drank  more  often  than  any  one  else  with  the  landlord 
of  the  Spotted  Dog,  he  also  quarrelled  with  him  the 
oftenest,  and  testified  the  least  forbearance  at  the  pub- 
lican's segments  of  psalmody.  Jacob  was  a  tall,  comely, 
and  perpendicular  personage ;  his  threadbare  coat  was 
scrupulously  brushed,  and  his  hair  punctiliously  plastered 
at  the  sides  into  two  stiff  obstinate-looking  curls,  and  at 
the  top  into  what  he  was  pleased  to  call  a  feather,  though 
it  was  much  more  like  a  tile.  His  conversation  had  in  it 
something  peculiar:  generally  it  assumed  a  quick,  short, 
abrupt  turn,  that,  retrenching  all  superfluities  of  pronoun 
and  conjunction,  and  marching  at  once  upon  the  meaning 
of  the  sentence,  had  in  it  a  military  and  Spartan  signi- 
ficance, which  betrayed  how  difficult  it  often  is  for  a  man  to 
forget  that  he  has  been  a  corporal.  Occasionally,  indeed, 
— ^for  where  but  in  farces  is  the  phraseology  of  the  humorist 
always  the  same? — he  escaped  into  a  more  enlarged  and 
Christianlike  method  of  dealing  with  the  king's  English; 
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but  that  was  chiefly  noticeable  when  from  conversation  he 
launched  himself  into  lecture, — a  luxury  the  worthy  soldier 
loved  greatly  to  indulge,  for  much  had  he  seen  and  some- 
what had  he  reflected  ;  and  valuing  himself,  which  was 
odd  in  a  corporal,  more  on  his  knowledge  of  the  world 
than  his  knowledge  even  of  war,  he  rarely  missed  any 
occasion  of  edifying  a  patient  listener  with  the  result  of  his 
observations. 

After  you  had  sauntered  by  the  veteran's  door,  beside 
which  you  generally,  if  the  evening  were  fine,  or  he  was 
not  drinking  with  neighbour  Dealtry,  or  taking  his  tea 
with  gossip  this  or  master  that,  or  teaching  some  emulous 
urchins  the  broadsword  exercise,  or  snaring  trout  in  the 
stream,  or,  in  short,  otherwise  engaged  ;  beside  which,  I 
say,  you  not  unfrequently  beheld  him  sitting  on  a  rude 
bench,  and  enjoying  with  half-shut  eyes,  crossed  legs,  but 
still  unindulgently  erect  posture,  the  luxury  of  his  pipe; 
you  ventured  over  a  little  wooden  bridge,  beneath  which, 
clear  and  shallow,  ran  the  rivulet  we  have  before  honour- 
ably mentioned,  and  a  walk  of  a  few  minutes  brought 
you  to  a  moderately-sized  and  old-fashioned  mansion — the 
manor-house  of  the  parish.  It  stood  at  the  very  foot  of  the 
bill ;  behind,  a  rich,  ancient,  and  hanging  wood,  brought 
into  relief  the  exceeding  freshness  and  verdure  of  the 
patch  of  green  meadow  immediately  in  front.  On  one 
side,  the  garden  was  bounded  by  the  village  churchyard, 
with  its  simple  mounds,  and  its  few  scattered  and  humble 
tombs.  The  church  was  of  great  antiquity  ;  and  it  was 
only  in  one  point  of  view  that  you  caught  more  than  a 
glimpse  of  its  grey  tower  and  graceful  spire,  so  thickly  and 
so  darkly  grouped  the  yew-tree  and  the  larch  around  the 
edifice.  Opposite  the  gate  by  which  you  gained  the  house, 
the  view  was  not  extended,  but  rich  with  wood  and  pasture, 
backed  by  a  hill,  which,  less  verdant  than  its  fellows,  was 
covered  with  sheep;  while  you  saw  hard  by  the  rivulet 
darkening  and  stealing  away  till  your  sight,  though  not 
your  ear,  lost  it  among  the  woodland. 

Trained  up  the  embrowned  paling,  on  either  side  of 
the  gate,  were  bushes  of  rustic  fruit;  and  fruit  and  flowers 
(through  plots  of  which  green  and  winding  alleys  had 
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been  cut  with  bo  untasteful  hand)  testified,  by  their 
thriving  and  healthful  looks,  the  care  bestowed  upon 
them.  The  main  boasts  of  the  garden  were,  on  one  side, 
a  huge  horse-chestnut  tree — the  largest  in  the  village; 
and  on  the  other,  an  arbour  covered  without  with  honey- 
suckles, and  tapestried  within  by  moss.  The  house,  a  grey 
and  quaint  building  of  the  time  of  James  I.  with  stone 
copings  and  gable  roof,  could  scarcely  in  these  days  have 
been  deemed  a  fitting  residence  for  the  lord  of  the  manor. 
Nearly  the  whole  of  the  centre  was  occupied  by  the  hall, 
in  which  the  meals  of  the  family  were  commonly  held — 
only  two  other  sitting-rooms  of  very  moderate  dimensions 
had  been  reserved  by  the  architect  for  the  convenience  or 
ostentation  of  the  proprietor.  An  ample  porch  jutted 
from  the  main  building,  and  this  was  covered  with  ivy, 
as  the  windows  were  with  jasmine  and  honeysuckle ;  while 
seats  were  ranged  inside  the  porch  covered  with  many 
rude  initial  and  long-past  date. 

The  owner  of  this  mansion  bore  the  name  of  Rowland 
Lester.  His  forefathers,  without  pretending  to  high  an- 
tiquity of  family,  had  held  the  dignity  of  Squires  of  Grass- 
dale  for  some  two  centuries;  and  Rowland  Lester  was 
perhaps  the  first  of  the  race  who  had  stirred  above  fifty 
miles  from  the  house  in  which  each  successive  lord  had 
received  his  birth,  or  the  green  churchyard  in  which  was 
yet  chronicled  his  death.  The  present  proprietor  was  a 
man  of  cultivated  tastes;  and  abilities,  naturally  not 
much  above  mediocrity,  had  been  improved  by  travel 
as  well  as  study.  Himself  and  one  younger  brother 
had  been  early  left  masters  of  their  fate  and  their 
several  portions.  The  younger,  Geoffrey,  testified  a 
roving  and  dissipated  turn.  Bold,  licentious,  extravagant, 
unprincipled — his  career  soon  outstripped  the  slender 
fortunes  of  a  cadet  in  the  family  of  a  country  squire. 
He  was  early  thrown  into  difficulties,  but  by  some 
means  or  other  they  never  seemed  to  overwhelm  him ; 
sm  unexpected  turn  —  a  lucky  adventure  —  presented 
itself  at  the  very  moment  when  Fortune  appeared  the 
most  utterly  to  have  deserted  him. 

Among  these  more  propitious  fluctuations  in  the  tide 
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of  affairs,  was,  at  about  the  age  of  forty,  asuilden  marriage 
with  a  young  lady  of  what  might  be  termed  (for  Geoffrey 
Lester's  rank  of  life,  and  the  rational  expenses  of  that 
day)  a  very  competent  and  respectable  fortune.  Un- 
happily, however,  the  lady  was  neither  handsome  in 
feature  nor  gentle  in  temper;  and,  after  a  few  years  of 
quarrel  and  contest,  the  faithless  husband,  one  bright 
morning,  having  collected  in  his  proper  person  whatever 
remained  of  their  fortune,  absconded  from  the  conjugal 
hearth  without  either  warning  or  farewelL  He  left 
nothing  to  his  wife  but  his  house,  his  debts,  and  his  only 
child,  a  son.  From  that  time  to  the  present  little  had 
been  known,  though  much  had  been  conjectured,  con- 
cerning the  deserter.  For  the  first  few  years  they  traced, 
however,  so  far  of  his  fate  as  to  learn  that  he  had  been 
seen  once  in  India;  and  that  previously  he  had  been  met 
in  England  by  a  relation,  under  the  disguise  of  assumed 
names :  a  proof  that  whatever  his  occupations,  they  could 
scarcely  be  very  respectable.  But,  of  late,  nothing  what- 
soever relating  to  the  wanderer  had  transpired.  By  some 
he  was  imagined  dead ;  by  most  he  was  forgotten.  Those 
more  immediately  connected  with  him  —  his  brother  in 
especial — cherished  a  secret  belief,  that  wherever  Geoffrey 
Lester  should  chance  to  alight,  the  manner  of  alighting 
would  (to  use  the  significant  and  homely  metaphor)  be 
always  on  his  legs ;  and  coupling  the  wonted  luck  of  the 
scapegrace  with  the  fact  of  his  having  been  seen  in  India, 
Rowland  in  his  heart  not  only  hoped,  but  fully  expected, 
that  the  lost  one  would,  some  day  or  other,  return  home 
laden  with  the  spoils  of  the  East,  and  eager  to  shower 
upon  his  relatives,  in  recompense  of  long  desertion, 

"  With  richest  hand  .  . .  barbaric  pearl  and  gold." 

But  we  must  return  to  the  forsaken  spouse.  Left  in 
this  abrupt  destitution  and  distress,  Mrs.  Lester  had  only 
the  resource  of  applying  to  her  brother-in-law,  whom 
indeed  the  fugitive  had  before  seized  many  opportunities 
of  not  leaving  wholly  unprepared  for  such  an  application. 
Rowland  promptly  and  generously  obeyed  the  summons : 
he  took  the  child  and  the  wife  to  his  own  home ;    he 
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freed  the  latter  from  the  persecutions  of  all  legal  claimants ; 
and,  after  selling  such  effects  as  remained,  he  devoted  the 
whole  proceeds  to  the  forsaken  family,  without  regarding 
his  own  expenses  on  their  behalf,  ill  as  he  was  able  to 
afford  the  luxury  of  that  self-neglect  The  wife  did  not 
long  need  the  asylum  of  his  hearth,  — she,  poor  lady,  died 
■of  a  slow  fever  produced  by  irritation  and  disappointment, 
a  few  months  after  Geoffrey's  desertion.  She  had  no 
need  to  recommend  her  child  to  his  kind-hearted  uncle's 
care*  And  now  we  must  glance  over  the  elder  brother's 
domestic  fortunes. 

In  Rowland,  the  wild  dispositions  of  his  brother  were 
so  far  tamed^  that  they  assumed  only  the  character  of  a 
buoyant  temper  and  a  gay  spirit.  He  had  strong  prin- 
ciples as  well  as  warm  feelings,  and  a  fine  and  resolute 
sense  of  honour  utterly  impervious  to  attack.  It  was  im« 
possible  to  be  in  his  company  an  hour  and  not  see  that  he 
was  a  man  to  be  respected.  It  was  equally  impossible  to 
live  with  him  a  week  and  not  see  that  he  was  a  man  to  be 
beloved.  He  also  had  married,  and  about  a  year  after 
that  era  in  the  life  of  his  brother,  but  not  for  the  same 
advantage  of  fortune.  He  had  formed  an  attachment  to 
the  portionless  daughter  of  a  man  in  his  own  neighbour- 
hood and  of  his  own  rank.  He  wooed  and  won  her,  and 
for  a  few  years  he  enjoyed  that  greatest  happiness  which 
the  world  is  capable  of  bestowing — the  society  and  the 
love  of  one  in  whom  we  could  wish  for  no  change,  and 
beyond  whom  we  have  no  desire.  But  what  Evil  cannot 
corrupt,  Fate  seldom  spares.  A  few  months  after  the 
birth  of  a  second  daughter,  the  young  wife  of  Rowland 
Lester  died.  It  was  to  a  widowed  hearth  that  the  wife 
and  child  of  his  brother  came  for  shelter.  Rowland 
was  a  man  of  an  affectionate  and  warm  heart:  if  the 
blow  did  not  crush,  at  least  it  changed  him.  Natu- 
rally of  a  cheerful  and  ardent  disposition,  his  mood  now 
became  soberised  and  sedate.  He  shrunk  from  the  rural 
gaieties  and  companionship  he  had  before  courted  and 
enlivened,  and,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  the  mourner 
felt  the  holiness  of  solitude.  As  his  nephew  and  his 
motherless  daughters  grew  up,  they  gave  an  object  to  his 
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seclusion  and  a  relief  to  his  reflections.  He  found  a  pure 
and  unfailing  delight  in  watching  the  growth  of  their 
young  minds,  and  guiding  their  differing  dispositions; 
and  as  time  at  length  enabled  them  to  return  his  affection, 
and  appreciate  his  cares,  he  became  once  more  sensible 
that  he  had  a  home. 

The  elder  of  his  daughters,  Madeline,  at  the  time  our 
story  opens,  had  attained  the  age  of  eighteen.  She  was 
the  beauty  and  the  boast  of  the  whole  country.  Above 
the  ordinary  height,  her  figure  was  richly  and  exquisitely 
formed.  So  translucently  pure  and  soft  was  her  com- 
plexion, that  it  might  have  seemed  the  token  of  delicate 
health,  but  for  the  dewy  and  exceeding  redness  of  her  lips, 
and  the  freshness  of  teeth  whiter  than  pearls.  Her  eyes, 
of  a  deep  blue,  wore  a  thoughtful  and  serene  expression ; 
and  her  forehead,  higher  and  broader  than  it  usually  is  in 
women,  gave  promise  of  a  certain  nobleness  of  intellect, 
and  added  dignity,  but  a  feminine  dignity,  to  the  more 
tender  characteristics  of  her  beauty.  And,  indeed,  the 
peculiar  tone  of  Madeline's  mind  fulfilled  the  indication  of 
her  features,  and  was  eminently  thoughtful  and  high- 
wrought.  She  had  early  testified  a  remarkable  love  for 
study,  and  not  only  a  desire  for  knowledge,  but  a  vene- 
ration for  those  who  possessed  it.  The  remote  comer  of 
the  county  in  which  they  lived,  and  the  rarely  broken 
seclusion  which  Lester  habitually  preserved  from  the 
intercourse  of  their  few  and  scattered  neighbours,  hfid 
naturally  cast  each  member  of  the  little  circle  upon  his  or 
her  own  resources.  An  accident,  some  five  years  ago, 
had  confined  Madeline  for  several  weeks,  or  rather  months, 
to  the  house ;  and  as  the  old  Hall-  possessed  a  very  re- 
spectable share  of  books,  she  had  then  matured  and 
confirmed  that  love  for  reading  and  reflection  which  she 
had  at  a  yet  earlier  period  prematurely  evinced.  The 
woman's  tendency  to  romance  naturally  tinctured  her 
meditations,  and  thus,  while  they  dignified,  they  also 
softened  her  mind.  Her  sister  Ellinor,  younger  by  two 
yearS)  was  pf  a  character  equally  gentle,  but  less  elevated. 
She  looked  up  to  her  sister  as  a  superior  being.  She  felt 
pnde,  without  a  shadow   of  envy,   at  her  superior  and 
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surpassing  beauty ;  and  was  unconsciously  guided  in  her 
pursuits  and  predilections  by  a  mind  she  cheerfully 
acknowledged  to  be  loflier  than  her  own.  And  yet 
Ellinor  had  also  her  pretensions  to  personal  lovelinessy 
and  pretensions  perhaps  that  would  be  less  reluctantly 
acknowledged  by  her  own  sex  than  those  of  her  sister. 
The  sunlight  of  a  happy  and  innocent  heart  sparkled  on 
her  face,  and  gave  a  beam  it  gladdened  you  to  behold  to 
her  quick  hazel  eye,  and  a  smile  that  broke  out  from  a 
thousand  dimples.  She  did  not  possess  the  height  of 
Madeline,  and  though  not  so  slender  as  to  be  curtailed  of 
the  roundness  and  feminine  luxuriance  of  beauty,  her 
shape  was  slighter,  feebler,  and  less  rich  in  its  symmetry 
than  her  sister's.  And  this  the  tendency  of  the  physical 
frame  to  require  elsewhere  support,  nor  to  feel  secure  of 
strength,  influenced  perhaps  her  mind,  and  made  love,  and 
the  dependence  of  love,  more  necessary  to  her  than  to  the 
thoughtflil  and  lofty  Madeline.  The  latter  might  pass 
through  life,  and  never  see  the  one  to  whom  her  heart 
could  give  itself  away.  But  every  village  might  possess 
a  hero  whom  the  imagination  of  Ellinor  could  clothe  with 
unreal  graces,  and  to  whom  the  lovingness  of  her  dis- 
position might  bias  her  affections.  Both,  however,  emi- 
nently possessed  that  earnestness  and  purity  of  heart 
which  would  have  made  them,  perhaps  in  an  equal  de- 
gree, constant  and  devoted  to  the  object  of  an  attachment 
once  formed  in  defiance  of  change,  and  to  the  brink  of 
death. 

Their  cousin  Walter,  Geoffrey  Lester's  son,  was  now 
in  his  twenty -first  year;  tall  and  strong  of  person,  and 
with  a  face,  if  not  regularly  handsome,  striking  enough  to 
be  generally  deemed  so.  High-spirited,  bold,  fiery,  impa- 
tient ;  jealous  of  the  affections  of  those  he  loved  ;  cheerful 
to  outward  seeming,  but  restless,  fond  of  change,  and 
subject  to  the  melanchol}'  and  pining  mood  common  to 
young  and  ardent  minds:  such  was  the  character  of 
Walter  Lester.  The  estates  of  Lester  were  settled  in  the 
male  line,  and  devolved  therefore  upon  him.  Yet  there 
were  moments  when  he  keenly  felt  his  orphan  and 
deserted  situation;  and  sighed  to  think  that>  whW^  \v\& 
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father  perhaps  yet  lived,  he  was  a  dependant  for  affection^ 
if  not  for  maintenance,  on  the  kindness  of  others.  This 
reflection  sometimes  gave  an  air  of  sullenness  or  petulance 
to  his  character,  that  did  not  really  belong  to  it.  For 
what  in  the  world  makes  a  man  of  just  pride  appear  so 
unamiable  as  the  sense  of  dependence  ? 


CHAPTER  II. 

A  FUBLlCANi  A  SINNER,  AND  A  STRANGER. 

"  Ab,  Don  Alphonso,  is  it  you  1    Agreeable  accident !      Chance 
presents  you  to  my  eyes  wbere  you  were  least  expected."  ^Gt/  Bias* 

It  was  an  evening  in  the  beginning  of  summer,  and  Peter 
Dealtry  and  the  ci^levarU  corporal  sat  beneath  the  sign 
of  the  Spotted  Dog  (as  it  hung  motionless  from  the  bough 
of  a  friendly  elm),  quaffing  a  cup  of  boon  companionship. 
The  reader  will  imagine  the  two  men  very  different  from 
each  other  in  form  and  aspect ;  the  one  short,  dry,  fragile, 
and  betraying  a  love  of  ease  in  his  unbuttoned  vest,  and  a 
certain  lolling,  see-'Sawing  method  of  balancing  his  body 
upon  his  chair ;  the  other,  erect  and  solemn,  and  as  steady 
on  his  seat  as  if  he  were  nailed  to  it.  It  was  a  fine,  tran- 
quil, balmy  evening ;  the  sun  had  just  set,  and  the  clouds 
still  retained  the  rosy  tints  which  they  had  caught  from 
his  parting  ray.  Here  and  there,  at  scattered  intervals, 
you  might  see  the  cottages  peeping  from  the  trees  around 
them;  or  mark  the  smoke  that  rose  from  their  roofs — 
roofs  green  with  mosses  and  houseleek, — in  graceful 
and  spiral  curls  against  the  clear  soft  air«  It  was  an 
English  scene,  and  the  two  men,  the  dog  at  their  feet  (for 
Peter  Dealtry  favoured  a  wiry  stone-coloured  cur,  which 
he  called  a  terrier),  and  just  at  the  door  of  the  little  inn, 
two  old  gossips,  loitering  on  the  threshold,  in  familiar 
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chat  with  the  landlady  in  cap  and  kerchief,  — all  together 
made  a  group  equally  English,  and  somewhat  picturesque^ 
though  homely  enough,  in  effect. 

"Well,  now,"  said  Peter  Dealtry,  as  he  pushed  the 
brown  jug  towards  the  corporal,  "this  is  what  I  call  plea* 
sant ;  it  puts  me  in  mind " 

"  Of  what  ?  "  quoth  the  corporal. 

"Of  those  nice  lines  in  the  hymn,  Master  Bunting  : — » 

'  How  fair  ye  are,  ye  little  hills : 
Ye  little  fields  also  : 
Ye  murmuring  streams  that  sweetly  run  : 
Ye  willows  in  a  row  ! ' 

There  is  something  very  comfortable  in  sacred  verses, 
Master  Bunting :  but  you're  a  scoffer." 

"  Psha,  man  I "  said  the  corporal,  throwing  out  his 
right  leg  and  leaning  back,  with  his  eyes  half  shut,  and 
his  chin  protruded,  as  he  took  an  unusually  long  inhala- 
tion from  his  pipe.  "Psha,  man  I — send  verses  to  the 
right-about — fit  for  girls  going  to  school  of  a  Sunday ; 
full-grown  men  more  up  to  snuff.     IVe  seen  the  world, 

Master  Dealtry; — the  world,  and  be  d d  to  you! 

— augh  I " 

"  Fie,  neighbour,  fie  I  What's  the  good  of  profaneness, 
evil  speaking,  and  slandering  ?  — 

'  Oaths  are  the  dehts  your  spendthrift  soul  must  pay ; 
All  scores  are  chalk'd  against  the  reckoning  day.' 

Just  wait  a  bit,  neighbour ;  wait  till  I  light  my  pipe." 

"  Tell  you  what,"  said  the  corporal,  after  he  had  com- 
municated from  his  own  pipe  the  friendly  flame  to  his 
comrade's;  "tell  you  what— talk  nonsense;  the  com- 
mander-in-chiefs no  martinet  —  if  we're  all  right  in 
action,  he'll  wink  at  a  slip  word  or  two.  Come,  no 
humbug  —  ho^d  jaw.  D'  ye  think  God  would  sooner  have 
a  snivelling  fellow  like  you  in  his  regiment,  than  a  man  like 
me,  clean-limbed,  straight  as  a  dart,  six  feet  one  without 
his  shoes  ? — Baugh  I " 

This  notion  of  the  corporal's,  by  which  he  would  have 
likened  the  dominion  of  heaven  to  the  King  o£  Pr\xas>\^s 
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body-guard,  and  only  admitted  the  elect  on  account  of 
their  inches,  so  tickled  mine  host's  fancy,  that  he  leiuied 
back  in  his  chair  and  indulged  in  a  long,  dry,  obstre- 
perous  cachinnation.  This  irreverence  mightily  displeased 
the  corporal.  He  looked  at  the  little  man  very  sourly^ 
and  said  in  his  least  smooth  accentuation, — 

"  What  —  devil  —  cackling  at  ?  — Always  grin,  grin, 
grin-giggle,  giggle,  giggle-psha  1 " 

"  Why  really,  neighbour,"  said  Peter,  composing  him- 
self, '*  you  must  let  a  man  laugh  now  and  then." 

"  Man ! "  said  the  corporal ;  "  man 's  a  noble  animal  I 
Man's  a  musket,  primed,  loaded,  ready  to  supply  a  friend 
or  kill  a  foe — charge  not  to  be  wasted  on  every  tom-tit. 
But  you  !  not  a  musket,  but  a  cracker  !  noisy,  harmless, 
can't  touch  you,  but  off  you  go,  whizz,  pop,  bang  in  one's 
face  I — baugh  T' 

"  Well  I "  said  the  good-humoured  landlord,  "  I  should 
think  Master  Aram,  the  great  scholar  who  lives  down  the 
vale  yonder,  a  man  quite  after  your  own  heart.  He  is 
grave  enough  to  suit  you.  He  does  not  laugh  very  easily, 
I  fancy." 

"  After  my  heart  ?     Stoops  like  a  bow  I " 

'^  Indeed  he  does  look  on  the  ground  as  he  walks ; 
when  I  think,  I  do  the  same.  But  what  a  marvellous 
man  it  is !  I  hear  that  he  reads  the  Psalms  in  Hebrew* 
He 's  very  affable  and  meek-like  for  such  a  scholard." 

"  Tell  you  what.  Seen  the  world.  Master  Dealtry, 
and  know  a  thing  or  two.  Your  shy  dog  is  always  a  deep 
one.  Give  me  a  man  who  looks  me  in  the  face  as  he 
would  a  cannon ! " 

"  Or  a  lass,"  said  Peter,  knowingly* 

The  grim  corporal  smiled. 

'<  Talking  of  lasses,"  said  the  soldier,  re-filling  his 
pipe,  "  what  creature  Miss  Lester  is  I  Such  eyes  I  — 
such  nose  I  Fit  for  a  colonel,  by  G— d  !  ay,  or  a  miyor* 
general  I " 

'*•  For  my  part,  I  think  Miss  EUinor  almost  as  hand- 
some ;  not  so  grand-like,  but  more  lovesome." 

"  Nice  little  thing  I "  said  the  corporal,  condescend- 
ing'ljr,     «<But  zooks  I  whom  have  we  here?" 
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This  last  question  was  applied  to  a  man  who  was 
slowly  turning  from  the  road  towards  the  inn.  The 
stranger,  for  such  he  was,  was  stout,  thick-set,  and  of 
middle  height.  His  dress  was  not  without  prestension  to 
a  rank  higher  than  the  lowest ;  but  it  was  threadbare  and 
worn,  and  soiled  with  dust  and  travel.  His  appearance 
was  by  no  means  prepossessing :  small  sunken  eyes  of  a 
light  hazel,  and  a  restless  and  rather  fierce  expression ;  a 
thick  flat  nose,  high  cheek-bones,  a  large  bony  jaw  from 
which  the  flesh  receded,  and  a  bull  throat  indicative  of 
great  strength,  constituted  his  claims  to  personal  attrac- 
tion. The  stately  corporal,  without  moving,  kept  a 
vigilant  and  suspicious  eye  upon  the  new  comer,  mut- 
tering to  Peter, — "  Customer  for  you  ;  rum  customer  too 
—by  Gad  I " 

The  stranger  now  reached  the  little  table,  and  halting 
short  took  up  the  brown  jug,  without  ceremony  or  preface, 
and  emptied  it  at  a  draught. 

The  corporal  stared  —  the  corporal  frowned;  but 
before — for  he  was  somewhat  slow  of  speech — he  had 
time  to  vent  his  displeasure,  the  stranger,  wiping  his 
mouth  across  his  sleeve,  said,  in  rather  a  civil  and  apolo- 
getic tone, — 

<<  I  beg  pardon,  gentlemen.  I  have  had  a  long  march 
of  it,  and  very  tired  I  am." 

"  Humph  I  march ! "  said  the  corporal  a  little  ap- 
peased :  "  not  in  his  Majesty's  service — eh  ?  " 

"Not  now,"  answered  the  traveller;  then,  turning 
round  to  Dealtry,  he  said, — "  Are  you  landlord  here  ?  " 

"  At  3'our  service,"  said  Peter,  with  the  indifference  of 
a  man  well  to  do,  and  not  ambitious  of  halfpence. 

"  Come,  then,  quick — budge,"  said  the  traveller,  tap- 
ping him  on  the  back :  "  bring  more  glasses — another  jug 
of  the  October ;  and  any  thing  or  every  thing  your  larder 
is  able  to  produce -*-d*ye  hear?" 

Peter,  by  no  means  pleased  with  the  briskness  of  his 
address,  eyed  the  dusty  and  way-worn  pedestrian  from 
head  to  foot ;  then,  looking  over  his  shoulder  towards  the 
door,  he  said,  as  he  ensconced  himself  yet  more  firmly  on 
his  seat — 
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"  There's  my  wife  by  the  door,  friend ;  go,  tell  her 
what  you  want." 

"  Do  you  know,"  said  the  traveller,  in  a  slow  and  mea- 
sured accent — **  Do  you  know,  master  Shrivel-face,  that 
I  have  more  than  half  a  mind  to  break  your  head  for  im- 
pertinence ?  You  a  landlord  I — you  keep  an  inn,  indeed  I 
Come,  sir,  make  off,  or " 

"  Corporal  I — corporal  I "  cried  Peter,  retreating  hastily 
from  his  seat  as  the  brawny  traveller  approached  menacingly 
towards  him — "  You  won't  see  the  peace  broken.  Have 
a  care,  friend — have  a  care.  I'm  clerk  to  the  parish — 
clerk  to  the  parish,  sir — and  I'll  indict  you  for  sacrilege." 

The  wooden  features  of  Bunting  relaxed  into  a  sort  of 
grin  at  the  alarm  of  his  friend.  He  puffed  away,  without 
making  any  reply ;  meanwhile  the  traveller,  taking  advan- 
tage of  Peter's  hasty  abandonment  of  his  cathedrarian  ac- 
commodation, seized  the  vacant  chair,  and  drawing  it  yet 
closer  to  the  table  flung  himself  upon  it,  and  placing  his 
hat  on  the  table,  wiped  his  brows  with  the  air  of  a  man 
about  to  make  himself  thoroughly  at  home. 

Peter  Dealtry  was  assuredly  a  personage  of  peaceable 
disposition ;  but  then  he  had  the  proper  pride  of  a  host 
and  a  clerk.  His  feelings  were  exceedingly  wounded  at 
this  cavalier  treatment :  before  the  very  eyes  of  his  wife, 
too ! — what  an  example  I  He  thrust  his  hands  deep  into  his 
breeches'  pockets,  and  strutting  with  a  ferocious  swagger 
towards  the  traveller,  he  said, — 

"  Harkye,  sirrah  I  This  is  not  the  way  folks  are  treated 
in  this  country :  and  I'd  have  you  to  know,  that  I'm  a  man 
what  has  a  brother  a  constable." 

«  Well,  sir  I " 

"  Well,  sir,  indeed  I  Well! — Sir,  it's  not  well,  by  no 
manner  of  means ;  and  if  you  don't  pay  for  the  ale  you 
drank,  and  go  quietly  about  your  business,  I'll  have  you 
put  in  the  stocks  for  a  vagrant." 

This,  the  most  menacing  speech  Peter  Dealtry  was  ever 
known  to  deliver,  was  uttered  with  so  much  spirit,  that  the 
corporal,  who  had  hitherto  preserved  silence — for  he  was 
too  strict  a  disciplinarian  to  thrust  himself  unnecessarily 
into  brawJa,  —  turned  approvingly  round,  and  nodding  as 


EUGENE  ARAM.  17 

well  as  his  stock  would  suffer  him  at  the  indiguant  Peter, 
he  said,  "Well  done!  Tegs  —  you've  a  soul,  man  I — a 
soul  fit  for  the  forty-second !  augh  I  —  A  soul  above  tbe 
inches  of  five  feet  two  T* 

There  was  something  bitter  and  sneering  in  the  tra- 
veller's aspect  as  he  now,  regarding  Dealtry,  repeated, — 

"  Vagrant  I — humph  !     And  pray  what  is  a  vagrant  ?  " 

**  What  is  a  vagrant  ?  "  echoed  Peter,  a  little  puzzled, 

**  Yes  I  answer  me  that" 

**  Why,  a  vagrant  is  a  man  what  wanders,  and  what 
has  no  money/* 

**  Truly,"  said  the  stranger  smiling,  but  the  smile  by  no 
means  improved  his  physiognomy,  "  an  excellent  definition ; 
but  one  which,  I  will  convince  you,  does  not  apply  to  me." 
So  saying,  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  handful  of  silver 
coins,  and,  throwing  them  on  the  table,  added, — "  Come, 
let's  have  no  more  of  this.  You  see  I  can  pay  for  what  I 
order ;  and  now,  do  recollect  that  I  am  a  weary  and  hun- 
gry man." 

No  sooner  did  Peter  behold  the  money,  than  a  sudden 
placidity  stole  over  his  ruffled  spirit : — nay,  a  certain  be^ 
nevolent  commiseration  for  the  fatigue  and  wants  of  tbe 
traveller  replaced  at  once,  and  as  by  a  spell,  the  angry 
feelings  that  had  previously  roused  him. 

"  Weary  and  hungry,"  said  he ;  *'  why  did  not  you 
say  that  before  ?  That  would  have  been  quite  enough  for 
Peter  Dealtry.  Thank  God  I  I  am  a  man  what  can  feel 
for  my  neighbours.  I  have  bowels  —  yes,  I  have  bowels. 
Weary  and  hungry  I — you  shall  be  served  in  an  instant. 
I  may  be  a  little  hasty  or  so,  but  I'm  a  good  Christian  at 
bottom — ask  the  corporal.  And  what  says  the  Psalmist, 
Psalm  147?  — 

*  By  Him,  the  beasts  that  loosely  range 
With  timely  food  are  fed  : 
He  speaks  the  word  —  and  what  He  wills 
Is  done  as  soon  as  said.'  *' 

Animating  his  kindly  emotions  by  this  apt  quotation, 
Peter  turned  to  the  house.  The  corporal  now  broke 
silence :  the  sight  of  the  money  had  not  been  without  an 
effect  upon  him  as  well  as  tbe  landlord, 

c 
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**  Warm  day,  sir :  —your  health.  Oh  I  forgot  you 
emptied  jug — ^baugh  I  You  said  you  were  not  now  in  his 
Majesty's  service :  beg  pardon — were  you  ever  ?  " 

"  Why,  once  I  was ;  many  years  ago." 

"Ah I — and  what  regiment?  I  was  in  the  forty- 
second.  Heard  of  the  forty-second?  Colonel's  name 
Dysart;  captain's,  Trotter;  corporal's,  Bunting,  at  your 
service." 

"I  am  much  obliged  by  your  confidence,"  said  the 
traveller,  dryly.  "I  dare  say  you  have  seen  much 
service." 

"  Service  I  Ah  I  may  well  say  that; — twenty-three 
years'  hard  work :  and  not  the  better  for  it  I  A  man  that 
loves  his  country  is  'titled  to  a  pension ;  that's  my  mind  I 
But  the  world  don't  smile  upon  corporab — augh  I" 

Here  Peter  reappeared  with  a  fresh  supply  of  the 
October,  and  an  assurance  that  the  cold  meat  would 
speedily  follow. 

"  I  hope  yourself  and  this  gentleman  will  bear  me  com- 
pany," said  the  traveller,  passing  the  jug  to  the  corporal ; 
and  in  a  few  moments,  so  well  pleased  grew  the  trio 
with  each  other,  that  the  sound  of  their  laughter  came 
loud  and  frequent  to  the  ears  of  the  good  housewife 
within. 

The  traveller  now  seemed  to  the  corporal  and  mine 
host  a  right  jolly,  good-humoured  fellow.  Not,  however, 
that  he  bore  a  fair  share  in  the  conversation — he  rather 
promoted  the  hilarity  of  his  new  acquaintances  than  led  it. 
He  laughed  heartily  at  Peter's  jests,  and  the  corporal's 
repartees ;  and  the  latter,  by  degrees  assuming  the  usual 
sway  he  bore  in  the  circles  of  the  village,  contrived,  before 
the  viands  were  on  the  table,  to  monopolise  the  whole 
conversation. 

The  traveller  found  in  the  repast  a  new  excuse  for 
silence.  He  ate  with  a  most  prodigious  and  most  contagious 
appetite ;  and  in  a  few  seconds  the  knife  and  fork  of  the 
corporal  were  as  busily  engaged  as  if  he  had  only  three 
minutes  to  spare  between  a  march  and  a  dinner. 

"  This  is  a  pretty  retired  spot,"  quoth  the  traveller,  as 
at  length  he  finished  his  repast,  and  threw  himself  back  on 
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liis  chair — "a  very  pretty  spot.  Whose  neat  old-fashioned 
house  was  that  I  passed  on  the  green,  with  the  gable-ends 
and  the  flower-pots  in  front  ?  " 

"  Oh,  the  squire's,"  answered  Peter.  "  Squire  Lester 's 
an  excellent  gentleman." 

**  A  rich  man,  I  should  think,  for  these  parts ;  the  best 
house  I  have  seen  for  some  miles,"  said  the  stranger  care- 
lessly. 

"  Rich  I — ^yes,  he's  well  to  do ;  he  does  not  live  so  as 
not  to  have  money  to  lay  by." 

"Any  family?" 

"  Two  daughters  and  a  nephew." 

^^  And  the  nephew  does  not  ruin  him.  Happy  uncle  I 
Mine  was  not  so  lucky,"  said  the  traveller. 

**  Sad  fellows  we  soldiers  in  our  young  days  I"  observed 
the  corporal  with  a  wink.  "No,  Squire  Walter's  a  good 
young  man,  a  pride  to  his  uncle  I  " 

"  So,"  said  the  pedestrian,  "  they  are  not  forced  to 
keep  up  a  large  establishment  and  ruin  themselves  by  a 
retinue  of  servants  ? — Corporal,  the  jug." 

"  Nay  ! "  said  Peter,  "  Squire  Lester's  gate  is  always 
open  to  the  poor ;  but  as  for  show,  he  leaves  that  to  my 
lord  at  the  castle." 

«  The  castle !  where 's  that  ?" 

"  About  six  miles  off;  you've  heard  of  my  Lord  *  *  * 
*  *  ♦,  I'll  swear." 

"  Ay,  to  be  sure — a  courtier.  But  who  else  lives  about 
here?  I  mean,  who  are  the  principal  persons,  barring  the 
corporal  and  yourself —  Mr.  Eelpry,  I  think  our  friend 
here  calls  you." 

**  Dealtry,  Peter  Dealtry,  sir,  is  my  name. — Why,  the 
most  noticeable  man,  you  must  know,  is  a  great  scholard, 
a  wonderfully  learned  man;  there  yonder,  you  may  just 
catch  a  glimpse  of  the  tall  what-d'ye-call-it  he  has  built 
out  on  the  top  of  his  house,  that  he  may  get  nearer  to  the 
stars.  He  has  got  glasses  by  which  I've  heard  that  you 
may  see  the  people  in  the  moon  walking  on  their  heads ; 
but  I  can't  say  as  I  believe  all  I  hear." 

<<  You  are  too  sensible  for  that,  I'm  sure.     But  this 
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scholar,  I  suppose,  is  not  very  rich ;  learning  does  not 
clothe  men  nowadays — eh,  corporal  ?  " 

"  And  why  should  it  ?  Zounds  I  can  it  teach  a  man 
how  to  defend  his  country  ?  Old  England  wants  soldiers, 
and  be  d — d  to  them  I  But  the  man's  well  enough,  I 
must  own,  civil,  modest " 

"  And  not  by  no  means  a  beggar,"  added  Peter ;  "  he 
gave  as  much  to  the  poor  last  winter  as  the  squire  him- 
self." 

"  Indeed  I "  said  the  stranger :  "  this  scholar  is  rich 
then  ?  " 

"  So,  so ;  neither  one  nor  t'other.  But  if  he  were  as 
rich  as  my  lord,  he  could  not  be  more  respected;  the 
greatest  folks  in  the  country  come  in  their  carriages  and 
four  to  see  him.  Lord  bless  you  I  there  is  not  a  name 
more  talked  on  in  the  whole  county  than  Eugene  Aram." 

"  What  I "  cried  the  traveller,  his  countenance  chang- 
ing as  he  sprang  from  his  seat ;  "  What ! — Aram  I — did 
you  say  Aram  ?     Great  God  I  how  strange  I " 

Peter,  not  a  little  startled  by  the  abruptness  and  vehe- 
mence of  his  guest,  stared  at  him  with  open  mouth,  and 
even  the  corporal  took  his  pipe  involuntarily  from  his  lips. 

"  What  I "  said  the  former,  "  you  know  him,  do  you  ? 
You  've  heard  of  him,  eh  ?  " 

The  stranger  did  not  reply ;  he  seemed  lost  in  a  revery ; 
he  muttered  inaudible  words  between  his  teeth ;  now  he 
strode  two  steps  forward,  clenching  his  hands ;  now  smiled 
grimly  ;  and  then  returning  to  his  seat,  threw  himself  on 
it,  still  in  silence.  The  soldier  and  the  clerk  exchanged 
looks,  and  now  outspake  the  corporal, — 

"  Rum  tantrums !  What  the  devil  I  did  the  man  eat 
your  grandmother  ?  " 

Roused  perhaps  by  so  pertinent  and  sensible  a  ques- 
tion, the  stranger  lifted  his  head  from  his  breast,  and  said, 
with  a  forced  smile,  "  You  have  done  me,  without  knowing 
it,  a  great  kindness,  my  friend.  Eugene  Aram  was  an 
early  and  intimate  acquaintance  of  mine :  we  have  not 
met  for  many  years.  I  never  guessed  that  he  lived  in 
these  parts :  indeed  I  did  not  know  where  he  resided.     I 
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im  truly  glad   to  think  I  have  b'ghted  upon  him  thus 
unexpectedly." 

*'  What  I  you  did  not  know  where  he  lived  ?  Well, 
I  thought  all  the  world  knew  that  I  Why,  men  from  the 
univarsities  have  come  all  the  way,  merely  to  look  at  the 
spot." 

"  Very  likely,"  returned  the  stranger :  "  but  I  am  not 
a  learned  man  myself,  and  what  is  celebrity  in  one  set  is 
obscurity  in  another.  Besides,  I  have  never  been  in  this 
part  of  the  world  before  I " 

Peter  was  about  to  reply,  when  he  heard  the  shrill 
Voice  of  his  wife  behind. 

"  Why  don't  you  rise,  Mr.  Lazyboots  ?  Where  are 
your  eyes  ?     Don't  you  see  the  young  ladies  ?  " 

Dealtry's  hat  was  off  in  an  instant, — the  stiff  corporal 
rose  like  a  musket;  the  stranger  would  have  kept  his 
seat,  but  Dealtry  gave  him  an  admonitory  tug  by  the  col- 
lar; accordingly  he  rose,  muttering  a  hasty  oath,  which 
certainly  died  on  his  lips  when  he  saw  the  cause  which 
had  thus  constrained  him  into  courtesy. 

Through  a  little  gate  close  by  Peter  s  house  Madeline 
and  her  sister  had  just  passed  on  their  evening  walk,  and 
with  the  kind  familiarity  for  which  they  were  both  noted, 
they  had  stopped  to  salute  the  landlady  of  the  Spotted  Dog, 
as  she  now,  her  labours  done,  sat  by  the  threshold,  within 
hearing  of  the  convivial  group,  and  plaiting  straw.  The 
whole  family  of  Lester  were  so  beloved,  that  we  question 
whether  my  lord  himself,  as  the  great  nobleman  of  the 
place  was  always  called  (as  if  there  were  only  one  lord  in 
the  peerage),  would  have  obtained  the  same  degree  of  re- 
spect that  was  always  lavished  upon  them, 

"  Don't  let  us  disturb  you,  good  people,"  said  Ellinor, 
as  they  now  moved  towards  the  boon  companions ;  when 
her  eye  suddenly  falling  on  the  stranger,  she  stopped  short. 
There  was  something  in  his  appearance,  and  especially  in 
the  expression  of  his  countenance  at  that  moment,  which 
no  one  could  have  marked  for  the  first  time  without  ap- 
prehension and  distrust:  and  it  was  so  seldom  that,  in 
that  retired  spot,  the  young  ladies  encountered  even  one 
unfamiliar  face,  that  the  effect  the  stranger's  appearance 
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might  have  produced  on  any  one,  might  well  be  increased 
for  them  to  a  startling  and  painful  degree.  The  traveller 
saw  at  once  the  sensation  he  had  created ;  his  brow 
lowered ;  and  the  same  unpleasing  smile,  or  rather  sneer, 
that  we  have  noted  before,  distorted  his  lip,  as  he  made 
with  affected  humility  his  obeisance. 

<<  How  I — a  stranger  I "  said  Madeline,  sharing,  though 
in  a  less  degree,  the  feelings  of  her  sister ;  and  then,  after 
a  pause,  she  said,  as  she  glanced  over  his  garb,  '^  not  in 
distress,  I  hope  ?  " 

''No,  madam  I"  said  the  stranger;  ''if  by  distress  is 
meant  beggary.  I  am  in  all  respects,  perhaps,  better  thai^ 
I  seem." 

There  was  a  general  titter  from  the  corporal,  my  host^- 
and  his  wife,  at  the  traveller  s  semi-jest  at  his  own  un- 
prepossessing appearance:  but  Madeline,  a  little  discon- 
certed,  bowed  hastily,  and  drew  her  sister  away. 

"  A  proud  quean  I "  said  the  stranger,  as  he  reseated 
himself  and  watched  the  sisters  gliding  across  the 
green. 

All  mouths  were  opened  against  him  immediately.  He 
found  it  no  easy  matter  to  make  his  peace ;  and  before  he 
had  quite  done  it,  he  called  for  his  bill,  and  rose  to  depart. 

"  Well ! "  said  he,  as  he  tendered  his  hand  to  the  cor- 
poral, "we  may  meet  again,  and  enjoy  together  some 
more  of  your  good  stories.  Meanwhile,  which  is  my  way 
to  this — this — this  famous  scholar *s  ? — Ehem  I  '* 

"  Why,"  quoth  Peter,  "  you  saw  the  direction  in  which 
the  young  ladies  went ;  you  must  take  the  same.  Cross 
the  stile  you  will  find  at  the  right — ^wind  along  the  foot  of 
the  hill  for  about  three  parts  of  a  mile,  and  you  will  then 
see  in  the  middle  of  a  broad  plain  a  lonely  grey  house, 
with  a  thingumebob  at  the  top ;  a  servatory  they  call  it. 
That's  Master  Aram's." 

"  Thank  you." 

"  And  a  very  pretty  walk  it  is  too,"  said  the  dame, 
"  the  prettiest  hereabouts  to  my  liking,  till  you  get  to  the 
house  at  least ;  and  so  the  young  ladies  think,  for  it 's  their 
usual  walk  every  evening  I " 

<'  Humph, — then  I  may  meet  them/* 
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^'  Well,  and  if  you  do,  make  yourself  look  as  Christian- 
ke  as  you  can,"  retorted  the  hostess. 

There  was  a  second  grin  at  the  ill-favoured  traveller's 
qpense,  amidst  which  he  went  his  way. 

<<  An  odd  chap  I'*  said  Peter,  looking  after  the  sturdy 
)rm  of  the  traveller.  '<  1  wonder  what  he  is ;  he  seems 
ell  edicated — makes  use  of  good  words." 

**  What  sinnifies,"  said  the  corporal,  who  felt  a  sort  of 
illow-feeling  for  his  new  acquaintance's  brusquerie  of 
lanner ;  '<  what  sinnifies  what  he  is  ?  Served  his  country, 
-that's  enough  ; — ^never  told  me,  by  the  by,  his  regiment ; 
-set  me  a  talking,  and  let  out  nothing  himself; — old 
oldier  every  inch  of  him  I " 

*^  He  can  take  care  of  number  one,"  said  Peter. 
How  he  emptied  the  jug  I  and,  my  stars!  what  an 
ppetite  I " 

"  Tush,"  said  the  corporal,  "  hold  jaw.  Man  of  the 
^orld — man  of  the  world, — that's  clear." 


CHAPTER   HI. 


A  DIALOGUE  AND  AN  ALARM.  —  A  STUDENT  S  HOUSE. 

**  A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  Nature  marked, 
Qaoted,  and  signed,  to  do  a  deed  of  shame." 

SHiiKSPBARE :  King  John, 

•  •  •  • 

"  He  is  a  scholar,  if  a  man  may  trust 

The  liberal  voice  of  Fame,  in  her  report. 

•  »  •  « 

Myself  was  once  a  student,  and  indeed 
Fed  with  the  self-same  humour  he  is  now." 

Ben  Jonson  :  Every  Man  in  his  Humour, 

The  two  sisters  pursued  their  walk  along  a  scene  which 
aight  well  be  favoured  by  their  selection.  No  sooner  had 
hey  crossed  the  stile,  than  the  village  seemed  vanished 
nto  earth ;  so  quiet,  so  lonely,  so  far  from  the  evidence  of 
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life  was  the  landscape  through  which  they  passed.  On 
their  right  sloped  a  green  and  silent  hill,  shutting  out  all 
view  beyond  itself,  save  the  deepening  and  twilight  sky  ; 
to  the  lefl,  and  immediately  along  their  road,  lay  fragments 
of  stone,  covered  with  moss,  or  shadowed  by  wild  shrubs, 
that  here  and  there  gathered  into  copses,  or  breaking  ab- 
ruptly away  from  the  rich  sod,  left  frequent  spaces  through 
which  you  caught  long  vistas  of  forest-land,  or  the  brooklet 
gliding  in  a  noisy  and  rocky  course,  and  breaking  into  a 
thousand  tiny  waterfalls  or  mimic  eddies.  So  secluded 
was  the  scene,  and  so  unwitnessing  of  cultivation,  that  you 
would  not  have  believed  that  a  human  habitation  could  be 
at  hand,  and  this  air  of  perfect  solitude  and  quiet  gave  an 
additional  charm  to  the  spot. 

<*  But  I  assure  you,"  said  EUinor,  earnestly  continuing 
a  conversation  they  had  begun,  "  I  assure  you  I  was  not 
mistaken :  I  saw  it  as  plainly  as  I  see  you." 

"  What,  in  the  breast-pocket  ?  " 

**  Yes,  as  he  drew  out  his  handkerchief,  I  saw  the 
barrel  of  the  pistol  quite  distinctly." 

"  Indeed  I  I  think  we  had  better  tell  my  father  as 
soon  as  we  get  home ;  it  may  be  as  well  to  be  on  our 
guard :  though  robbery,  I  believe,  has  not  been  heard  of 
in  Grassdale  for  these  twenty  years." 

"  Yet  for  what  purpose,  save  that  of  evil,  could 
he,  in  these  peaceable  times  and  this  peaceable  coun- 
try, carry  firearms  about  him?  And  what  a  counte- 
nance I  Did  you  note  the  shy,  and  yet  ferocious  eye, 
like .  that  of  some  animal  that  longs,  yet  fears  to  spring 
upon  you  ?  " 

Upon  my  word,  EUinor,"  said  Madeline,  smiling, 
you  are  not  very  merciful  to  strangers.  After  all,  the 
man  might  have  provided  himself  with  the  pistol  which 
you  saw  as  a  natural  precaution ;  reflect  that,  as  a 
stranger,  he  may  well  not  know  how  safe  this  district 
usually  is,  and  he  may  have  come  from  London,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  which  they  say  robberies  have  been 
frequent  of  late.  As  to  his  looks,  they  are,  I  own,  un- 
pardonable ;  for  so  much  ugliness  there  can  be  no  excuse. 
Had  the  man  been  as  handsome  as  our  cousin  Walter,  you 
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rould  not,  perhaps,  have  been  so  uncharitable  in  your 
ears  at  the  pistol." 

**  Nonsense,  Madeline,*'  said  Ellinor,  blushing  and 
aming  away  her  face :  there  was  a  moment's  pause, 
?hich  the  younger  sister  broke. 

**  We  do  not  seem,"  said  she,  "  to  make  much  pro- 
press  in  the  friendship  of  our  singular  neighbour.  I 
lever  knew  my  father  court  any  one  so  much  as  he  has 
jourted  Mr.  Aram,  and  yet  you  see  how  seldom  he  calls 
ipon  us,  —  nay,  I  often  think  that  he  seeks  to  shun  us ; 
10  great  compliment  to  our  attractions,  Madeline  ! " 

**  I  regret  his  want  of  sociability,  for  his  own  sake,'* 
;aid  Madeline ;  <<  for  he  seems  melancholy  as  well  ad 
;houghtful ;  and  he  leads  so  secluded  a  life,  that  I  cannot 
t)ut  think  my  father's  conversation  and  society,  if  he 
would  but#  encourage  it,  might  afford  some  relief  to  his 
wlitude." 

"  And  he  always  seems,"  observed  Ellinor,  "  to  take 
pleasure  in  my  father's  conversation, — as  who  would  not  ? 
How  his  countenance  lights  up  when  he  converses  I  it  is 
I  pleasure  to  watch  it.  I  think  him  positively  handsome 
Krhen  he  speaks." 

"  Oh,  more  than  handsome  I "  said  Madeline,  with 
enthusiasm  ;  "  with  that  high  pale  brow,  and  those  deep, 
infathomable  eyes." 

Ellinor  smiled,  and  it  was  now  Madeline's  turn  to 
blush. 

"  Well,"  said  the  former,  "  there  is  something  about 
bim  that  fills  one  with  an  indescribable  interest ;  and  his 
Qianner,  if  cold  at  times,  is  yet  always  so  gentle." 

**  And  to  hear  him  converse,"  said  Madeline,  "  it  is 
like  music.  His  thoughts,  his  very  words,  seem  so  differ- 
ent from  the  language  and  ideas  of  others.  What  a  pity 
that  he  should  ever  be  silent ! " 

"  There  is  one  peculiarity  about  his  gloom,  it  never 
Inspires  one  with  distrust,"  said  Ellinor ;  "  if  I  had  ob- 
served him  in  the  same  circumstances  as  that  ill-omened 
traveller,  I  should  have  had  no  apprehension." 

"  Ah  I  that  traveller  still  runs  in  your  head.  If  we 
were  to  meet  him  on  this  spot  I " 
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"  Heaven  forbid  I "  cried  Ellinor,  turning  hastily 
round  in  alarm, — and,  lo  I  as  if  her  sister  had  been  a 
prophet,  she  saw  the  very  person  in  question,  at  some 
little  distance  behind  them,  and  walking  on  with  rapid 
strides. 

She  uttered  a  faint  shriek  of  surprise  and  terror,  and 
Madeline,  looking  back  at  the  sound,  immediately  partici- 
pated in  her  alarm.  The  spot  looked  so  desolate  and 
lonely,  and  the  imagination  of  both  had  been  already  so 
worked  upon  by  EUinor's  fears,  and  their  conjectures  re- 
specting the  ill-boding  weapon  she  had  witnessed,  that  a 
thousand  apprehensions  of  outrage  and  murder  crowded  at 
once  upon  the  minds  of  the  two  sisters.  Without,  how- 
ever, giving  vent  in  words  to  their  alarm,  they,  as  by  an 
involuntary  and  simultaneous  suggestion,  quickened  their 
pace,  every  moment  stealing  a  glance  behind,  to  watch  the 
progress  of  the  suspected  robber.  They  thought  that  he 
also  seemed  to  accelerate  his  movements;  and  this  ob- 
servation increased  their  terror,  and  would  appear,  indeed, 
to  give  it  some  more  rational  ground.  At  length,  as  by  a 
sudden  turn  of  the  road,  they  lost  sight  of  the  dreaded 
stranger,  their  alarm  suggested  to  them  but  one  resolution, 
and  they  fairly  fled  on  as  fast  as  the  fear  which  actuated 
would  allow  them.  The  nearest,  and  indeed  the  only 
house  in  that  direction,  was  Aram's ;  but  they  both  ima- 
gined if  they  could  come  within  sight  of  that,  they  should 
be  safe.  They  looked  back  at  every  interval ;  now  they 
did  not  see  their  fancied  pursuer — now  he  emerged  again 
into  view — now — ^yes — he  also  was  running.  "  Faster  — 
faster,  Madeline,  for  God*s  sake  I  he  is  gaining  upon  us  ! " 
cried  Ellinor.  The  path  grew  more  wild,  and  the  trees 
more  thick  and  frequent;  at  every  cluster  that  marked 
their  progress,  they  saw  the  stranger  closer  and  closer ;  at 
length  a  sudden  break — a  sudden  turn  in  the  landscape,— - 
a  broad  plain  burst  upon  them,  and  in  the  midst  of  it  the 
student's  solitary  abode  I 

**  Thank  God,  we  are  safe  I  *'  cried  Madeline.  She 
turned  once  more  to  look  for  the  stranger ;  in  so  doings 
her  foot  struck  against  a  fragment  of  stone,  and  she  fell 
with  great  violence  to  the  ground.     She  endeavoured  lo 
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rise,  but  found  herself,  at  first,  unable  to  stir  from  the 
spot.  In  this  state  she  looked,  however  back,  and  saw  the 
traveller  at  some  little  distance.  But  he  also  halted,  and, 
ailer  a  moment's  seeming  deliberation,  turned  aside,  and 
was  lost  among  the  bushes. 

With  great  difficulty  Ellinor  now  assisted  Madeline  to 
rise ;  her  ankle  was  violently  sprained,  and  she  could  not 
put  her  foot  to  the  ground  ;  but  though  she  had  evinced 
so  much  dread  at  the  apparition  of  the  stranger,  she  now 
testified  an  almost  equal  degree  of  fortitude  in  bearing 
pain.  ^'I  am  not  much  hurt,  Ellinor,"  she  said,  faintly 
smiling,'  to  encourage  her  sister,  who  supported  her  in 
speechless  alarm :  *^  but  what  is  to  be  done  ?  I  cannot 
use  this  foot     How  shall  we  get  home  ?  " 

^*  Thank  God,  if  you  are  not  much  hurt  I  *'  said  poor 
Ellinor,  almost  crying;  'Mean  on  me — heavier — pray! 
Only  try  and  reach  the  house,  and  we  can  then  stay  there 
till  Mr.  Aram  sends  home  for  the  carriage.'' 

*^  But  what  will  he  think  ?  how  strange  it  will  seem ! " 
said  Madeline,  the  colour  once  more  visiting  her  cheek, 
which  a  moment  since  had  been  blanched  as  pale  aa 
death. 

*•  Is  this  a  time  for  scruples  and  ceremony  ?"  said  Elli- 
nor. "  Come  I  I  entreat  you,  come ;  if  you  linger  thus, 
the  man  may  take  courage  and  attack  us  yet.  There  I 
that*s  right !     Is  the  pain  very  great?" 

'^  I  do  not  mind  the  pain,"  murmured  Madeline ;  '<  but 
if  he  should  think  we  intrude  ?  His  habits  are  so  reserved 
—  so  secluded  ;  indeed  I  fear " 

"  Intrude  I"  interrupted  Ellinor.  "  Do  you  think  so  ill 
of  him  ?  —  Do  you  suppose  that,  hermit  as  he  is,  he  has 
lost  common  humanity  ?  But  lean  more  on  me,  dearest ; 
you  do  not  know  how  strong  I  am  I" 

Thus  alternately  chiding,  caressing,  and  encouraging 
her  sister,  Ellinor  led  on  the  sufferer,  till  they  had  crossed 
the  plain,  though  with  slowness  and  labour,  and  stood  be^r 
fore  the  porch  of  the  recluse's  house.  They  had  looked 
back  from  time  to  time,  but  the  cause  of  so  much  alarm 
appeared  no  more.  This  they  deemed  a  sufficient  evidence 
of  the  justice  of  their  apprehensions. 
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Madeline  would  even  now  fain  have  detained  her  sister's 
hand  from  the  bell  that  hung  without  the  porch  half  im- 
bedded in  ivy  ;  but  Ellinor,  out  of  patience  —  as  she  well 
might  be — with  her  sister's  unseasonable  prudence,  refused 
any  longer  delay.  So  singularly  still  and  solitary  was  the 
plain  around  the  house,  that  the  sound  of  the  bell  breaking 
the  silence  had  in  it  something  startling,  and  appeared,  in 
its  sudden  and  shrill  voice,  a  profanation  to  the  deep  tran- 
quillity of  the  spot.  They  did  not  wait  long  —  a  step  was 
heard  within  —  the  door  was  slowly  unbarred,  and  the 
student  himself  stood  before  them. 

He  was  a  man  who  might,  perhaps,  have  numbered 
some  five  and  thirty  years ;  but,  at  a  hasty  glance,  he  would 
have  seemed  considerably  younger.  He  was  above  the' 
Ordinary  stature ;  though  a  gentle,  and  not  ungraceful  bend 
in  the  neck,  rather  than  the  shoulders,  somewhat  curtailed 
his  proper  advantages  of  height.  His  frame  was  thin  and 
slender,  but  well  knit  and  fair  proportioned.  Nature  had 
originally  cast  his  form  in  an  athletic  mould ;  but  seden- 
tary habits,  and  the  wear  of  mind,  seemed  somewhat  to 
have  impaired  her  gifts.  His  cheek  was  pale  and  delicate ; 
yet  it  was  rather  the  delicacy  of  thought  than  of  weak 
health.  His  hair,  which  was  long,  and  of  a  rich  and  deep 
brown,  was  worn  back  from  his  face  and  temples,  and  left  a 
broad,  high,  majestic  forehead  utterly  unrelieved  and  bare ; 
and  on  the  brow  there  was  not  a  single  wrinkle ;  it  was 
as  smooth  as  it  might  have  been  some  fifteen  years  ago. 
There  was  a  singular  calmness,  and,  so  to  speak,  profun- 
dity of  thought,  eloquent  upon  its  clear  expanse,  which 
suggested  the  idea  of  one  who  had  passed  his  life  rather 
in  contemplation  than  emotion.  It  was  a  face  that  a 
physiognomist  would  have  loved  to  look  upon,  so  much 
did  it  speak  both  of  the  refinement  and  the  dignity  of  in- 
tellect 

Such  was  the  person  —  if  pictures  convey  a  faithful 
resemblance  —  of  a  man,  certainly  the  most  eminent  in  his 
day  for  various  and  profound  learning,  and  a  genius  wholly 
self-taught,  yet  never  contented  to  repose  upon  the  won- 
derful stores  it  had  laboriously  accumulated. 

He  now  stood  before  the  two  girls,  silent,  and  evidently 
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surprised ;  and  it  would  scarce  have  beeu  an  unworthy  sub- 
ject for  a  picture  —  that  ivied  porch  —  that  still  spot  — 
Madeline's  reclining  and  subdued  form  and  downcast  eyes 
—  the  eager  face  of  Ellinor,  about  to  narrate  the  nature 
and  cause  of  their  intrusion  —  and  the  pale  student  him- 
self, thus  suddenly  aroused  from  his  solitary  meditations, 
and  converted  into  the  protector  of  beauty. 

No  sooner  did  Aram  gather  from  Ellinor  the  outline  of 
their  story,  and  of  Madeline's  accident,  than  his  counte- 
nance- and  manner  testified  the  liveliest  and  most  eager 
sympathy.  Madeline  was  inexpressibly  touched  and  sur- 
prised at  the  kindly  and  respectful  earnestness  with  which 
this  recluse  scholar,  usually  so  cold  and  abstracted  in 
mood,  assisted  and  led  her  into  the  house :  the  sympathy 
he  expressed  for  her  pain  —  the  sincerity  of  his  tone  —  the 
compassion  of  his  eyes  —  and  as  those  dark,  and,  to  use 
her  own  thought,  unfathomable  orbs,  bent  admiringly  and 
yet  so  gently  upon  her,  Madeline,  even  in  spite  of  her  pain, 
felt  an  indescribable,  a  delicious  thrill  at  her  heart,  which 
in  the  presence  of  no  one  else  had  she  ever  experienced 
before. 

Aram  now  summoned  the  only  domestic  his  house  pos- 
sessed, who  appeared  in  the  form  of  an  old  woman,  whom 
he  seemed  to  have  selected  from  the  whole  neighbourhood 
as  the  person  most  in  keeping  with  the  rigid  seclusion  he 
preserved.  She  was  exceedingly  deaf,  and  was  a  proverb 
in  the  village  for  her  extreme  taciturnity.  Poor  old  Mar- 
garet I  she  was  a  widow,  and  had  lost  ten  children  by  early 
deaths.  There  was  a  time  when  her  gaiety  had  been  as 
noticeable  as  her  reserve  was  now.  In  spite  of  her  infir- 
mity, she  was  not  slow  in  comprehending  the  accident 
Madeline  had  met  with  ;  and  she  busied  herself  with  a 
promptness  that  shewed  her  misfortunes  had  not  deadened 
her  natural  kindness  of  disposition,  in  preparing  foment- 
ations and  bandages  for  the  wounded  foot. 

Meanwhile  Aram,  having  no  person  to  send  in  his  stead, 
undertook  to  seek  the  manor-house,  and  bring  back  the  old 
family  coach,  which  had  dozed  inactively  in  its  shelter  for 
the  last  six  months,  to  convey  the  sufferer  home. 

•*  No,  Mr.  Aram,"  said  Madeline,  colouring ;  "  pray  dp 
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not  go  yourself:  consider,  the  man  may  still  be  loitering 
on  the  road.  He  is  armed  :  good  heavens  I  if  he  should 
meet  you !" 

^<  Fear  not,  madam/'  said  Aram,  with  a  faint  smile. 
"  /  also  keep  arms,  even  in  this  obscure  and  safe  retreat ; 
and  to  satisfy  you,  I  will  not  neglect  to  carry  them 
with  me." 

As  he  spoke,  he  took  (rom  the  wainscot,  from  which 
they  hung,  a  brace  of  large  horse  pistols,  slung  them  round 
him  by  a  leather  belt,  and  flinging  over  his  person,  to  con- 
ceal weapons  so  alarming  to  any  less  dangerous  passenger 
he  might  encounter,  the  long  cloak  then  usually  worn  in 
inclement  seasons,  as  an  outer  garment,  he  turned  to  depart. 

"  But  are  they  loaded  ?"  asked  Ellinor. 

Aram  answered  briefly  in  the  affirmative.  It  was  some- 
what singular,  but  the  sisters  did  not  then  remark  it,  that 
a  man  so  peaceable  in  his  pursuits,  and  seemingly  pos- 
sessed of  no  valuables  that  could  tempt  cupidity,  should  in 
that  spot,  where  crime  was  never  heard  of,  use  such  habi<- 
tual  precaution. 

When  the  door  closed  upon  him,  and  while  the  old 
woman  relieved  with  a  light  hand  and  soothing  lotions, 
which  she  had  shewn  some  skill  in  preparing,  the  anguish 
of  the  sprain,  Madeline  cast  glances  of  interest  and  curio- 
sity around  the  apartment  into  which  she  had  had  the  rare 
good  fortune  to  obtain  admittance. 

The  house  had  belonged  to  a  family  of  some  note, 
whose  heirs  had  outstripped  their  fortunes.  It  had  been 
long  deserted  and  uninhabited ;  and  when  Aram  settled  in 
those  parts,  the  proprietor  was  too  glad  to  get  rid  of  the 
incumbrance  of  an  empty  house,  at  a  nominal  rent.  The 
solitude  of  the  place  had  been  the  main  attraction  to  Aram ; 
and  as  he  possessed  what  would  be  considered  a  very  ex- 
tensive assortment  of  books,  even  for  a  library  of  these 
days,  he  required  a  larger  apartment  than  he  would  have 
been  able  to  obtain  in  an  abode  more  compact  and  more 
suitable  to  his  fortunes  and  mode  of  living. 

The  room  in  which  the  sisters  now  found  themselves 

was  the  most  spacious  in  the  house,  and  was  indeed  of  con- 

Biderable  dimensions.     It  contained  in  front  one  large  win- 
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dow,  jutting  irom  the  wall.  Opposite  was  an  antique  and 
high  mantelpiece  of  black  oak.  The  rest  of  the  room  was 
walled  from  the  floor  to  the  roof  with  books ;  volumes  of 
all  languages,  and  it  might  even  be  said,  without  much 
exaggeration,  upon  all  sciences,  were  strewed  around,  on 
the  chairs,  the  tables,  or  the  floor.  By  the  window  stood 
the  student's  desk,  and  a  large  old-fashioned  chair  of  oak. 
A  few  papers,  filled  with  astronomical  calculations,  lay  on 
the  desk,  and  these  were  all  the  witnesses  of  the  result  of 
study.  Indeed  Aram  does  not  appear  to  have  been  a  man 
much  inclined  to  reproduce  the  learning  he  acquired ; 
what  he  wrote  was  in  very  small  proportion  to  what  he  had 
read. 

So  high  and  grave  was  the  reputation  he  had  acquired, 
that  the  retreat  and  sanctum  of  so  many  learned  hours 
would  have  been  interesting,  even  to  one  who  could  not 
appreciate  learning ;  but  to  Madeline,  with  her  peculiar 
disposition  and  traits  of  mind,  we  may  readily  conceive 
that  the  room  presented  a  powerful  and  pleasing  charm. 
As  the  elder  sister  looked  round  in  silence,  EUinor  attempted 
to  draw  the  old  woman  into  conversation.  She  would  fain 
have  elicited  some  particulars  of  the  habits  and  daily  life 
of  the  recluse ;  but  the  deafness  of  their  attendant  was  so 
obstinate  and  hopeless,  that  she  was  forced  to  give  up  the 
attempt  in  despair.  "  I  fear,"  said  she  at  last,  her  good- 
nature so  far  overcome  by  impatience  as  not  to  forbid  a 
slight  yawn  ;  "  I  fear  we  shall  have  a  dull  time  of  it  till  my 
father  arrives.  Just  consider,  the  fat  black  mares,  never 
too  fast,  can  only  creep  along  that  broken  path, — for  road 
there  is  none :  it  will  be  quite  night  before  the  coach 
arrives." 

"  I  am  sorry,  dear  Ellinor,  my  awkwardness  should 
occasion  you  so  stupid  an  evening,"  answered  Madeline. 

"  Oh,"  cried  Ellinor,  throwing  her  arms  around  her 
sister's  neck,  "  it  is  not  for  myself  1  spoke ;  and,  indeed,  I 
am  delighted  to  think  we  have  got  into  this  wizard's  den, 
and  seen  the  instruments  of  his  art.  But  I  do  so  trust 
Mr.  Aram  will  not  meet  that  terrible  man." 

"  Nay,"  said  t^e  prouder  Madeline,  "  he  is  armed,  and 
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it  is  but  one  man.     I  feel  too  high  a  respect  for  him  to 
allow  myself  much  fear." 

"  But  these  bookmen  are  not  often  heroes,"  remarked 
EUinor,  laughing. 

"  For  shame,"  said  Madeline,  the  colour  mounting  to 
her  forehead.  "  Do  you  not  remember  how,  last  summer, 
Eugene  Aram  rescued  Dame  Grenfeld's  child  from  the 
bull,  though  at  the  literal  peril  of  his  own  life  ?  And  who 
but  Eugene  Aram,  when  the  floods  in  the  year  before 
swept  along  the  low  lands  by  Fairleigh,  went  day  after  day 
to  rescue  the  persons,  or  even  to  save  the  goods  of  those 
poor  people;  at  a  time  too,  when  the  boldest  villagers 
would  not  hazard  themselves  across  the  waters?  But  bless 
me,  Ellinor,  what  is  the  matter?  you  turn  pale  —  you 
tremble." 

"  Hush  I"  said  Ellinor  under  her  breath,  and,  putting 
her  finger  to  her  mouth,  she  rose  and  stole  lightly  to  the 
window ;  she  had  observed  the  figure  of  a  man  pass  by, 
and  now,  as  she  gained  the  window,  she  saw  him  halt  by 
the  porch,  and  recognised  the  formidable  stranger.  Pre- 
sently the  bell  sounded,  and  the  old  woman,  familiar  with 
its  shrill  sound,  rose  from  her  kneeling  position  beside  the 
sufferer  to  attend  to  the  summons.  Ellinor  sprang  forward 
and  detained  her:  the  poor  old  woman  stared  at  her  in 
amazement,  wholly  unable  to  comprehend  her  abrupt 
gestures  and  her  rapid  language.  It  was  with  considerable 
difficulty,  and  after  repeated  efforts,  that  she  at  length 
impressed  the  dulled  sense  of  the  crone  with  the  nature  of 
their  alarm,  and  the  expediency  of  refusing  admittance  to 
the  stranger.  Meanwhile,  the  bell  had  rung  again, — 
again,  and  the  third  time,  with  a  prolonged  violence  which 
testified  the  impatience  of  the  applicant.  As  soon  as  the 
good  dame  had  satisfied  herself  as  to  Ellinor  s  meaning, 
she  could  no  longer  be  accused  of  unreasonable  taci- 
turnity ;  she  wrung  her  hands,  and  poured  forth  a  volley 
of  lamentations  and  fears,  which  effectually  relieved  El- 
linor from  the  dread  of  her  unheeding  the  admonition. 
Satisfied  at  haying  done  thus  much,  Ellinor  now  herself 
hastened  to  the  door,  and  secured  the  ingress  with  an 
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additional  bolt,  and  then,  as  the  thought  flashed  upon  her, 
returned  to  the  old  woman,  and  made  her,  with  an  easier 
effort  than  before,  now  that  her  senses  were  sharpened  by- 
fear,  comprehend  the  necessity  of  securing  the  back  en- 
trance also :  both  hastened  away  to  effect  this  precaution, 
and  Madeline,  who  herself  desired  Ellinor  to  accompany 
the  old  woman,  was  left  aloue.     She  kept  her  eyes  fixed 
on  the  window  with  a  strange  sentiment  of  dread  at  being 
thus  left  in  so  helpless  a  situation ;  and  though  a  door  of 
no   ordinary   dimensions   and   doubly   locked   interposed 
between  herself  and  the  intruder,  she  expected  in  breath- 
less terror,  every  instant,  to  see  the  form  of  the  ruffian 
burst  into  the  apartment.     As  she  thus  sat  and  looked, 
she  shudderingly  saw  the  man,  tired  perhaps  of  repeating 
a  summons  so  ineffectual,  come  to  the  window  and  look 
pryingly  within:  their  eyes  met;  Madeline  had  not  the 
power  to  shriek.     Would  he  break  through  the  window  ? 
that  was  her  only  idea,  and  it  deprived  her  of  words, 
almost  of  sense.     He  gazed  upon  her  evident  terror  for  a 
moment  with  a  grim  smile  of  contempt :  he  then  knocked 
at  the  window,  and  his  voice  broke  harshly  on  a  silence 
yet  more  dreadful  than  the  interruption. 

"  Ho,  ho !  so  there  is  some  life  stirring !    I  beg  pardon, 
madam,  is  Mr.  Aram — Eugene  Aram,  within?" 

"  No,"  said  Madeline  faintly ;  and  then,  sensible  that 
her  voice  did  not  reach  him,  she  reiterated  the  answer  in 
a  louder  tone.  The  man,  as  if  satisfied,  made  a  rude  in- 
clination of  his  head,  and  withdrew  from  the  window. 
Elllinor  now  returned,  and  with  difficulty  Madeline  found 
words  to  explain  to  her  what  had  passed.  It  will  be  con- 
ceived that  the  two  young  ladies  watched  the  arrival  of 
their  father  with  no  lukewarm  expectation ;  the  stranger, 
however,  appeared  no  more;  and  in  about  an  hour,  to 
their  inexpressible  joy,  they  heard  the  rumbling  sound  of 
the  old  coach  as  it  rolled  towards  the  house.  This  time 
there  was  no  delay  in  unbarring  the  door. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  SOLILOQUY,  AND  THE   CHARACTER,  OF  A  RECLUSE. — • 

THE  INTERRUPTION. 

"  Or  let  my  lamp  at  midnight  hour 
Be  seen  in  some  high  lonely  tower, 
Where  I  may  oft  outwatch  the  Bear, 
Or  tbrice  great  Hermes,  and  unspbere 
The  spirit  of  Plato.'' — Milton  :  11  Penaeroao, 

As  Aram  assisted  the  beautiful  Madeline  into  the  carriage 
—  as  he  listened  to  her  sweet  voice  —  as  he  marked  the 
grateful  expression  of  her  soft  eyes  ■ —  as  he  felt  the  slight 
yet  warm  pressure  of  her  fairy  band,  that  vague  sensation 
of  delight  which  preludes  love,  for  the  first  time  in  his 
sterile  and  solitary  life,  agitated  his  breast.  Lester  held 
out  his  hand  to  him  with  a  frank  cordiality  which  the 
scholar  could  not  resist. 

<<  Do  not  let  us  be  strangers,  Mr.  Aram,"  said  he, 
warmly.  '^  It  is  not  often  that  I  press  for  companionship 
out  of  my  own  circle ;  but  in  your  company  I  should  find 
pleasure  as  well  as  instruction.  Let  us  break  the  ice 
boldly,  and  at  once.  Come  and  dine  with  me  to-morrow^ 
and  Ellinor  shall  sing  to  us  in  the  evening." 

The  exquse  died  upon  Aram's  lips.  Another  glance 
at  Madeline  conquered  the  remains  of  his  reserve :  he  ac- 
cepted the  invitation,  and  he  could  not  but  mark,  with  an 
unfamiliar  emotion  of  the  heart,  that  the  eyes  of  Madeline 
sparkled  as  he  did  so. 

With  an  abstracted  air,  and  arms  folded  across  his 
breast,  he  gazed  after  the  carriage  till  the  winding  of  the 
valley  snatched  it  from  his  view.  He  then,  waking  from 
his  revery  with  a  start,  turned  into  the  house,  and  care- 
fully closing  and  barring  the  door,  mounted  with  slow 
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Steps  to  the  lofty  chamber  with  which,  the  better  to  in- 
dulge his  astronomical  researches,  he  had  crested  his 
lonely  abode. 

It  was  now  night.  The  heavens  broadened  round  him 
in  all  the  loving  yet  august  tranquillity  of  the  season  and 
the  hour;  the  stars  bathed  the  living  atmosphere  with  a 
solemn  light;  and  above — about — around — 

"  Tbe  holy  time  was  quiet  as  a  nun 
Breathless  with  adoration,'* 

He  looked  forth  upon  the  deep  and  ineffable  stillness  of  the 
night,  and  indulged  the  reflections  that  it  suggested. 

"  Ye  mystic  lights,"  said  he,  soliloquising :  "  worlds 
upon  worlds  —  infinite  —  incalculable.  Bright  defiers  of 
rest  and  change,  rolling  for  ever  above  our  petty  sea  of 
mortality,  as,  wave  after  wave,  we  fret  forth  our  little  life, 
and  sink  into  the  black  abyss ;  —  can  we  look  upon  you, 
note  your  appointed  order,  and  your  unvarying  course, 
and  not  feel  that  we  are,  indeed,  the  poorest  puppets  of 
an  all-pervading  and  resistless  destiny?  Shall  we  see 
throughout  creation  each  marvel  fulfilling  its  pre- ordered 
fate  —  no  wandering  from  its  orbit  —  no  variation  in  its 
seasons — and  yet  imagine  that  the  Arch-ordainer  will 
hold  back  the  tides  He  has  sent  from  their  unseen  source, 
at  our  miserable  bidding  ?  Shall  we  think  that  our 
prayers  can  avert  a  doom  woven  with  the  skein  of  events? 
To  change  a  particle  of  our  fate,  might  change  the  destiny 
of  millions  I  Shall  the  link  forsake  the  chain,  and  yet  the 
chain  be  unbroken  ?  Away,  then,  with  our  vague  re- 
pinings,  and  our  blind  demands.  All  must  walk  onward 
to  their  goal;  be  he  the  wisest  who  looks  not  one  step 
behind.  The  colours  of  our  existence  were  doomed  before 
our  birth — our  sorrows  and  our  crimes;  millions  of  ages 
back,  when  this  hoary  earth  was  peopled  by  other  kinds, 
yea,  ere  its  atoms  had  formed  one  layer  of  its  present 
soil,  the  eternal  and  the  all-seeing  Ruler  of  the  universe, 
Destiny  or  God,  had  here  fixed  the  moment  of  our  birth 
and  the  limits  of  our  career.  What,  then,  is  crime? — 
Fate  I     What  life  ?—  Submission  ! " 

Such  were  the  strange  and  dark  thoughts  which,  con** 
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9tituting  a  part  indeed  of  his  established  creed,  broke  over 
Aram's  mind.  He  sought  for  a  fairer  subject  for  medi-* 
tation,  and  Madeline  Lester  rose  before  him. 

Eugene  Aram  was  a  man  whose  whole  life  seemed  to  have 
been  one  sacrifice  to  knowledge.  What  is  termed  pleasure 
had  no  attraction  for  him.  From  the  mature  manhood 
at  which  he  had  arrived,  he  looked  back  along  his  youth, 
and  recognised  no  youthful  folly.  Love  he  had  hitherto 
regarded  with  a  cold  though  not  an  incurious  eye :  intem- 
perance had  never  lured  him  to  a  momentary  self-aban- 
donment. Even  the  innocent  relaxations  with  which  the 
austerest  minds  relieve  their  accustomed  toils,  had  had  no 
power  to  draw  him  from  his  beloved  researches.  The 
delight  monstrari  digito;  ithe  gratification  of  triumphant 
wisdom ;  the  whispers  of  an  elevated  vanity ;  existed  not 
for  his  self-dependent  and  solitary  heart.  He  was  one  of 
those  earnest  and  high-wrought  enthusiasts  who  now  are 
almost  extinct  upon  earth,  and  whom  Romance  has  not 
hitherto  attempted  to  portray;  men  not  uncommon  in  the 
last  century,  who  were  devoted  to  knowledge,  yet  disdainful 
of  its  fame ;  who  lived  for  nothing  else  than  to  learn.  From 
store  to  store,  from  treasure  to  treasure,  they  proceeded  in 
exulting  labour,  and  having  accumulated  all,  they  bestowed 
nought ;  they  were  the  arch-misers  of  the  wealth  of  letters. 
Wrapped  in  obscurity,  in  some  sheltered  nook,  remote 
from  the  great  stir  of  men,  they  passed  a  life  at  once  un- 
profitable and  glorious ;  the  least  part  of  what  they  ran- 
sacked would  appal  the  industry  of  a  modem  student,  yet 
the  most  superficial  of  modern  students  might  effect  more 
for  mankind.  They  lived  among  oracles,  but  they  gave 
none  forth.  And  yet,  even  in  this  very  barrenness,  there 
seems  nothing  high;  it  was  a  rare  and  great  spectacle*-— 
men,  living  aloof  from  the  roar  and  strife  of  the  passions 
that  raged  below,  devoting  themselves  to  the  knowledge 
which  is  our  purification  and  our  immortality  on  earth, 
and  yet  deaf  and  blind  to  the  allurements  of  the  vanity 
which  generally  accompanies  research ;  refusing  the  igno- 
rant homage  of  their  kind,  making  their  sublime  motive 
their  only  meed,  adoring  Wisdom  for  her  sole  sake,  and 
set  apart  in  the  populous  universe,  like  stars,  luminous 
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with  their  own  light,  but  too  remote  from  the  earth  on 
which  they  looked,  to  shed  over  its  inmates  the  lustre  with 
which  they  glowed. 

From  his  youth  to  the  present  period,  Aram  had  divelt 
little  in  cities,  though  he  had  visited  many,  yet  he  could 
scarcely  be  called  ignorant  of  mankind ;  there  seems  some- 
thing intuitive  in  the  science  which  teaches  us  the  know- 
ledge of  our  race.  Some  men  emerge  from  their  seclusion, 
and  find,  all  at  once,  a  power  to  dart  into  the  minds  and 
drag  forth  the  motives  of  those  they  see ;  it  is  a  sort  of 
second  sight,  bom  with  them,  not  acquired.  And  Aram, 
it  may  be,  rendered  yet  more  acute  by  his  profound  and 
habitual  investigations  of  our  metaphysical  frame,  never 
quitted  his  solitude  to  mix  with  others,  without  penetrating 
into  the  broad  traits  or  prevalent  infirmities  their  characters 
possessed.  In  this,  indeed,  he  differed  from  the  scholar 
tribe,  and  even  in  abstraction  was  mechanically  vigilant  and 
observant.  Much  in  his  nature  would,  had  early  circum- 
stances given  it  a  different  bias,  have  fitted  him  for  worldly 
superiority  and  command.  A  resistless  energy,  an  unbroken 
perseverance,  a  profound,  andscheming,  and  subtle  thought, 
a  genius  fertile  in  resources,  a  tongue  clothed  with  elo- 
quence— all,  had  his  ambition  so  chosen,  might  have  given 
him  the  same  empire  over  the  physical,  that  he  had  now 
attained  over  the  intellectual  world.  It  could  not  be  said 
that  Aram  wanted  benevolence,  but  it  was  dashed,  and 
mixed  with  a  certain  scorn :  the  benevolence  was  the  off- 
spring of  his  nature;  the  scorn  seemed  the  result  of  his  pur- 
suits. He  would  feed  the  birds  from  his  window,  he  would 
tread  aside  to  avoid  the  worm  on  his  path ;  were  one  of  his 
own  tribe  in  danger,  he  would  save  him  at  the  hazard  of 
his  life: — yet  in  his  heart  he  despised  men,  and  believed 
them  beyond  amelioration.  Unlike  the  present  race  of 
schoolmen,  who  incline  to  the  consoling  hope  of  human 
perfectibility,  he  saw  in  the  gloomy  past  but  a  dark  pro- 
phecy of  the  future.  As  Napoleon  wept  over  one  wounded 
soldier  in  the  field  of  battle,  yet  ordered,  without  emotion, 
thousands  to  a  certain  death ;  so  Aram  would  have  sacri- 
ficed himself  for  an  individual,  but  would  not  have  sacrificed 
a  momentary  gratification  for  his  race.     And  this  senti- 
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ment  to\vards  men,  at  once  of  high  disdain  and  profound 
despondency,  was  perhaps  the  cause  why  he  rioted  in  indo- 
lence upon  liis  extraordinary  mental  wealth,  and  could  not 
be  persuaded  either  to  dazzle  the  world  or  to  serve  it* 
But  by  little  and  little  his  fame  had  broke  forth  from  the 
limits  with  which  he  would  have  walled  it:  a  man  who  had 
taught  himself,  under  singular  difficulties,  nearly  all  the 
languages  of  the  civilised  earth ;  the  profound  mathema- 
tician, the  elaborate  antiquarian,  the  abstruse  philologist, 
uniting  with  his  graver  lore  the  more  florid  accomplish- 
ments of  science,  from  the  scholastic  trifling  of  heraldry 
to  the  gentle  learning  of  herbs  and  flowers,  could  scarcely 
hope  for  utter  obscurity  in  that  day  when  all  intellectual 
acquirement  was  held  in  high  honour,  and  its  possessors 
were  drawn  together  into  a  sort  of  brotherhood  by  the  fellow- 
ship of  their  pursuits.  And  though  Aram  gave  little  or 
nothing  to  the  world  himself,  he  was  ever  willing  to  com- 
municate to  others  any  benefit  or  honour  derivable  from 
his  researches.  On  the  altar  of  science  he  kindled  no 
light,  but  the  fragrant  oil  in  the  lamps  of  his  more  pious 
brethren  was  largely  borrowed  from  his  stores.  From 
almost  every  college  in  Europe  came  to  his  obscure  abode 
letters  of  acknowledgment  or  inquiry;  and  few  foreign 
cultivators  of  learning  visited  this  country  without  seeking 
an  interview  with  Aram.  He  received  them  with  all  the 
modesty  and  the  courtesy  that  characterised  his  demean- 
our; but  it  was  noticeable  that  he  never  allowed  these 
interruptions  to  be  more  than  temporary.  He  proffered 
no  hospitality,  and  shrunk  back  from  all  offers  of  friend- 
ship ;  the  interview  lasted  its  hour,  and  was  seldom  re- 
newed. Patronage  was  not  less  distasteful  to  him  than 
sociality.  Some  occasional  visits  and  condescensions  of 
the  great  he  had  received  with  a  stern  haughtiness,  rather 
than  his  wonted  and  subdued  urbanity.  The  precise 
eimount  of  his  fortune  was  not  known ;  his  wants  were  so 
few,  that  what  would  have  been  poverty  to  others  might 
easily  have  been  competence  to  him ;  and  the  only  evi- 
dence he  manifested  of  the  command  of  money,  was  in  his 
extended  and  various  library. 

Jfe  had  now  been  about  two  years  settled  in  his  present 
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^treat.  Unsocial  as  he  was,  every  one  in  the  neighbour- 
hood loved  him;  even  the  reserve  of  a  man  so  eminent, 
arising  as  it  was  supposed  to  do  from  a  painful  modesty, 
had  in  it  something  winning ;  and  he  had  been  known  to 
evince,  on  great  occasions,  a  charity  and  a  courage  in  the 
service  of  others  which  removed  from  the  seclusion  of  his 
habits  the  semblance  of  misanthropy  and  of  avarice.  The 
peasant  drew  aside  from  a  kindness  mingled  with  his  re- 
spect, as  in  his  homeward  walk  he  encountered  the  pale 
and  thoughtful  student,  with  the  folded  arms  and  downcast 
eyes  which  characterised  the  abstraction  of  his  mood;  and 
the  village  maiden,  as  she  courtseyed  by  him,  stole  a  glance 
at  his  handsome  but  melancholy  countenance ;  and  told 
her  sweetheart  she  was  certain  the  poor  scholar  had  been 
crossed  in  love. 

And  thus  passed  the  student's  life ;  perhaps  its  mono- 
tony and  dulness  required  less  compassion  than  they  re- 
ceived: no  man  can  judge  of  the  happiness  of  another.  As 
the  moon  plays  upon  the  waves,  and  seems  to  our  eyes  to 
favour  with  a  peculiar  beam  one  long  track  amidst  the 
waters,  leaving  the  rest  in  comparative  obscurity;  yet  all 
the  while,  she  is  no  niggard  in  her  lustre — for  though  the 
rays  that  meet  not  our  eyes  seem  to  us  as  though  they  were 
not,  yet  she,  with  an  equal  and  unfavouring  loveliness, 
mirrors  herself  on  every  wave :  even  so,  perhaps,  happi- 
ness falb  with  the  same  brightness  and  power  over  the 
whole  expanse  of  life,  though  to  our  limited  eyes  she  seems 
only  to  rest  on  those  billows  from  which  the  ray  is  re- 
flected back  upon  our  sight 

From  his  contemplations,  of  whatsoever  nature,  Aram 
was  now  aroused  by  a  loud  summons  at  the  door; — the 
clock  had  gone  eleven.  Who  could  at  that  late  hour,  when 
the  whole  village  was  buried  in  sleep,  demand  admittance  ? 
He  recollected  that  Madeline  had  said  the  stranger  who 
had  so  alarmed  them  had  inquired  for  him ;  at  that  recol- 
lection his  cheek  suddenly  blanched,  but  again,  that  stran- 
ger was  surely  only  some  poor  traveller  who  had  heard  of 
his  wonted  charity,  and  had  called  to  solicit  relief;  for  he 
had  not  met  the  stranger  on  the  road  to  Lester's  house, 
and  he  had  naturally  set  down  the  apprehensions  oi  \\\s» 
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fair  visitants  to  a  mere  female  timidity.  Who  could  thid 
be  ?  No  humble  wayfarer  would  at  that  hour  crave  assist- 
ance ;  —  some  disaster,  perhaps,  in  the  village.  From  his 
lofty  chamber  he  looked  forth  and  saw  the  stars  watch 
quietly  over  the  scattered  cottages  and  the  dark  foliage 
that  slept  breathlessly  around.  All  was  still  as  death,  but 
it  seemed  the  stillness  of  innocence  and  security:  again! 
the  bell  again !  He  thought  he  heard  his  name  shouted 
without;  he  strode  once  or  twice  irresolutely  to  and  fro 
the  chamber ;  and  then  his  step  grew  firm,  and  his  native 
courage  returned.  His  pistols  were  still  girded  round  him; 
he  looked  to  the  priming,  and  muttered  some  incoherent 
words ;  he  then  descended  the  stairs,  and  slowly  unbarred 
the  door.  Without  the  porch,  the  moonlight  full  upon 
his  harsh  features  and  sturdy  frame,  stood  the  ill-omened 
traveller. 


CHAPTER  V. 

A    DINNER    AT    THE    SQUIRE's    HALL. A    CONVERSATION 

BETWEEN  TWO  RETIRED  MEN  WITH  DIFFERENT  OB- 
JECTS IN  RETIREMENT.  —  DISTURBANCE  FIRST  INTRO- 
DUCED INTO  A  PEACEFUL  FAMILY. 

*'  Can  he  not  be  sociable?" — Troilus  and  Cressida, 

**  Subit  quippe  etiam  ipsius  inertias  dulcedo ;  et  invisa   prima 
desidia  postremo  amatur." — Tacitus. 

"  How  use  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man  ! 
This  shadowy  desert,  unfrequented  woods, 
I  better  brook  than  flourishing  peopled  towns." 

IVirtfer'j  TaU. 

The  next  day,  faithful  to  his  appointment,  Aram  arrived 
at  Lester's.  The  good  squire  received  him  with  a  warm 
cordiality,  and  Madeline  with  a  blush  and  a  smile  that 
ought  to  have  been  more  grateful  to  him  than  acknow- 
ledgments.    She  was  still  a  prisoner  to  the  sofa,  but  in 
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compliment  to  Aram,  the  sofa  was  wheeled  into  the  hall 
where  they  dined,  so  that  she  was  not  absent  from  the 
repast.  It  was  a  pleasant  room,  that  old  hall  I  Though 
it  was  summer  — more  for  cheerfulness  than  warmth,  the  log 
burnt  on  the  spacious  hearth :  but  at  the  same  time  the 
latticed  windows  were  thrown  open,  and  the  fresh  yet 
sunny  air  stole  in,  rich  from  the  embrace  of  the  woodbine 
and  clematis,  which  clung  around  the  casement. 

A  few  old  pictures  were  panelled  in  the  open  wainscot; 
and  here  and  there  the  horns  of  the  mighty  stag  adorned 
the  walls,  and  united  with  the  cheeriness  of  comfort  asso- 
ciations of  that  of  enterprise.  The  good  old  board  was 
crowded  with  the  luxuries  meet  for  a  country  squire.  The 
speckled  trout,  fresh  from  the  stream,  and  the  four-year- 
old  mutton  modestly  disclaiming  its  owH  excellent  merits, 
by  affecting  the  shape  and  assuming  the  adjuncts  of  veni- 
son. Then  for  the  confectionary,— it  was  worthy  of  El- 
linor,  to  whom  that  department  generally  fell ;  and  we 
should  scarcely  be  surprised  to  find,  though  we  venture 
not  to  affirm,  that  its  delicate  fabrication  owed  more  to 
her  than  superintendence.  Then  the  ale,  and  the  cider 
with  rosemary  in  the  bowl,  were  incomparable  potations ; 
and  to  the  gooseberry  wine,  which  would  have  filled  Mrs. 
Primrose  with  envy,  was  added  the  more  generous 
warmth  of  port  which,  in  the  squire's  younger  days, 
had  been  the  talk  of  the  country,  and  which  had  now 
lost  none  of  its  attributes,  save  "  the  original  brightness  " 
of  its  colour. 

But  (the  wine  excepted)  these  various  dainties  met  with 
slight  honour  from  their  abstemious  guest ;  and,  for  though 
habitually  reserved  he  was  rarely  gloomy,  they  remarked 
that  he  seemed  unusually  fitful  and  sombre  in  his  mood. 
Something  appeared  to  rest  upon  his  mind,  from  which, 
by  the  excitement  of  wine  and  occasional  bursts  of  elo- 
quence more  animated  than  ordinary,  he  seemed  striving  to 
escape ;  and  at  length,  he  apparently  succeeded.  Naturally 
enough,  the  conversation  turned  upon  the  curiosities  and 
scenery  of  the  country  round  ;  and  here  Aram  shone  with 
a  peculiar  grace.    Vividly  alive  to  the  influences  of  nature, 
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and  minutely  acquainted  with  its  varieties,  he  invested 
every  hill  and  glade  to  which  remark  recurred  with  the 
poetry  of  his  descriptions ;  and  from  his  research  he  gave 
even  scenes  the  most  familiar  a  charm  and  interest  which 
had  been  strange  to  them  till  then.  To  this  stream  some 
romantic  legend  had  once  attached  itself,  long  forgotten  and 
now  revived; — that  moor,  so  barren  to  an  ordinary  eye, 
was  yet  productive  of  some  rare  and  curious  herb,  whose 
properties  afforded  scope  for  lively  description  ; — that  old 
mound  was  yet  rife  in  attraction  to  one  versed  in  anti* 
quities,  and  able  to  explain  its  origin,  and  from  such  expla* 
nation  deduce  a  thousand  classic  or  Celtic  episodes. 

No  subject  was  so  homely  or  so  trite,  but  the  knowledge 
that  had  neglected  nothing  was  able  to  render  it  luminous 
and  new.  And  as  he  spoke,  the  scholar's  countenance 
brightened,  and  his  voice,  at  first  hesitating  and  low,  com- 
pelled the  attention  to  its  earnest  and  winning  music 
Lester  himself,  a  man  who,  in  his  long  retirement,  had  not 
forgotten  the  attractions  of  intellectual  society,  nor  even 
neglected  a  certain  cultivation  of  intellectual  pursuits,  en- 
joyed a  pleasure  that  he  had  not  experienced  for  years. 
The  gay  EUinor  was  fascinated  into  admiration ;  and 
Madeline,  the  most  silent  of  the  group,  drank  in  every 
word,  unconscious  of  the  sweet  poison  she  imbibed.  Walter 
alone  seemed  not  carried  away  by  the  eloquence  of  their 
guest  He  preserved  an  unadmiring  and  sullen  demean- 
our, and  every  now  and  then  regarded  Aram  with  looks  of 
suspicion  and  dislike.  This  was  more  remarkable  when 
the  men  were  left  alone ;  and  Lester,  in  surprise  and 
anger,  darted  significant  and  admonitory  looks  towards  his 
nephew,  which  at  length  seemed  to  rouse  him  into  a  more 
hospitable  bearing.  As  the  cool  of  the  evening  now  came 
on,  Lester  proposed  to  Aram  to  enjoy  it  without,  previous 
to  returning  to  the  parlour,  to  which  the  ladies  had  retired. 
Walter  excused  himself  from  joining  them.  The  host  and 
the  guest  accordingly  strolled  forth  alone. 

"  Your  solitude,"  said  Lester,  smiling,  "  is  far  deeper 
and  less  broken  than  mine :  do  you  never  find  it  irksome  ?  " 

'^  (Jan  Humanity  be  at  all  times  contented  ?  "  said  Aram* 
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**  No  stream,  bowBoever  secret  or  subterranean,  glides  on 
in  eternal  tranquillity." 

^^  You  allow,  then,  that  you  feel  some  occasional  desire 
for  a  more  active  and  animated  life  ?  " 

"  Nay,"  answered  Aram ;  "  that  is  scarcely  a  fair 
corollary  from  my  remark.  I  may,  at  times,  feel  the 
weariness  of  existence — the  tedium  vita:  but  I  know  well 
that  the  cause  is  not  to  be  remedied  by  a  change  from 
tranquillity  to  agitation.  The  objects  of  the  great  world 
are  to  be  pursued  only  by  the  excitement  of  the  passions. 
The  passions  are  at  once  our  masters  and  our  deceivers; — » 
they  urge  us  onward,  yet  present  no  limit  to  our  progress. 
The  farther  we  proceed,  the  more  dim  and  shadowy  grows 
the  goal.  It  is  impossible  for  a  man  who  leads  the  life  of 
the  world,  the  life  of  the  passions,  ever  to  experience  con- 
tent. For  the  life  of  the  passions  is  that  of  a  perpetual 
desire  ;  but  a  state  of  content  is  the  absence  of  all  desire. 
Thus  philosophy  has  become  another  name  for  mental 
quietude ;  and  all  wisdom  points  to  a  life  of  intellectual  in- 
difference, as  the  happiest  which  earth  can  bestow." 

"  This  may  be  true  enough,"  said  Lester,  reluctantly ; 
"but " 

"  But  what?" 

"  A  something  at  our  hearts — a  secret  voice  —  an  in- 
voluntary impulse — rebels  against  it,  and  points  to  action 
— action,  as  the  true  sphere  of  man." 

A  slight  smile  curved  the  lip  of  the  student:  he  avoided, 
however,  the  argument,  and  remarked,-— 

"  Yet,  if  you  think  so,  the  world  lies  before  you :  why 
not  return  to  it?  " 

*•  Because  constant  habit  is  stronger  than  occasional 
impulse ;  and  my  seclusion,  after  all,  has  its  sphere  of  action 
— has  its  object." 

<<  All  seclusion  has." 

**  All?  Scarcely  so ;  for  me,  I  have  my  object  of  in- 
terest in  my  children." 

"  And  mine  is  in  my  books." 

**  And  engaged  in  your  object,  does  not  the  whisper  of 
Fame  ever  animate  you  with  the  desire  to  go  forth  into  the 
world,  and  receive  the  homage  that  would  await  you  ?  " 
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"  Listen  to  me,"  replied  Aram.  "  When  I  was  a  boy, 
I  went  once  to  a  theatre.  The  tragedy  of  Hamlet  waH 
performed;  a  play  full  of  the  noblest  thoughts,  the  subtlest 
morality,  that  exists  upon  the  stage.  The  audience  listened 
with  attention,  with  admiration,  with  applause.  I  said  to 
myself,  when  the  curtain  fell,  *  It  must  be  a  glorious  thing 
to  obtain  this  empire  over  men*s  intellects  and  emotions.' 
But  now  an  Italian  mountebank  appeared  on  the  stage, — • 
a  man  of  extraordinary  personal  strength  and  sleight  of 
hand*  He  performed  a  variety  of  juggling  tricks,  and 
distorted  his  body  into  a  thousand  surprising  and  unnatural 
postures.  The  audience  were  transported  beyond  them- 
selves: if  they  had  felt  delight  in  Hamlet,  they  glowed 
with  rapture  at  the  mountebank :  they  had  listened  with 
attention  to  the  lofty  thought,  but  they  were  snatched  from 
themselves  by  the  marvel  of  the  strange  posture .  ^  Enough,' 
said  I ;  '  I  correct  my  former  notion.  Where  is  the  glory 
of  ruling  men's  minds,  and  commanding  their  admiration, 
when  a  greater  enthusiasm  is  excited  by  mere  bodily 
agility  than  was  kindled  by  the  most  wonderful  emanations 
of  a  genius  little  less  than  divine  ? '  I  have  never  forgotten 
the  impression  of  that  evening." 

Lester  attempted  to  combat  the  truth  of  the  illustration, 
and  thus  conversing,  they  passed  on  through  the  village 
green,  when  the  guant  form  of  Corporal  Bunting  arrested 
their  progress. 

"  Beg  pardon,  squire,"  said  he,  with  a  military  salute ; 
"  beg  pardon,  your  honour,"  bowing  to  Aram ;  "  but 
I  wanted  to  speak  to  you,  squire,  'bout  the  rent  of  the  bit 
cot  yonder:  times  very  hard — pay  scarce — Michaelmas 
close  at  hand — and " 

**  You  desire  a  little  delay.  Bunting,  eh  ? — Well,  well, 
ye '11  see  about  it;  look  up  at  the  hall  to-morrow.  Mr. 
Walter,  I  know,  wants  to  consult  you  about  letting  the 
water  from  the  great  pond,  and  you  must  give  us  your 
opinion  of  the  new  brewing." 

"  Thank  your  honour,  thank  you  ;  much  obliged,  I'm 
sure.  I  hope  your  honour  liked  the  trout  I  sent  up.  Beg 
pardon,  Master  Aram,  mayhap  you  would  condescend  to 
accept  a  few  fish,  now  and  then ;  they're  very  fine  in  these 
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streams,  as  you  probably  know ;  if  you  please  to  let  me, 
I'll  send  some  up  by  the  old  'oman  to-morrow,  that  is  if 
the  day's  cloudy  a  bit." 

The  scholar  thanked  the  good  Bunting,  and  would  have 
proceeded  onward,  but  the  corporal  was  in  a  familiar 
mood. 

^^  Beg  pardon,  beg  pardon,  but  strange-looking  dog 
here  last  evening — asked  after  you— said  you  were  old 
friend  of  his — trotted  off  in  your  direction — hope  all  was 
light,  master? — aughl" 

"  All  right  I "  repeated  Aram,  fixing  his  eyes  on  the 
corporal,  who  had  concluded  his  speech  with  a  significant 
wink,  and  pausing  a  full  moment  before  he  continued;  then, 
as  if  satisfied  with  his  survey,  he  added, — 

"  Ay,  ay,  I  know  whom  you  mean  :  he  had  known  me 
some  years  ago.  So  you  saw  him  I  What  said  he  to  you 
of  me  ?  " 

"Augh!  little  enough,  Master  Aram:  he  seemed  to 
think  only  of  satisfying  his  own  appetite ;  said  he'd  been 
a  soldier." 

"  A  soldier ! — humph  I " 

"  Never  told  me  the  regiment,  though — shy — did  he 
ever  desert,  pray,  your  honour  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,'*  answered  Aram,  turning  away.  "I 
know  little,  very  little,  about  him  ! "  He  was  going  away, 
but  stopped  to  add — **  The  man  called  on  me  last  night 
for  assistance ;  the  lateness  of  the  hour  a  little  alarmed  me. 
I  gave  him  what  I  could  aflPord,  and  he  has  now  proceeded 
on  hLs  journey." 

"  Oh,  then,  he  won't  take  up  his  quarters  hereabouts, 
your  honour  ?  "  said  the  corporal,  inquiringly. 

"  No,  no  ;  good  evening." 

'^  What !  this  singular  stranger,  who  so  frightened  my 
poor  girls,  is  really  known  to  you !  "  said  Lester,  in  surprise: 
"  pray  is  he  as  formidable  as  he  seemed  to  them  ?  " 

"  Scarcely,"  said  Aram,  with  great  composure ;  **  he 
has  been  a  wild  roving  fellow  all  his  life,  but — but  there 
is  little  real  harm  in  him.  He  is  certainly  ill-favoured 
enough  to "  here,  interrupting  himself,  and  breaking 
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into  a  new  sentence,  Aram  added :  '^  but  at  all  events  he 
will  frighten  your  nieces  no  more' — he  has  proceeded  on 
his  journey  northward;  And  now,  yonder  lies  my  way 
home.  Good  evening."  The  abruptness  of  this  farewell 
did  indeed  take  Lester  by  surprise. 

"  Why,  you  will  not  leave  me  yet  ?  The  young  ladiesl 
expect  your  return  to  them  for  an  hour  or  so  I  What  will 
they  think  of  such  desertion  ?  No,  no,  come  back,  my 
good  friend,  and  suffer  me  by  and  by  to  walk  some  part  of 
the  way  home  with  you." 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  Aram,  "  I  must  leave  you  now.  As 
to  the  ladies,"  he  added,  with  a  faint  smile,  half  in  melan« 
choly,  half  in  scorn,  "  I  am  not  one  whom  they  could  miss^' 
—  forgive  me  if  I  seem  unceremonious.     Adieu." 

Lester  at  first  felt  a  little  offended,  but  when  he  recalled 
the  peculiar  habits  of  the  scholar,  he  saw  that  the  only 
way  to  hope  for  a  continuance  of  that  society  which  had  so 
pleased  him,  was  to  indulge  Aram  at  first  in  his  unsocial 
inclinations,  rather  than  annoy  him  by  a  troublesome  hos- 
pitality; he  therefore,  without  further  discourse,  shook 
hands  with  him,  and  they  parted. 

When  Lester  regained  the  little  parlour,  he  found  his 
nephew  sitting,  silent  and  discontented,  by  the  window, 
Madeline  had  taken  up  a  book,  and  EUinor,  in  an  opposite 
corner,  was  plying  her  needle  with  an  air  of  earnestness 
and  quiet,  very  unlike  her  usual  playful  and  cheerful  viva- 
city. There  was  evidently  a  cloud  over  the  group ;  the 
good  Lester  regarded  them  with  a  searching,  yet  kindly 
eye. 

"And  what  has  happened?"  said  he:  "something  of 
mighty  import,  I  am  sure,  or  I  should  have  heard  my 
pretty  Eliinors  merry  laugh  long  before  I  crossed  the 
threshold." 

EUinor  coloured  and  sighed,  and  worked  faster  than 
ever.  Walter  threw  open  the  window,  and  whistled  a 
favourite  air  quite  out  of  tune.  Lester  smiled,  and  seated 
himself  by  his  nephew. 

"  Well,  Walter,"  said  he,  "  I  feel,  for  the  first  time  in 
these  ten  years,  I  have  a  right  to  scold  you.     What  on: 
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earth  could  make  you  so  inhospitable  to  your  uncle's  guest? 
You  eyed  the  poor  student,  as  if  you  wished  him  among 
the  books  of  Alexandria ! " 

**  I  would  he  were  burnt  with  them  I"  answered  Walter, 
sharply.  ^^  He  seems  to  have  added  the  black  art  to  his 
other  accomplishments,  and  bewitched  my  fair  cousins  here 
into  a  forgetfulness  of  all  but  himself." 

^  Not  me  I"  said  EUinor  eagerly,  and  looking  up. 

**  No,  not  you,  that's  true  enough  ;  you  are  too  just,  too 
kind; — it  is  a  pity  that  Madeline  is  not  more  like  you." 

"  My  dear  Walter,"  said  Madeline,  "  what  is  the  mat- 
ter ?  You  accuse  me  of  what  ?  being  attentive  to  a  man 
whom  it  is  impossible  to  hear  without  attention  ! " 

"  There ! "  cried  Walter,  passionately;  "  you  confess  it. 
And  so  for  a  stranger, — a  cold,  vain,  pedantic  egotist,  you 
can  shut  your  ears  and  heart  to  those  who  have  known  and 
loved  you  all  your  life ;  and — and " 

'*  Vain  I "  interrupted  Madeline,  unheeding  the  latter 
part  of  Walter's  address. 

Pedantic  I "  repeated  her  father. 
Yes  !  I  say  vain,  pedantic  I "  cried  Walter,  working 
himself  into  a  passion.  "  What  on  earth  but  the  love  of 
display  could  make  him  monopolise  the  whole  conversa- 
tion? — What  but  pedantry  could  make  him  bring  out  those 
anecdotes,  and  allusions,  and  descriptions,  or  whatever  you 
call  them,  respecting  every  old  wall  or  stupid  plant  in  the 
country  ?  " 

"  I  never  thought  you  guilty  of  meanness  before,"  said 
Lester  gravely. 

"  Meanness  I " 

"  Yes  I  for  is  it  not  mean  to  be  jealous  of  superior 
acquirements,  instead  of  admiring  them  ?  " 

"  What  has  been  the  use  of  those  acquirements  ?  Has 
he  benefited  mankind  by  them  ?  Shew  me  the  poet — the 
historian — the  orator,  and  I  will  yield  to  none  of  you;  no, 
not  to  Madeline  herself  in  homage  of  their  genius :  but  the 
mere  creature  of  books — the  dry  and  sterile  collector  of 
other  men's  learning — no — no.  What  should  I  admire  in 
such  a  machine  of  literature,  except  a  waste  of  perse- 
verance ? — And  Madeline  calls  him  handsome,  too ! " 
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At  this  sudden  turn  ft'om  declaination  to  reproach^ 

Lester  laughed  outright ;  and  his  nephew,  in  high  anger, 

rose  and  left  the  room.  • 

"Who  could  have  thought  Walter  so  foolish?**  said 

Madeline. 

"  Nay,"  observed  EUinor  gently,  "  it  is  the  folly  of  a 
kind  heart,  after  all.  He  feels  sore  at  our  seeming  to  pre* 
fer  another— I  mean  another's  conversation — to  his ! " 

Lester  turned  round  in  his  chair,  and  regarded  with  a 
serious  look  the  faces  of  both  sisters. 

"  My  dear  Ellinor,"  said  he,  when  he  had  finished  his 
survey,  '•'  you  are  a  kind  girl — -come  and  kiss  me  ! " 


CHAPTER  VL 


the  behaviour  of  the  student. — a  summer  scene.— 
Aram's  conversation  with  walter,  and  sub- 
sequent   COLLOQUY  with   HJMSELF. 

"  The  soft  season,  the  firmament  serene, 
The  laun  illuminate  air,  and  firth  ameae 
The  silver-scalit  fishes  on  the  grete 
0*er-thwart  clear  streams  sprinkilUmd  for  the  heat,"  &c. 

Gawin  Douglas* 

'*  Hia  suhter 

Caecum  vulnus  habes ;  sed  lato  balteus  auro 
Praetegit." — Persius. 

Several  days  elapsed  before  the  family  of  the  manor- 
house  encountered  Aram  again.  The  old  woman  came 
once  or  twice  to  present  the  inquiries  of  her  master  as  to 
Miss  Lester's  accident ;  but  Aram  himself  did  not  appear. 
This  want  of  interest  certainly  offended  Madeline,  although 
she  still  drew  upon  herself  Walter's  displeasure,  by  dis- 
puting and  resenting  the  unfavourable  strictures  on  the 
scholar,  in  which  that  young  gentleman  delighted  to  in- 
dulge. By  degrees,  however,  as  the  days  passed  without 
maturing  the  acquaintance  which  Walter  had  disapproved*. 
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the  youth  relaxed  in  his  attacks,  and  seemed  to  yield  to  the 
remonstrances  of  his  uncle.  Lester  had,  indeed,  conceived 
an  especial  inclination  towards  the  recluse.  Any  man  of 
reflection,  who  has  lived  for  some  time  alone,  and  who  sud- 
denly meets  with  one  who  calb  forth  m  him,  and  without 
labour  or  contradiction,  the  thoughts  which  have  sprung 
up  in  his  solitude,  scarcely  felt  in  their  growth,  will  com- 
prehend the  new  zest,  the  awakening,  as  it  were,  of  the 
mind,  which  Lester  found  in  the  conversation  of  Eugene 
Aram.  His  solitary  walk  (for  his  nephew  had  the  separate 
pursuits  of  youth)  appeared  to  him  more  dull  than  before ; 
and  he  longed  to  renew  an  intercourse  which  had  given  to 
the  monotony  of  his  life  both  variety  and  relief.  He  called 
twice  upon  Aram,  but  the  student  was,  or  affected  to  be, 
from  home ;  and  an  invitation  he  sent  him,  though  couched 
in  friendly  terms,  was,  but  with  great  semblance  of  kind- 
ness, refused. 

"  See,  Walter,"  said  Lester,  disconcerted  as  he  finished 
reading  the  refusal — **  see  what  your  rudeness  has  effected. 
I  am  quite  convinced  that  Aram  (evidently  a  man  of  sus- 
ceptible as  well  as  retired  mind)  observed  the  coldness  of 
your  manner  towards  him,  and  that  thus  you  have  deprived 
me  of  the  only  society  which,  in  this  county  of  boors  and 
savages,  gave  me  any  gratification." 

Walter  replied  apologetically,  but  his  uncle  turned  away 
with  a  greater  appearance  of  anger  than  his  placid  features 
were  wont  to  exhibit ;  and  Walter,  cursing  the  innocent 
cause  of  his  uncle's  displeasure  towards  him,  took  up  his 
fishing-rod  and  went  out  alone,  in  no  happy  or  exhilarated 
mood. 

It  was  waxing  towards  eve — an  hour  especially  lovely 
in  the  month  of  June,  and  not  without  reason  favoured  by 
the  angler.  Walter  sauntered  across  the  rich  and  fragrant 
fields,  and  came  soon  into  a  sheltered  valley,  through  which 
the  brooklet  wound  its  shadowy  way.  Along  the  margin 
the  grass  sprung  up  long  and  matted,  and  profuse  with  a 
thousand  weeds  and  flowers — the  children  of  the  teeming 
June.  Here  the  ivy-leaved  bell-flower,  and  not  far  from 
it  the  common  enchanter's  night-shade,  the  silver  weed, 
and  the  water-aven ;  and  by  the  hedges  that  now  and  then 
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neared  the  water,  the  gelder-rose,  and  the  white  briony'V 
over-running  the  thicket  with  its  emerald  leaves  and  luxui 
riant  flowers.  And  here  and  there,  silvering  the  bushes, 
the  elder  offered  its  snowy  tribute  to  the  summer.  All  the* 
insect  youth  were  abroad,  with  their  bright  wings  and 
glancing  motion  ;  and  from  the  lower  depths  of  the  bushed 
the  blackbird  darted  across,  or  higher  and  unseen  the  first 
cuckoo  of  the  eve  began  its  continuous  and  mellow  note*' 
All  this  cheeriness  and  gloss  of  life,  which  enamour  us 
with  the  few  bright  days  of  the  English  summer,  make  the 
poetry  in  an  angler  s  life,  and  convert  every  idler  at  heartii 
into  a  moralist,  and  not  a  gloomy  one,  for  the  time. 

Softened  by  the  quiet  beauty  and  voluptuousness  around 
him, Walters  thoughts  assumed  a  more  gentle  dye,  and  hQ 
broke  out  into  the  old  lines — 

"  Sweet  day,  so  soft,  so  calm,  so  bright  j  , 

The  bridal  of  the  earth  and  sky,*' 

as  he  dipped  his  line  into  the  current,  and  drew  it  across 
the  shadowy  hollows  beneath  the  bank.  The  river-god» 
were  not,  however,  in  a  favourable  mood,  and  after  waiting 
in  vain  for  some  time,  in  a  spot  in  which  he  was  usually 
successful,  he  proceeded  slowly  along  the  margin  of  thei 
brooklet,  crushing  the  reeds  at  every  step,  into  that  fresii 
and  delicious  odour,  which  furnished  Bacon  with  one  of  his 
most  beautiful  comparisons. 

He  thought,  as  he  proceeded,  that  beneath  a  tree  that 
overhung  the  waters  in  the  narrowest  part  of  their  channel, 
he  heard  a  voice,  and  as  he  approached  he  recognised  it  a» 
Aram's.  A  curve  in  the  stream  brought  him  close  by  the 
spot,  and  he  saw  the  student  half-reclined  beneath  the  tree, 
and  muttering,  but  at  broken  intervals,  to  himself. 

The  words  were  so  scattered,  that  Walter  did  not  trace 
their  clue ;  but  involuntarily  he  stopped  short,  within  a 
few  feet  of  the  soliloquist:  and  Aram,  suddenly  turning 
round,  beheld  him.  A  iierce  and  abrupt  change  broke 
over  the  scholar's  countenance ;  his  cheek  grew  now  pale^r 
now  flushed;  and  his  brows  knit  over  his  flashing  and 
dark  eyes  with  an  intent  anger,  that  was  the  more  wither^ 
ingy  from  its  contrast  to  the  usual  calmness  of  his  features^ 
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Walter  drew  back,  but  Aram,  stalkiDg  directly  up'  to  him> 
gazed  into  his  lace,  as  if  he  would  read  his  very  soul. 

"Whatl  eavesdropping?"  said  he,  with  a  ghastly 
sBiile.  "  You  overheard  me,  did  you  ?  Well,  well,  what 
said  I  ? — what  said  I?"  Then  pausing,  and  noting  that 
Walter  did  not  reply,  he  stamped  his  foot  violently,  and 
grinding  his  teeth,  repeated  in  a  smothered  tone, — ''  Boy  I 
what  said  I?" 

^  Mr.  Aram,"  said  Walter,  "  you  forget  yourself.  I 
am  not  one  to  play  the  listener,  more  especially  to  the 
learned  ravings  of  a  man  who  can  conceal  nothing  I  care 
to  know.     Accident  brought  me  hither." 

"What!  surely — surely  I  spoke  aloud,  did  I  not?—* 
did  I  not?" 

"  You  did,  but  so  incoherently  and  indistinctly,  that  I 
did  not  profit  by  your  indiscretion.  I  cannot  plagiarise,  I 
assure  you,  from  any  scholastic  designs  you  might  have 
been  giving  vent  to." 

Aram  looked  on  him  for  a  moment,  and  then  breathing 
keavily,  turned  away. 

**  Pardon  me,"  he  said ;  "I  am  a  poor,  half-crazed 
man ;  much  study  has  unnerved  me ;  I  should  never  live 
but  with  my  own  thoughts :  forgive  me,  sir,  I  pray  you." 

Touched  by  the  sudden  contrition  of  Aram's  manner, 
Walter  forgot,  not  only  his  present  displeasure,  but  his 
general  dislike ;  he  stretched  forth  his  hand  to  the  student^ 
and  hastened  to  assure  him  of  his  ready  forgiveness. 
Aram  sighed  deeply  as  he  pressed  the  young  man's  hand, 
and  Walter  saw,  with  surprise  and  emotion,  that  his  eyes 
were  filled  with  tears. 

"  Ah  I "  said  Aram,  gently  shaking  his  head,  "  it  is  a 
hard  life  we  bookmen  lead.  Not  for  us  is  the  bright  face 
of  noon-day  or  the  smile  of  woman,  the  gay  unbending  of 
the  heart,  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump ;  the 
pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  life.  Our  enjoyments 
are  few  and  calm ;  our  labour  constant ;  but  that  is  it  not, 
sir? — that  is  it  not?  the  body  avenges  its  own  neglect. 
We  grow  old  before  our  time ;  we  wither  up ;  the  sap  of 
youth  shrinks  from  our  veins ;  there  is  no  bound  in  our 
itept  We  look  about  us  with  dimmed  eyes,  and  our  breath 
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grows  short  and  thick,  and  pains,  and  coughs,  and  shoottng 
aches,  come  upon  us  at  night:  it  is  a  bitter  life — a  bitter 
life — a  joyless  life.  I  would  I  had  never  commenced 
it.  And  yet  the  harsh  world  scowls  upon  us :  our  nervei 
are  broken,  and  they  wonder  we  are  querulous ;  our 
blood  curdles,  and  they  ask  why  we  are  not  gay ;  our  bram 
grows  dizzy  and  indistinct  (as  with  me  just  now),  and 
shrugging  their  shoulders,  they  whisper  their  neighbour 
that  we  are  mad.  I  wish  I  had  worked  at  the  plough; 
and  known  sleep,  and  loved  mirth — and — and  not  been 
what  I  am." 

As  the  student  uttered  the  last  sentence,  he  bowed 
down  his  head,  and  a  few  tears  stole  silently  down  his  cheek. 
Walter  was  greatly  affected — it  took  him  by  surprise; 
nothing  in  Aram's  ordinary  demeanour  betrayed  any  facility 
to  emotion ;  and  he  conveyed  to  all  the  idea  of  a  man,  if 
not  proud,  at  least  cold. 

"  You  do  not  suffer  bodily  pain,  I  trust?"  asked  Walter, 
soothingly. 

"  Pain  does  not  conquer  me,"  said  Aram,  slowly  re*» 
covering  himself.  "  I  am  not  melted  by  that  which  I  would 
fain  despise.  Young  man,  I  wronged  you — you  have  for- 
given me.  Well,  well,  we  will  say  no  more  on  that  head ; 
it  is  past  and  pardoned.  Your  father  has  been  kind  to  me, 
and  I  have  not  returned  his  advances ;  you  shall  tell  him 
why.  I  have  lived  thirteen  years  by  myself,  and  I  have 
contracted  strange  ways  and  many  humours  not  common 
to  the  world — you  have  seen  an  example  of  this.  Judge 
for  yourself  if  I  be  fit  for  the  smoothness,  and  confidence, 
and  ease  of  social  intercourse ;  I  am  not  fit,  I  feel  it  I  I 
am  doomed  to  be  alone;  tell  your  father  this — tell  him 
to  suffer  me  to  live  so  !  I  am  grateful  for  his  goodness — 
I  know  his  motives — but  have  a  certain  pride  of  mind ;  I 
cannot  bear  sufferance — I  loathe  indulgence.  Nay,  inter- 
rupt me  not,  I  beseech  you.  Look  round  on  Nature — 
behold  the  only  company  that  humbles  me  not — except 
the  dead  whose  souls  speak  to  us  from  the  immortality  of 
books.  These  herbs  at  your  feet,  I  know  their  secrets — I 
watch  the  mechanism  of  their  life  ;  the  winds — they  have 
taught  me  their  language;  the  stars — I  have  unravelled 


EUQSNR  ARAM.  £8 

their  mysteries ;  and  these,  the  creatures  and  ministers  of 
God — these  I  offend  not  by  my  mood — to  them  I  utter 
my  though tSy  and  break  forth  into  my  dreams,  without 
reserve  and  without  fear.  But  men  disturb  me — I  have 
nothing  to  learn  from  them — I  have  no  wish  to  confide  in 
them  ;  they  cripple  the  wild  liberty  which  has  become  to 
me  a  second  nature.  What  its  shell  is  to  the  tortoise, 
8(ditade  has  become  to  me — my  protection :  nay,  my 
lifel" 

"But,"  said  Walter,  "with  us,  at  least,  you  would  not 
have  to  dread  restraint ;  you  might  come  when  you  would ; 
be  silent  or  converse,  according  to  your  will." 

Aram  smiled  faintly,  but  made  no  immediate  reply. 

^'  So,  you  have  been  angling ! "  he  said,  after  a  short 
pause,  and  as  if  willing  to  change  the  thread  of  conversation. 
^'Fie!  it  is  a  treacherous  pursuit;  it  encourages  man's 
worst  propensities — cruelty  and  deceit" 

"  I  should  have  thought  a  lover  of  Nature  would  have 
been  more  indulgent  to  a  pastime  which  introduces  us  to 
her  most  quiet  retreats." 

**  And  cannot  Nature  alone  tempt  you  without  need  of 
such  allurements  ?  What  I  that  crisped  and  winding 
stream,  with  flowers  on  its  very  tide — the  water-violet  and 
the  water-lily — these  silent  brakes — the  cool  of  the  ga- 
thering evening — the  still  and  luxuriance  of  the  uni- 
versal life  around  you ;  are  not  these  enough  of  them- 
flelves  to  tempt  you  forth  ?  If  not,  go  to — your  excuse  is 
hypocrisy." 

**  I  am  used  to  these  scenes,"  replied  Walter ;  "  I  am 
weary  of  the  thoughts  they  produce  in  me,  and  long  for 
any  diversion  or  excitement." 

**  Ay,  ay,  young  man  I  The  mind  is  restless  at  your 
age :  have  a  care.  Perhaps  you  long  to  visit  the  world 
— to  quit  these  obscure  haunts  which  you  are  fatigued  in 
admiring  ?  " 

"  It  may  be  so,"  said  Walter,  with  a  slight  sigh.  "  I 
should  at  least  like  to  visit  our  great  capital,  and  note  the 
contrast ;  I  should  come  back,  I  imagine,  with  a  greater 
sest  to  these  scenes*" 
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Aram  laughed.  "My  friend,"  said  he,  "when  m^h 
have  once  plunged  into  the  great  sea  of  human  toil  and 
passion,  they  soon  wash  away  all  love  and  zest  for  innocent 
enjoyments.  What  once  was  a  soft  retirement,  will  be- 
come the  most  intolerable  monotony  ;  the  gaming  of  social 
existence — the  feverish  and  desperate  chances  of  honour 
and  wealth,  upon  which  the  men  of  cities  set  their  hearts, 
render  all  pursuits  less  exciting,  utterly  insipid  and  dull. 
The  brook  and  the  angle  —  ha  I  ha  !  —  these  are  not 
occupations  for  men  who  have  once  battled  with  the 
world/' 

"  I  can  forego  them,  then,  without  regret,"  said  Wal* 
ter,  with  the  sanguineness  of  his  years.  Aram  looked  upon 
him  wistfully;  the  bright  eye,  the  healthy  cheek,  and 
vigorous  frame  of  the  youth,  suited  with  his  desire  to  seek 
the  conflict  of  his  kind,  and  gave  a  naturalness  to  his 
ambition  which  was  not  without  interest,  even  to  the 
recluse. 

"  Poor  boy  I "  said  he,  mournfully,  "  how  gallantl^f* 
the  ship  leaves  the  port ;  how  worn  and  battered  it  will 
i-eturn  I " 

When  they  parted,  Walter  returned  slowly  homewards^ 
filled  with  pity  towards  the  singular  man  whom  he  had  seen 
so  strangely  overpowered ;  and  wondering  how  suddenly 
his  mind  had  lost  its  former  rancour  to  the  student.  Yet 
there  mingled  even  with  these  kindly  feelings  a  little  dis- 
pleasure at  the  superior  tone  which  Aram  had  unconsciously 
adopted  towards  him ;  and  to  which,  from  any  one,  the 
high  spirit  of  the  young  man  was  not  readily  willing  to 
submit. 

Meanwhile,  the  student  continued  his  path  along  the 
water  side,  and  as,  with  his  gliding  step  and  musing  air, 
he  roamed  onward,  it  was  impossible  to  imagine  a  form 
more  suited  to  the  deep  tranquillity  of  the  scene.  Even 
the  wild  birds  seemed  to  feel,  by  a  sort  of  instinct,  that  in 
him  there  was  no  cause  for  fear ;  and  did  not  stir  from  the 
turf  that  neighboured,  or  the  spray  that  overhung,  his 
path. 

"  So,"  said  he,  soliloquising,  but  not  without  casting 


frequent  and  jealous  glances  round  him,  and  in  a  murmur 
so  indistinct  as  would  have  been  inaudible  even  to  a  lis- 
tener—  "so,  I  was  not  overheard, — well,  I  must  cure 
inyself  of  this  habit ;  our  thoughts,  like  nuns,  ought  not  to 
go  abroad  without  a  veil.  Ay,  this  tone  will  not  betray 
me ;  I  will  preserve  its  tenour,  for  I  can  scarcely  altogether 
renounce  my  sole  confidant — self  ;  and  thought  seems 
more  clear  when  uttered  even  thus.  'T  is  a  fine  youth  I 
iull  of  the  impulse  and  daring  of  his  years ;  /  was  never 
so  young  at  heart.  ,  I  was— -nay,  what  matters  it?  Who 
is  answerable  for  his  nature?  Who  can  say, — *I  con- 
trolled all  the  circumstances  which  made  me  what  I  am  ?* 
Madeline, — heavens  I  did  I  bring  on  myself  this  tempt- 
ation ?  Have  I  not  fenced  it  from  me  throughout  all  my 
youth,  when  my  brain  did  at  moments  forsake  me,  and  the 
veins  did  bound  ?  And  now,  when  the  yellow  hastens  on 
the  green  of  life ;  now,  for  the  first  time,  this  emotion — 
this  weakness — and  for  whom?  One  I  have  lived  with 
—known — beneath  whose  eyes  I  have  passed  through  all 
the  fine  gradations,  from  liking  to  love,  from  love  to  pas- 
sion ?  No ; — one,  whom  I  have  seen  but  little  ;  who,  it 
is  true,  arrested  my  eye  at  the  first  glance  it  caught  of  her 
two  years  since,  but  with  whom,  till  within  the  last  few 
weeks,  I  have  scarcely  spoken  !  Her  voice  rings  on  my 
ear,  her  look  dwells  on  my  heart;  when  I  sleep  she  is 
with  me :  when  I  wake  I  am  haunted  by  her  image. 
Strange^  strange  !  Is  love,  then,  after  all,  the  sudden  pas- 
sion which  in  every  age  poetry  has  termed  it,  though  till 

now  my  reason  has  disbelieved  the  notion  ? 

And  now,  what  is  the  question  ?  To  resist,  or  to  yield. 
Her  father  invites  me,  courts  me;  and  I  stand  aloof! 
Will  this  strength,  this  forbearance,  last? — Shall  I  en- 
courage my  mind  to  this  decision  ?"  Here  Aram  paused 
abruptly,  and  then  renewed :  "  It  is  true  I  I  ought  to 
weave  my  lot  with  none.  Memory  sets  me  apart  and 
alone  in  tie  world ;  it  seems  unnatural  to  me — a  thought 
of  dread — to  bring  another  being  to  my  solitude,  to  set  an 
everlasting  watch  on  my  uprisings  and  my  downsittings ; 
to  invite  eyes  to  my  face  when  I  sleep  at  nights,  and  ears 
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to  every  word  ^at  may  start  unbidden  from  my  lips.  But 
if  the  watch  be  the  watch  of  love — away  I  does  love  endure 
for  ever  ?  He  who  trusts  to  woman,  trusts  to  the  type  of 
change.  Affection  may  turn  to  hatred,  fondness  to  loath- 
ing, anxiety  to  dread ;  and,  at  the  best,  woman  is  weak-^ 
fihe  is  the  minion  to  her  impulses.  Enough ;  I  wiU  ste^ 
my  soul, — shut  up  the  avenues  of  sense, — brand  with  Ihe 
scathing-iron  these  yet  green  and  soft  emotions  of  lingering 
youth, — and  freeze,  and  chain,  and  curdle  up  feeling,  and 
heart,  and  manhood,  into  ice  and  age  I  ** 
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'■  CHAPTER  VIL 

TflE    POWER   OF    LOVE    OVER    THE   RESOLUTION    OF    THE 

STUDENT. ARAM    BECOMES    A    FREQUENT    GUEST   AT 

THE  MANOR-HOUSE. A  WALK. CONVERSATION  WITH 

DAME    DAREMANS. HER    HISTORY. POVERTY    AND 

ITS  EFFECTS. 

"  Mad,  Then,  as  Time  won  tbee  fre(}uent  to  oar  beartb, 
Didst  thou  not  breathe,  like  dreams,  into  my  soul 
Nature's  more  gentle  secrets,  the  sweet  lore 
Of  the  green  herb  and  the  bee-worsbipp'd  flower  1 
And  when  deep  Night  did  o'er  the  nether  Earth 
Diffuse  meek  quiet,  and  the  Heart  of  Hearen 
With  love  grew  breathless— didst  thou  not  unrol 
The  Tolume  of  the  weird  Chaldean  stars. 
And  of  the  winds,  the  clouds,  the  invisible  air, 
Make  eloquent  discourse,  until,  meth ought, 
No  human  lip,  but  some  diviner  spirit 
Alone,  could  preach  such  truths  of  things  divine  ? 
And  so— and  so— 

Aram,  From  Heaven  we  tum'd  to  Earth, 

And  Wisdom  fathered  Passion. 

Aram,  Wise  men  have  praitted  the  Peasant's  thoughtless  lot. 
And  learned  Pride  hath  envied  humble  Toil  ; 
If  they  were  right,  why  let  us  burn  our  books. 
And  sit  us  down,  and  play  the  fool  with  Time, 
Mocking  the  prophet  Wisdom's  high  decrees. 
And  walling  this  trite  Present  with  dark  clouds, 
Till  Night  becomes  our  Nature ;  and  the  ray 
Ev*n  of  the  stars,  but  meteors  that  withdraw 
The  wandering  spirit  from  the  sluggish  rest 
Which  makes  its  proper  bliss.     I  will  accost 
This  denizen  of  toil."-. From  Eugene  Aram,  a  MS,  Tragedy* 

"  A  wicked  hag,  and  envy's  self  excelling 
In  mischiefe,  for  herself  she  only  vext. 

But  this  same,  both  herself  and  others  eke  perplext. 

•  #  •  *  • 

Who  then  can  strive  with  strong  necessity. 

That  holds  the  world  in  his  still  changing  state?  &c.  &c. 

Then  do  no  further  go,  no  further  stray, 

But  here  lie  down,  and  to  thy  rest  betake/*  — Spenser. 

Few  meD,  perhaps,  could  boast  of  so  masculine  and  firm 
a  mind  as,  despite  his  eccentricities,  Aram  assuredly  pos- 
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sessed.  His  habits  of  solitude  had  strengthened  its  nah 
tural  hardihood ;  for,  accustomed  to  make  all  the  sources 
of  happiness  flow  solely  from  himself,  his  thoughts  the 
only  companion — his  genius  the  only  vivifier — of  bin 
retreat ;  the  tone  and  faculty  of  his  spirit  could  not  but 
iissume  that  austere  and  vigorous  energy  which  the  habit 
of  self-dependence  almost  invariably  produces ;  and  yet 
the  reader,  if  he  be  young,  will  scarcely  feel  surprise  tha^ 
the  resolution  of  the  student,  to  battle  against  incipient 
love,  from  whatever  reasons  it  might  be  formed,  graduallj 
and  reluctantly  melted  away.  It  may  be  noted,  that  the 
enthusiasts  of  learning  and  revery  have,  at  one  time  or 
another  in  their  lives,  been,  of  all  the  tribes  of  men,  the 
most  keenly  susceptible  to  love  ;  their  solitude  feeds  their 
passion ;  and  deprived,  as  they  usually  are,  of  the  more 
hurried  and  vehement  occupations  of  life,  when  love  is 
once  admitted  to  their  hearts,  there  is  no  counter-check 
to  its  emotions,  and  no  escape  from  its  excitation.  Aram, 
too,  had  just  arrived  at  that  age  when  a  man  usually  feels 
a  sort  of  revulsion  in  the  current  of  his  desires.  At  that 
age,  those  who  have  hitherto  pursued  love,  begin  to  grow 
alive  to  ambition ;  those  who  have  been  slaves  to  the 
pleasures  of  life,  awaken  from  the  dream,  and  direct  their 
desire  to  its  interests.  And  in  the  same  proportion,  they 
who  till  then  have  wasted  the  prodigal  fervours  of  youth 
upon  a  sterile  soil, — who  have  served  Ambition,  or,  like 
Aram,  devoted  their  hearts  to  Wisdom,  relax  from  their 
ardour,  look  back  on  the  departed  years  with  regret,  and 
commence,  in  their  manhood,  the  fiery  pleasures  and 
delirious  follies  which  are  only  pardonable  in  youth.  In 
short,  as  in  every  human  pursuit  there  is  a  certain  vanity, 
and  as  every  acquisition  contains  within  itself  the  seed  of 
disappointment,  so  there  is  a  period  of  life  when  we  pause 
from  the  pursuit,  and  are  discontented  with  the  acquisi- 
tion. We  then  look  around  us  for  something  new — 
again  follow — and  are  again  deceived.  Few  men  through- 
out life  are  the  servants  to  one  desire.  When  we  gain 
the  middle  of  the  bridge  of  our  mortality,  different  objects 
from  those  which  attracted  us  upward  almost  invariably 
lure  us  to  the  descent.  Happy  they  who  exhaust  in  the 
former  part  of  the  journey  all  the  foibles  of  existence ! 
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But  how  different  is  the  crude  and  evanescent  love  of  that 
1^  when  thought  has  not  given  intensity  and  power  to 
the  passions,  from  the  love  which  is  (eltf  for  thejfirst  time^ 
m  maturer  but  still  youthful  years  I  As  the  flame  bums 
the  brighter  in  proportion  ta  the  resistance  which  it 
^conquers,  this  later  love  is  the  more  glowing  in  proportion 
to  the  length  of  time  in  which  it  has  overcome  temptation  ; 
ill  the  solid  and  concentred  faculties,  ripened  to  their  full 
lieight,  are  no  longer  capable  of  the  infinite  distractions, 
the  numberless  caprices  of  youth ;  the  rays  of  the  heart, 
not  rendered  weak  by  diversion,  collect  into  one  burning 
focus  ;*  the  same  earnestness  and  unity  of  purpose  which 
lender  what  we  undertake  in  manhood  so  far  more  suc- 
cessful than  what  we  would  effect  in  youth,  are  equally 
Vbible  and  equally  triumphant,  whether  directed  to  in- 
terest or  to  love.  But  then,  as  in  Aram,  the  feelings 
must  be  fresh  as  well  as  matured ;  they  must  not  have 
been  fritted  away  by  previous  indulgence ;  the  love  must 
be  the  first  produce  of  the  soil,  not  the  languid  after- 
growth. 

The  reader  will  remark,  that  the  first  time  in  which 
Our  narrative  has  brought  Madeline  and  Aram  together, 
was  not  the  first  time  they  had  met :  Aram  had  long  noted 
with  admiration  a  beauty  which  he  had  never  seen  paral- 
leled, and  certain  vague  and  unsettled  feelings  had  pre- 
luded the  deep  emotion  that  her  image  now  excited  within 
him.  But  the  main  cause  of  his  present  and  growing 
attachment  had  been  in  the  evident  sentiment  of  kindness 
which  he  could  not  but  feel  Madeline  bore  towards  him. 
So  retiring  a  nature  as  his  might  never  have  harboured 
love,  if  the  love  bore  the  character  of  presumption  ;  but 
that  one  so  beautiful  beyond  his  dreams  as  Madeline 
Lester  should  deign  to  exercise  towards  him  a  tender-* 
ness,  that  might  suffer  him  to  hope,  was  a  thought  that, 
when  he  caught  her  eye  unconsciously  fixed  upon  him, 
and  noted  that  her  voice  grew  softer  and  more  tremulous 

^  "  Love  IS  of  the  nature  of  a  burning  glass,  which,  kept  still  in 
tae  place,  fireth;  changed  often,  it  doth  nothing! ''•.Letters  61/ 
Sir  John  Skicklhgt 
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when  she  addressed  him,  forced  itself  upon  his  heart,  and 
woke  there  a  strange  and  irresistible  emotion  which  soU-r. 
tade  and  the  brooding  reflection  that  solitude  produces-^ 
a  reflection  so  much  more  intense  in  proportion  to  the 
paucity  of  living  images  it  dwells  upon — soon  ripened 
into  love.  Perhaps,  even  he  would  not  have  resisted  the 
impulse  as  he  now  did,  had  not,  at  this  time,  certain 
thoughts  connected  with  past  events  been  more  forcibly 
than  of  late  years  obtruded  upon  him,  and  thus  in  some 
measure  divided  his  heart  By  d^rees,  however,  those 
thoughts  receded  from  their  vividness,  into  the  habitual 
deep,  but  not  oblivious,  shade,  beneath  which  his  com* 
manding  mind  had  formerly  driven  them  to  rqpose;  and 
as  they  thus  receded,  Madeline's  image  grew  more  undis-* 
turbedly  present,  and  his  resolution  to  avoid  its  power 
more  fluctuating  and  feeble.  Fate  seemed  bent  upon 
bringing  together  these  two  persons,  already  so  attracted 
towards  each  other.  After  the  conversation  recorded  in 
our  last  chapter,  between  Walter  and  the  student,  the 
former,  touched  and  softened  as  we  have  seen  in  spite  of 
himself,  had  cheerfully  forborne  (what  before  he  had  done 
reluctantly)  the  expressions  of  dislike  which  he  had  once 
lavished  so  profusely  upon  Aram;  and  Lester,  who,  for- 
ward as  he  had  seemed,  had  nevertheless  been  hitherto  a 
little  checked  in  his  advances  to  his  neighbour  by  the 
hostility  of  his  nephew,  felt  no  scruple  to  deter  him  from 
urging  them  with  a  pertinacity  that  almost  forbade  refusaL 
It  was  Aram's  constant  habit,  in  all  seasons,  to  wander 
abroad  at  certain  times  of  the  day,  especially  towards  the 
evening ;  and  if  Lester  failed  to  win  entrance  to  his  house^ 
he  was  thus  enabled  to  meet  the  student  in  his  frequent 
rambles,  and  with  a  seeming  freedom  from  design« 
Actuated  by  his  great  benevolence  of  character,  Lester 
earnestly  desired  to  win  his  solitary  and  unfriended 
neighbour  from  a  mood  and  habit  which  he  naturally 
imagined  must  engender  a  growing  melancholy  of  mind  ^ 
and  since  Walter  had  detailed  to  him  the  particulars  of 
his  meeting  with  Aram,  this  desire  had  been  considerably 
increased.  There  is  not,  perhaps,  a  stronger  feeling  in 
the  world  than  pity,  when  united  with  admiration.     When 
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one  man  is  resolved  to  know  another,  it  is  almost  impos- 
sible to  prevent  him :  we  see  daily  the  most  remarkable 
instances  of  perseverance  on  one  side  conquering  distaste 
OQ  the  other.  By  degrees,  then,  Aram  relaxed  from  his 
insociability ;  he  seemed  to  surrender  himself  to  a  kind- 
■esBy  the  sincerity  of  which  he  was  compelled  to  acknow- 
ledge ;  if  he  for  a  long  time  refused  to  accept  the  hospi- 
talii^  of  his  neighbour,  he  did  not  reject  his  society  when 
they  met,  and  this  intercourse  by  little  and  little  pro- 
gicflBed;  until,  ultimately,  the  recluse  yielded  to  solicit- 
ation, and  became  the  guest  as  well  as  companion.  This, 
U  first  accident,  grew,  though  not  without  many  inter- 
nqptions,  into  habit;  and,  at  length,  few  evenings  were 
pMed  by  the  inmates  of  the  manor-house  without  the 
•ocieCy  of  the  student. 

As  his  reserve  wore  off,  his  conversation  mingled  with 
its  attractions  a  tender  and  affectionate  tone.  He  seemed 
grateful  for  the  pains  which  had  been  taken  to  allure  him 
to  a  scene  in  which,  at  last,  he  acknowledged  he  found  a 
happiness  that  he  never  experienced  before:  and  those 
who  had  hitherto  admired  him  for  his  genius,  admired 
him  now  yet  more  for  his  susceptibility  to  the  affections. 

There  was  not  in  Aiam  any  thing  that  savoured  of 
the  harshness  of  pedantry,  or  the  petty  vanities  of  dog- 
matism :  his  voice  was  soft  and  low,  and  his  manner 
always  remarkable  for  its  singular  gentleness,  and  a  cer- 
tain dignified  humility.  His  language  did,  indeed,  at 
times,  assume  a  tone  of  calm  and  patriarchal  command ; 
but  it  was  only  the  command  arising  from  an  intimate 
persuasion  of  the  truth  of  what  he  uttered.  Moralising 
upon  our  nature,  or  mourning  over  the  delusions  of  the 
world,  a  grave  and  solemn  strain  breathed  throughout  his 
lofty  words  and  the  profound  melancholy  of  his  wisdom  : 
but  it  touched,  not  offended — elevated,  not  humbled — the 
lesser  intellect  of  his  listeners ;  and  even  this  air  of 
unconscious  superiority  vanished  when  he  was  invited  to 
teach  or  explain. 

That  task  which  so  few  do  gracefully,  that  an  accurate 
and  shrewd  thinker  has  said,  —  "It  is  always  safe  to 
learuy  even  from  our  enemies;    seldom  safe  to  instruct 
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even  our  friends,"* — Aram  performed  with  a  meekneMl 
and  simplicity  that  charmed  the  vanity,  even  while  it 
corrected  the  ignorance,  of  the  applicant ;  and  so  varionl 
and  minute  was  the  information  of  this  accomplished  man^ 
that  there  scarcely  existed  any  branch  even  of  that  knoww 
ledge  usually  called  practical,  to  which  he  could  not 
impart  from  his  stores  something  valuable  and  new.  The 
agriculturist  was  astonished  at  the  success  of  his  sug^ 
gestions;  and  the  mechanic  was  indebted  to  him  fol^ 
the  device  which  abridged  his  labour  in  improving  its 
result. 

It  happened  that  the  study  of  botany  was  not,  at  that 
day,  so  favourite  and  common  a  diversion  with  young 
ladies  as  it  is  now ;  and  Eilinor,  captivated  by  the  notion 
of  a  science  that  gave  a  life  and  a  history  to  the  loveliest 
of  earth's  offspring,  besought  Aram  to  teach  her  its 
principles. 

As  Madeline,  though  she  did  not  second  the  request, 
could  scarcely  absent  herself  from  sharing  the  lesson,  this 
pursuit  brought  the  pair — already  lovers — closer  and 
closer  together.  It  associated  them  not  only  at  home, 
but  in  their  rambles  throughout  that  enchanting  country  • 
and  there  is  a  mysterious  influence  in  Nature,  which 
renders  us,  in  her  loveliest  scenes,  the  most  susceptible  to 
love  I  Then,  too,  how  often  in  their  occupation  their 
hands  and  eyes  met :  how  often,  by  the  shady  wood  or 
the  soft  water-side,  they  found  themselves  alone.  In  all 
times,  how  dangerous  the  connexion,  when  of  different 
sexes,  between  the  scholar  and  the  teacher  I  Under  how 
many  pretences,  in  that  connexion,  the  heart  finds  the 
opportunity  to  speak  out. 

Yet  it  was  not  with  ease  and  complacency  that  Aram 
delivered  himself  to  the  intoxication  of  his  deepening 
attachment.  Sometimes  he  was  studiously  cold,  or  evi- 
dently wrestling  with  the  powerful  passion  that  mastered 
his  reason.  It  was  not  without  many  throes  and  desperate 
resistance,  that  love  at  length  overwhelmed  and  subdued 
him ;   and  these  alternations  of  his  mood,  if  they  some^* 

♦  Lacon. 
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times  offended  Madeline  and  sometimes  wounded,  still 
father  increased  than  lessened  the  spell  which  bound  her 
to  him.  The  doubt  and  the  fear,  the  caprice  and  the 
change,  which  agitate  the  surface,  swell  also  the  tides,  of 
passion.  Woman,  too,  whose  love  is  so  much  the  creature 
of  her  imagination,  always  asks  something  of  mystery  and 
conjecture  in  the  object  of  her  affection.  It  is  a  luxury 
to  her  to  perplex  herself  with  a  thousand  apprehensions ; 
and  the  more  restlessly  her  lover  occupies  her  mind,  the 
more  deeply  he  enthrals  it. 

Mingling  with  her  pure  and  tender  attachment  to 
Aram  a  high  and  unswerving  veneration,  she  saw  in  his 
fitfulness,  and  occasional  abstraction  and  contradiction  of 
manner,  a  confirmation  of  the  modest  sentiment  that  most 
weighed  upon  her  fears ;  and  imagined  that,  at  those 
times,  he  thought  her,  as  she  deemed  herself,  unworthy  of 
his  love.  And  this  was  the  only  struggle  which  she 
conceived  to  pass  between  the  affection  he  evidently  bore 
her,  and  the  feelings  which  had  as  yet  restrained  him 
from  its  open  avowal. 

One  evening,  Lester  and  the  two  sisters  were  walking 
with  the  student  along  the  valley  that  led  to  the  house  of 
the  latter,  when  they  saw  an  old  woman  engaged  in  col- 
lecting firewood  among  the  bushes,  and  a  little  girl  hold- 
ing out  her  apron  to  receive  the  sticks  with  which  the 
crones  skinny  arms  unsparingly  filled  it.  The  child 
trembled,  and  seemed  half  crying ;  while  the  old  woman, 
in  a  harsh,  grating  croak,  was  muttering  forth  mingled 
objurgation  and  complaint. 

There  was  something  in  the  appearace  of  the  latter  at 
once  impressive  and  displeasing;  a  dark,  withered,  fur- 
rowed skin  was  drawn  like  parchment  over  harsh  and 
aquiline  features ;  the  eyes,  through  the  rheum  of  age, 
glittered  forth  black  and  malignant;  and  even  her 
stooping  posture  did  not  conceal  a  height  greatly  above 
the  common  stature,  though  gaunt  and  shrivelled  with 
years  and  poverty.  It  was  a  form  and  face  that  might 
have  recalled  at  once  the  celebrated  description  of  Otway, 
on  a  part  of.  which  we  have  already  unconsciously  en- 
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croached,  and  the  remaining   part   of  which  we  shall 
wholly  borrow: — 

'*  On  her  crooked  shoulders  had  she  wrapp*d 
The  tBtter'd  remnants  of  an  old  stript  hanginf^, 
That  served  to  keep  her  carcass  from  the  cold, 
So  there  was  nothing  of  a  piece  ahout  her. 
Her  lower  weeds  were  all  o'er  coarselj  patch'd 
With  different-coloured  rags,  black,  red,  white,  yellow. 
And  seem'd  to  speak  varietj  of  wretchedness.*' 

"  See,"  said  Lester,  "  one  of  the  eyesores  of  our 
village  (I  might  say),  the  only  discontented  person." 

**  What  I  Dame  Darkmans  I "  said  Eilinor,  quickly. 
*^  Ah  I  let  us  turn  back.  I  hate  to  encounter  that  old 
woman;  there  is  something  so  evil  and  savage  in  her 
manner  of  talk, — and  look,  how  she  rates  that  poor  girl^ 
whom  she  has  dragged  or  decoyed  to  assist  her  ! " 

Aram  looked  curiously  on  the  old  hag.  "  Poverty," 
said  he,  <<  makes  some  humble,  but  more  malignant ;  is 
it  not  want  that  grafts  the  devil  on  this  poor  woman's 
nature?  Come,  let  us  accost  her — I  like  conferring  with 
distress." 

"  It  is  hard  labour  this  ?"  said  the  student,  gently. 

The  old  woman  looked  up  askant  —  the  music  of  the 
voice  that  addressed  her  sounded  harsh  on  her  ear. 

"Ay,  ay!"  she  answered.  "  You  fine  gentlefolks  can 
know  what  the  poor  suffer ;  ye  talk  and  ye  talk,  but  ye 
never  assist." 

"  Say  not  so,  dame,"  said  Lester  ;  "  did  I  not  send  you 
but  yesterday  bread  and  money  ?  And  when  did  you  ever 
look  up  at  the  hall  without  obtaining  relief  ?  " 

"  But  the  bread  was  as  dry  as  a  stick,"  growled  the 
hag  :  "  and  the  money,  what  was  it  ?  will  it  last  a  week  ? 
Oh,  yes !  Ye  think  as  much  of  your  doits  and  mites,  as  if 
ye  stripped  yourselves  of  a  comfort  to  give  it  to  us.  Did 
ye  have  a  dish  less — a  'tato  less,  the  day  ye  sent  me — 
your  charity  I  'spose  ye  calls  it  ?  Och  I  fie  I  But  the 
Bible  's  the  poor  cretur*s  comfort." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  yoti  say  that,  dame,"  said  the  good* 
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ratared  Lester ;  "  and  I  forgive  every  thing  else  you  have 
aid,  on  account  of  that  one  sentence." 

The  old  woman  dropped  the  sticks  she  had  just  ga- 
heredy  and  glowered  at  the  speaker's  benevolent  counte- 
lance  with  a  malicious  meaning  in  her  dark  eyes. 

"  An'  ye  do  ?  Well,  I  m  glad  I  please  ye  there.  Och  I 
'es !  the  Bible  's  a  mighty  comfort ;  for  it  says  as  much 
hat  the  rich  man  shall  not  inter  the  kingdom  of  Heaven  ! 
rhere  's  a  truth  for  you,  that  makes  the  poor  folks*  heart 
ihirp  like  a  cricket — ho !  ho  I  /sits  by  the  imbers  of  a 
light,  and  I  thinks  and  thinks  as  how  I  shall  see  you  all 
Kuning ;  and  ye  '11  ask  me  for  a  drop  o'  water,  and  I  shall 
u^h  thtn  from  my  pleasant  seat  with  the  angels.  Och  I 
t't  a  book  for  the  poor  that ! " 

■  The  sisters  shuddered.  "  And  you  think,  then,  that 
rith  envy,  malice,  and  all  uncharitableness  at  your  heart, 
'ou  are  certain  of  Heaven  ?  For  shame  I  Pluck  the 
note  from  your  own  eye  I " 

**  What  sinnifies  praching  ?  Did  not  the  Blessed 
Saviour  come  for  the  poor?  Them  as  has  rags  and  dry 
Mread  here  will  be  ixalted  in  the  nixt  world  ;  an'  if  we  poor 
blk  have  malice  as  ye  calls  it,  whose  fault 's  that  ?  What 
lo  ye  tache  us  ?  Eh  ?  —  Answer  me  that.  Ye  keeps  all 
he  larning  an'  all  the  other  fine  things  to  yoursel',  and 
hen  ye  scould,  and  thritten,  and  hang  us,  'cause  we  are 
lot  as  wise  as  you.  Och  !  there  is  no  jistice  in  the  Lamb, 
f  Heaven  is  not  made  for  us ;  and  the  iverlasting  Hell, 
vith  its  brimstone  and  fire,  and  its  gnawing  an'  gnashing 
)f  teeth,  an*  its  theirst,  an'  its  torture,  an'  its  worm  that 
liver  dies,  for  the  like  o'  you." 

"  Come  !  come  away,"  said  Eliinor,  pulling  her  father's 
irm. 

"And  if,"  said  Aram,  pausing,  "if  I  were  to  say  to  you, 
—name  your  want  and  it  shall  be  fulfilled,  would  you  have 
10  charity  for  me  also  ?" 

"  Umph  I"  returned  the  hag,  "ye  are  the  great  scolard ; 
ind  they  say  ye  knows  what  no  one  else  do.  Till  me  now," 
md  she  approached,  and  familiarly  laid  her  bony  finger  on 
he  student's  arm;  "U'll  me,  —  have  ye  iver,  among  other 
ine  things,  known  poverty  ?  " 
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^<  I  have,  woman  I"  said  Aram,  sternly. 

<<  Och,  ye  have  thtn  I  And  did  ye  not  sit,  and  gloats 
and  eat  up  your  ot^n  heart,  an*  curse  the  sun  that  looked 
so  gay,  an*  the  winged  things  that  played  so  blithe-like,  an' 
scowl  at  the  rich  folk  that  niver  wasted  a  thought  on  ye? 
Tell  me  now,  your  honour,  till  me  1** 

And  the  crone  courtesied  with  a  mock  air  of  beseechiiig 
humility. 

"  I  never  forgot,  even  in  want,  the  love  due  to  my  fid^ 
low-sufferers ;  for,  woman,  we  all  suffer, — the  rich  and  the 
poor :  there  are  worse  pangs  than  those  of  want  I " 

"  Ye  think  there  be,  do  ye  ?  That's  a  comfort, — umph  1 
Well,  1*11  till  ye  now,  I  feel  a  rispict  for  you,  that  I  don^ 
for  the  rest  on  *em :  for  your  face  does  not  insult  me  witii 
being  cheary  like  theirs  yonder ;  an*  I  have  noted  ye  walk 
in  the  dusk  with  your  eyes  down  and  your  arms  crossed  $ 
an*  I  have  said, — that  man  I  do  not  hate,  somehow^  for  lie 
has  something  dark  at  his  heart  like  me  I** 

"  The  lot  of  earth  is  woe,**  answered  Aram,  calmly,  yet 
shrinking  back  from  the  crone's  touch ;  <<  judge  we  cfaik 
ritably,  and  act  we  kindly  to  each  other.  There  —  thk 
money  is  not  much,  but  it  will  light  your  hearth  and  heap 
your  table  without  toil,  for  some  days  at  least  I*' 

'<  Thank  your  honour :  an*  what  think  you  Fll  do  with 
the  money  ?  ** 

"What?** 

"Drink,  drink,  drink  I"  cried  the  hag,  fiercdy.  "There^ 
nothing  like  drink  for  the  poor,  for  thin  we  fancy  ourselt 
what  we  wish;  and,**  sinking  her  voice  into  a  whisper,  **I 
thinks  thin  that  I  have  my  foot  on  the  billies  of  the  ridi 
folks,  and  my  hands  twisted  about  their  intraib,  and  I  hear 
them  shriek,  and — thin  Tm  happy. 

"  Go  home  I**  said  Aram,  turning  away,  "and  open  the 
Book  of  Life  with  other  thoughts.** 

The  little  party  proceeded,  and,  looking  back,  Lester 
saw  the  old  woman  gaze  after  them,  till  a  turn  in  the 
winding  valley  hid  her  from  his  sight. 

"  That  is  a  strange  person,  Aram  ;  scarcely  a  favonTw 
able  specimen  of  the  happy  English  peasant/'  said  LesteTy 
smiling. 
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<<Yet  they  say,"  added  Madeline,  ^^that  she  was  not 
dways  the  same  perverse  and  hateful  creature  she  is  now.*' 
i      **Ay,"  said  Aram ;  "  and  what,  then,  is  her  history  ?'* 

^Why,^  replied  Madeline,  slightly  blushing  to  find 
befsdf  mode  the  narrator  of  a  story,  ^'some  forty  years 
ago  this  woman,  so  gaunt  and  hideous  now,  was  the  beauty 
of  the  village.  She  married  an  Irish  soldier,  whose  regi- 
ment passed  through  Grassdale,  and  was  heard  of  no  more 
tSi  about  ten  years  back,  when  she  returned  to  her  native 
place,  the  discontented,  envious,  altered  being  you  now 
see  her.'* 

**  She  is  not  reserved  in  regard  to  her  past  life,"  said 
Lester.  **  She  is  too  happy  to  seize  the  attention  of  any 
one  to  whom  she  can  pour  forth  her  dark  and  angry  confi- 
dence. She  saw  her  husband,  who  was  afterwards  dis- 
missed the  service — a  strong,  powerful  man,  a  giant  of  his 
tribe,-— pine  and  waste,  inch  by  inch,  from  mere  physical 
want,  and  at  last  literally  die  from  hunger.  It  happened 
tkat  they  had  settled  in  the  county  in  which  her  husband 
was  bom,  and  in  that  county,  those  frequent  famines  which 
are  the  scourge  of  Ireland  were  for  two  years  especially 
severe.  You  may  note  that  the  old  woman  has  a  strong 
vein  of  coarse  eloquence  at  her  conmiand,  perhaps  acquired 
m  (for  it  partakes  of  the  natural  character  of)  the  country 
in  which  she  lived  so  long ;  and  it  would  literally  thrill 
you  with  horror  to  hear  her  descriptions  of  the  misery  and 
destitution  that  she  witnessed,  and  amidst  which  her  hus- 
band breathed  his  last.  Out  of  four  children,  not  one  sur- 
vives. One,  an  infant,  died  within  a  week  of  the  father ; 
two  sons  were  executed,  one  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  one  a 
year  older,  for  robbery  committed  under  aggravated  cir- 
cumstances ;  and  a  fourth,  a  daughter,  died  in  the  hospi- 
tals of  London.  The  old  woman  became  a  wanderer  and 
a  vagrant,  and  was  at  length  passed  to  her  native  parish, 
where  she  has  since  dwelt.  These  are  the  misfortunes 
which  have  turned  her  blood  to  gall ;  and  these  are  the 
causes  which  fill  her  with  so  bitter  a  hatred  against  those 
whom  wealth  has  preserved  from  sharing  or  witnessing  a 
fiUe  similar  to  hers." 

**  Oh  1"  said  Aram,  in  a  low,  but  deep  tone,  **  wYi«a 
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—  when  will  these  hideous  disparities  be  banished  fronl  the 
'world?  How  many  noble  natures — ^how  many  glorious 
hbpes — how  much  of  the  seraph's  intellect,  have  been 
crushed  into  the  mire,  or  blasted  into  guilt,  by  the  mere 
force  of  physical  want  I  What  are  the  temptations  of 
the  rich  to  those  of  the  poor  ?  Yet,  see  how  lenient  we 
are  to  the  crimes  of  the  one  —  how  relentless  to  those 
of  the  other !  It  is  a  bad  world ;  it  makes  a  man's  heart 
sick  to  look  around  him.  The  consciousness  of  how  little 
individual  genius  can  do  to  relieve  the  mass,  grinds  out,  as 
with  a  stone,  all  that  is  generous  in  ambition ;  and  to 
aspire  from  the  level  of  life  is  but  to  be  more  grasping!  j 
selfish." 

"  Can  legislators,  or  the  moralists  that  instruct  legist 
lators,  do  so  little,  then,  towards  universal  good  ? "  said 
Lester,  doubtingly. 

"Why,  what  can  they  do  but  forward  civilisation? 
And  what  is  civilisation,  but  an  increase  of  human  dis^ 
parities?  The  more  the  luxury  of  the  few,  the  more 
startling  the  wants,  and  the  more  galling  the  sense,  of 
poverty.  Even  the  dreams  of  the  philanthropist  only  tend 
towards  equality ;  and  where  is  equality  to  be  found,  but 
in  the  state  of  the  savage  ?  No :  I  thought  otherwise  once; 
but  I  now  regard  the  vast  lazar-house  around  us  without 
hope  of  relief; — death  is  the  sole  physician  I" 

"  Ah,  no,"  said  the  high-souled  Madeline,  eagerly ;  '*do 
not  take  away  from  us  the  best  feeling  and  the  highest 
desire  we  can  cherish.  How  poor,  even  in  this  beautiful 
world,  with  the  warm  sun  and  fresh  air  about  us,  that 
alone  are  sufficient  to  make  us  glad,  would  be  life,  if  we 
could  not  make  the  happiness  of  others  ! " 

Aram  looked  at  the  beautiful  speaker  with  a  soft  and 
half-mournful  smile.  There  is  one  very  peculiar  pleasure 
that  we  feel  as  we  grow  older, — it  is  to  see  embodied,  in 
another  and  a  more  lovely  shape,  the  thoughts  and  senti- 
ments we  once  nursed  ourselves ;  it  is  as  if  we  viewed 
before  us  the  incarnation  of  our  own  youth ;  and  it  is  no 
wonder  that  we  are  warmed  towards  the  object,  that  thus 
seems  the  living  apparition  of  all  that  was  brightest  in 
ourselves !      It  was  with  this  sentiment  that  Aram  now 
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gazed  on  Madeline.  She  felt  the  gaze,  and  her  heart  beat 
delightedly  ;  but  she  sunk  at  once  into  a  silence,  which  she 
did  not  break  during  the  rest  of  their  walk. 

**  I  do  not  say,"  said  Aram,  after  a  pause,  <'  that  we 
are  not  able  to  make  the  happiness  of  those  immediately 
around  us.  I  speak  only  of  what  we  can  effect  for  the 
mass.  And  it  is  a  deadening  thought  to  mental  ambition, 
tiiat  the  circle  of  happiness  we  can  create  is  formed  more 
by  our  moral  than  our  mental  qualities.  A  warm  heart, 
though  accompanied  but  by  .a  mediocre  understanding,  is 
even  more  likely  to  promote  the  happiness  of  those  around, 
than  are  the  absorbed  and  abstract,  though  kindly,  powers 
of  a  more  elevated  genius :  but  (observing  Lester  about  to 
interrupt  him)  let  us  turn  from  this  topic, — let  us  turn 
from  man*s  weakness  to  the  glories  of  the  mother-nature, 
from  which  he  sprung." 

And  kindling, as  he  ever  did,  the  moment  he  approached 
a  subject  so  dear  to  his  studies,  Aram  now  spoke  of  the 
stars,  which  began  to  sparkle  forth, — of  the  vast,  illimit- 
able career  which  recent  science  had  opened  to  the  imagin- 
ation,— and  of  the  old,  bewildering,  yet  eloquent,  theories, 
which  from  age  to  age  had  at  once  misled  and  elevated  the 
conjecture  of  past  sages.  All  this  was  a  theme  which 
his  'listeners  loved  to  listen  to,  and  Madeline  not  the 
least.  Youth,  beauty,  pomp,  what  are  these,  in  point  of 
attraction,  to  a  woman's  heart,  when  compared  to  elo- 
quence?— The  magic  of  the  tongue  is  the  most  dangerous 
of  all  spells  I 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

■-« 

THE  PRIVILEGE  OP  GENIUS. LESTER*S  SATISFACTION  A^ 

THE  ASPECT   OF    EVENTS.  —  HIS  CONVERSATION  WITll 
WALTER.  —  A  DISCOVERY. 

"  Ak^  I  am  for  Lidian : 

This  accident,  no  doubt,  will  draw  bim  from  bis  bermit's  life  t"  ; 

*  *  *  * 

*  *  *  * 
%                  *            .       *  • 

I  *  •  •  »  . 

Lis,  Spare  my  grief,  and  apprebend 
Wbat  I  sbould  speak." 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher  :  The  Lover*s  Progress. 

In  the  course  of  the  various  conversations  our  family  of 
Grassdale  enjoyed  with  their  singular  neighbour, it  appeared 
that  his  knowledge  had  not  been  confined  to  the  closet: 
at  times,  he  dropped  remarks  which  shewed  that  he  had 
been  much  among  cities,  and  travelled  with  the  design,  or 
at  least  with  the  vigilance,  of  the  observer ;  but  he  did  nol 
love  to  be  drawn  into  any  detailed  accounts  of  what  he 
had  seen,  or  whither  he  had  been  :  an  habitual,  though  k 
gentle,  reserve,  kept  watch  over  the  past — not,  indeed,  that 
character  of  reserve  which  excites  the  doubt,  but  which 
inspires  the  interest.  His  most  gloomy  moods  were  rather 
abrupt  and  fitful  than  morose,  and  his  usual  bearing  wae 
calm,  soft,  and  even  tender. 

There  is  a  certain  charm  aVbut  great  superiority  of  in- 
tellect that  winds  into  deep  affections,  which  a  much  more 
constant  and  even  amiability  of  manners  in  lesser  men 
oflen  fails  to  reach.  Genius  makes  many  enemies,  but  ft 
makes  sure  friends — friends  who  forgive  much,  who  en- 
dure long,  who  exact  little :  they  partake  of  the  character 
of  disciples  as  well  as  friends.  There  lingers  about  the 
human  heart  a  strong  inclination  to  look  upward— -to 
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ifevere :  in  this  inclination  lies  the  source  of  religion,  of 
loyalty,  and  also  of  the  worship  and  immortality  which  are 
rendered  so  cheerfully  to  the  great  of  old.  And,  in  truth, 
it  is  a  divine  pleasure  I  admiration  seems  in  some  measure 
to  appropriate  to  ourselves  the  qualities  it  honours  in 
others.  We  wed, —  we  root  ourselves  to  the  natures  we 
80  love  to  contemplate,  and  their  life  grows  a  part  of  our 
own.  Thus  when  a  great  man,  who  has  engrossed  our 
thoughts,  our  conjectures,  our  homage,  dies,  a  gap  seems 
suddenly  left  in  the  world  ;  a  wheel  in  the  mechanism  of 
our  own  being  appears  abruptly  stilled  ;  a  portion  of  our- 
sdves,  and  not  our  worst  portion,  — -  for  how  many  pure, 
high,  generous  sentiments  it  contains, — dies  with  him  I 
Yes  I  it  is  this  love,  so  rare,  so  exalted,  and  so  denied  to 
all  ordinary  men,  which  is  the  especial  privilege  of  great- 
ness, whether  that  greatness  be  shewn  in  wisdom,  in  en- 
terprise, in  virtue,  or  even,  till  the  world  learns  better,  in 
the  more  daring  and  lofty  order  of  crime.  A  Socrates 
may  claim  it  to-day  —  a  Napoleon  to-morrow;  6ay,  a 
brigand  chief,  illustrious  in  the  circle  in  which  he  lives, 
may  call  it  forth  no  less  powerfully  than  the  generous  fail- 
ings of  a  Byron,  or  the  sublime  excellence  of  the  greater 
MUton. 

Lester  saw  with  evident  complacency  the  passion  grow- 
ing up  between  his  friend  and  his  daughter;  he  looked 
upon  it  as  a  tie  that  would  permanently  reconcile  Aram  to, 
the  hearth  of  social  and  domestic  life ;  a  tie  that  would 
constitute  the  happiness  of  his  daughter,  and  secure  to  him- 
self a  relation  in  the  man  he  felt  most  inclined,  of  all  he 
knew,  to  honour  and  esteem.  He  remarked  in  the  gentle- 
ness and  calm  temper  of  Aram  much  that  was  calculated 
to  ensure  domestic  peace ;  and,  knowing  the  peculiar  dis- 
position of  Madeline,  he  felt  that  she  was  exactly  the  per- 
son,  not  only  to  bear  with  the  peculiarities  of  the  student, 
but  to  venerate  their  source.  In  short,  the  more  he  con- 
templated the  idea  of  this  alliance,  the  more  he  was 
charmed  with  its  probability. 

Musing  on  this  subject,  the  good  squire  was  one  day 
walking  in  his  garden,  when  he  perceived  his  nephew  at 
some  distance,  and  remarked  that  Walter,  on  seemg  YvVm^ 
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was  about,  instead  of  coming  forward  to  meet  him,  to  tunf 
down  an  alley  in  an  opposite  direction.  'v 

A  little  pained  at  this,  and  remembering  that  Walter. 
had  of  late  seemed  estranged  from  himself,  and  greatly 
altered  from  the  high  and  cheerful  spirits  natural  to  bitt 
temper,  Lester  called  to  his  nephew:  and  Walter,  re^ 
luctantly  and  slowly  changing  his  purpose  of  avoidancey) 
advanced  and  met  him.  • 

"  Why,  Walter  I "  said  the  uncle,  taking  his  arm,  "  thk 
is  somewhat  unkind  to  shun  me ;  are  you  engaged  in  any- 
pursuit  that  requires  secrecy  or  haste  ?  " 

"  No,  indeed,  sir  I "  said  Walter,  with  some  embarraas-i 
ment ;  "  but  I  thought  you  seemed  wrapped  in  reflection, 
and  would  naturally  dislike  being  disturbed." 

"  Hem  I  As  to  that,  I  have  no  reflections  I  wish  conn 
cealed  from  you,  Walter,  or  which  might  not  be  benefited 
by  your  advice."  The  youth  pressed  his  uncle's  hand,  but 
made  no  reply  ;  and  Lester,  after  a  pause,  continued: —  .. 

"  You  seem,  Walter,  I  am  most  delighted  to  thinks 
entirely  to  have  oveicome  the  little  unfavourable  prepos* 
session  which  at  flrst  you  testified  towards  our  exceUeat 
neighbour.  And,  for  my  part,  I  think  he  appears  to  be 
especially  attracted  towards  yourself :  he  seeks  your  com<r- 
pany ;  and  to  me  he  always  speaks  of  you  in  terms  which, 
coming  from  such  a  quarter,  give  me  the  most  lively 
gratification." 

Walter  bowed  his  head,  but  not  in  the  delighted  vanity 
with  which  a  young  man  generally  receives  the  assurance 
of  another's  praise. 

"I  own,"  renewed  Lester,  "that  I  consider  our  friends 
ship  with  Aram  one  of  the  most  fortunate  occurrences  in 
my  life ;  at  least,"  added  he,  with  a  sigh,  "  of  late  years. 
I  doubt  not  but  you  must  have  observed  the  partiality 
with  which  our  dear  Madeline  evidently  regards  him ;  and 
yet  more,  the  attachment  to  her,  which  breaks  forth  from 
Aram,  in  spite  of  his  habitual  reserve  and  self-controL 
You  have  surely  noted  this,  Walter  ?  " 

"  I  have,"  said  Walter,  in  a  low  tone,  and  turning 
away  his  head. 

"  And  doubtless  you  share  my  satisfaction.  It  happens 
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Ibftimaiely  now,  that  Madeline  early  contracted  that  stu-^ 
dioos  and  thoughtful  turn,  which,  I  must  own,  at  one  time 
gave  me  some  uneasiness  and  vexation.  It  has  taught  her 
to  appreciate  the  value  of  a  mind  like  Aram's.  Formerly, 
my  dear  boy,  I  hoped  that  at  one  time  or  another  she  and 
yourself  might  form  a  dearer  connexion  than  that  of 
eousins.  But  I  was  disappointed,  and  I  am  now  consoled* 
And  indeed  I  think  there  is  that  in  Ellinor  which  might 
be  yet  more  calculated  to  render  you  happy ;  that  is,  if 
the  bias  of  your  mind  should  ever  lean  that  way." 

"  You  are  very  good,"  said  Walter,  bitterly.  "  I  own 
I  am  not  flattered  by  your  selection ;  nor  do  I  see  why 
the  plainest  and  least  brilliant  of  the  two  sisters  must 
necessarily  be  the  fittest  for  me.'* 

"  Nay,"  replied  Lester,  piqued,  and  justly  angry ;  "  I 
do  not  think,  even  if  Madeline  have  the  advantage  of  her 
sister,  that  you  can  find  any  fault  with  the  personal  or 
mental  attractions  of  Ellinor.  But,  indeed,  this  is  not  a 
matter  in  which  relations  should  interfere.  I  am  far  from 
any  wish  to  prevent  you  from  choosing  throughout  the 
world  any  one  whom  you  may  prefer.  AH  I  hope  is,  that 
your  future  wife  will  be  like  Ellinor  in  kindness  of  heart 
and  sweetness  of  temper." 

"  From  choosing  throughout  the  world  I "  repeated 
Walter  :  "and  how  in  this  nook  am  I  to  see  the  world  ?" 

**  Walter,  your  voice  is  reproachful  I — Do  I  deserve 
it?" 

Walter  was  silent 

**  I  have  of  late  observed,"  continued  Lester,  "  and 
with  wounded  feelings,  that  you  do  not  give  me  the  same 
confidence,  or  meet  me  with  the  same  affection,  that  you 
once  delighted  me  by  manifesting  towards  me.  I  know  of 
no  cause  for  this  change.  Do  not  let  us,  my  son,  for  I  may 
80  call  you — do  not  let  us,  as  we  grow  older,  grow  also 
more  apart  Time  divides  with  a  sufficient  demarcation 
the  young  from  the  old ;  why  deepen  the  necessary  line  ? 
You  know  well,  that  I  have  never  from  your  childhood 
insisted  heavily  on  a  guardian  s  authority.  I  have  always 
loved  to  contribute  to  your  enjoyments,  and  shewn  you 
how  devoted  I  am  to  your  interests,  by  the  very  frankness 
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with  which  I  have  consulted  you  on  my  own.  If  there  be 
now  on  your  mind  any  secret  grievance,  or  any  seortA 
wish,  speak  it,  Walter,— ^  you  are  alone  with  the  friend  oil 
earth  who  loves  you  best  r'  '- 

Walter  was  wholly  overcome  by  this  address  \  hB 
pressed  his  good  uncle's  hand  to  his  lips,  and  it  was  some 
moments  before  he  mustered  self-composure  sufficient  to 
reply, 

*^  You  have  ever,  ever  been  to  me  all  that  the  kinde^ 
parent,  the  tenderest  friend,  could  have  been : — believe  m^ 
I  am  not  ungrateful.  If  of  late  I  have  been  altered,  the 
cause  is  not  in  you.  Let  me  speak  freely :  you  encourage 
me  to  do  so.  I  am  young,  my  temper  is  restless:  I  have 
a  love  of  enterprise  and  adventure :  is  it  not  natural  that 
I  should  long  to  see  the  world  ?  Thb  is  the  cause  of  my 
late  abstraction  of  mind.  I  have  now  told  you  all :  it  is 
foir  you  to  decide." 

Lester  looked  wistfully  on  his  nephew's  countenanoe 
before  he  replied — 

^<  It  is  as  I  gathered,**  said  he,  ^^  from  various  remarks 
which  you  have  lately  let  fall.  I  cannot  blame  your  wish 
to  leave  us ;  it  is  certainly  natural ;  nor  can  I  oppose  it 
Go,  Walter,  when  you  will." 

The  young  man  turned  round  with  a  lighted  eye  and 
flushed  cheek. 

"  And  why,  Walter,"  said  Lester,  interrupting  his 
thanks,  ^'  why  this  surprise  ?  why  this  long  doubt  of  my 
affection  ?  Could  you  believe  I  should  refuse  a  wish  that, 
at  your  age,  I  should  have  expressed  myself?  You  have 
wronged  me ;  you  might  have  saved  a  world  of  pain  to  us 
both  by  acquainting  me  with  your  desire  when  it  was  first 
formed :  but,  enough.  I  see  Madeline  and  Aram  approach* 
— let  us  join  them  now,  and  to-morrow  we  will  arrange 
the  time  and  method  of  your  departure." 

"  Forgive  me,  sir,"  said  Walter,  stopping  abruptly  as 
the  glow  faded  from  his  cheek,  <<  I  have  not  yet  recovered 
myself;  I  am  not  fit  for  other  society  than  yours.  Excuse 
my  joining  my  cousin,  and " 

*^  Walter  I "  said  Lester,  also  stopping  short,  and  look- 
ing full  on  his  nephew ;  <<  a  painful  thought  flashes  upon 
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pie  I  Would  to  Heaven  I  may  be  wrong  I-—* Have  you 
fi^fwfelt  for  Madeline  more  tenderly  than  for  her  sister?" 
:  Walter  literally  trembled  as  he  stood*  The  tears 
rushed  into  Lester's  eyes : — he  grasped  his  nephew's  hand 
warmly, — 

..  **  God  eomfort  thee,  my  poor  boy  I "  said  he,  with  great 
omotion ;  ^*  I  never  dreamed  of  this." 

Walter  felt  now  that  he  was  understood.  He  grate* 
folly  returned  the  pressure  of  his  uncle's  hand,  and  then, 
withdrawing  his  own,  darted  down  one  of  the  intersecting 
walks,  and  was  almost  instantly  out  of  sight. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  STATE  OF  WALTER'S  MIND.— ^AN  ANGLER  AND  A  MAN 
.    OP  THE  WORLD. — A  COMPANION  FOUND  FOR  WALTER. 

*'  This  great  disease  for  love  I  dre,* 
There  is  do  tongue  can  tell  the  wo  j 
I  loye  the  love  that  loves  not  me, 
I  may  not  mend,  but  mourning  mo." 

The  Mourning  Maiden, 

*'  I  in  these  flowery  meads  would  be, 
,  These  crystal  streams  should  solace  me. 

To  whose  harmonious  bubbling  voice 
I  with  my  angle  would  rejoice." 

IzAAK  Walton. 

When  Walter  left  his  uncle,  he  hurried,  scarcely  con- 
scious of  his  steps,  towards  his  favourite  haunt  by  the 
water-side.  From  a  child,  he  had  singled  out  that  scene 
as  the  witness  of  his  early  sorrows  or  boyish  schemes ; 
and  still,  the  solitude  of  the  place  cherished  the  habits  of 
his  boyhood. 

Long  had  he,  unknown  to  himself,  nourished  an  attach- 
ment to  his  beautiful  cousin ;  nor  did  he  awaken  to  the 

•  Bear. 
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secret  of  his  heart,  until,  with  an  agonising  jealousy,  he 
penetrated  the  secret  at  her  own.  The  reader  has,  doubt-" 
less,  already  perceived  that  it  was  this  jealousy  which  at 
the  first  occasioned  Walter*s  dislike  to  Aram :  the  consO" 
lation  of  that  dislike  was  forbid  him  now.  The  gentle* 
liess  and  forbearance  of  the  student's  deportment  had  taken 
away  all  ground  of  offence;  and  Walter  had  sufficient 
generosity  to  acknowledge  his  merits,  while  tortured  by 
their  effect.  Silently,  till  this  day,  he  had  gnawed  hui 
heart,  and  found  for  its  despair  no  confidant  and  no  com- 
fort. The  only  wish  that  he  cherished  was  a  feverish  and 
gloomy  desire  to  leave  the  scene  which  witnessed  the  tri- 
umph of  his  rival.  Every  thing  around  had  become  hateful 
to  his  eyes,  and  a  curse  hsicl  lighted  upon  the  face  of 
home.  He  thought  now,  with  a  bitter  satisfaction,  that 
his  escape  was  at  hand ;  in  a  few  days  he  might  be  rid  oi 
the  gall  and  the  pang,  which  every  moment  of  his  stay  at 
Grassdale  inflicted  upon  him.  The  sweet  voice  of  Made- 
line he  should  hear  no  more,  subduing  its  silver  sound  for 
his  rivals  ear:  —  no  more  he  should  watch  apart,  and 
himself  unheeded,  how  timidly  her  glance  roved  in  search 
of  another,  or  how  vividly  her  cheek  flushed  when  the 
step  of  that  happier  one  approached.  Many  miles  would 
at  least  shut  out  this  picture  from  his  view ;  and  in  ab« 
sence,  was  it  not  possible  that  he  might  teach  himself  to 
forget  ?  Thus  meditating,  he  arrived  at  the  banks  of  the 
little  brooklet,  and  was  awakened  from  his  revery  by  the 
sound  of  his  own  name.  He  started,  and  saw  the  old 
corporal  seated  on  the  stump  of  a  tree,  and  busily  em- 
ployed in  fixing  to  his  line  the  mimic  likeness  of  what 
anglers,  and,  for  aught  we  know,  the  rest  of  the  world^^ 
call  the  «  violet-fly." 

"  Ha  I  master, — at  my  day's  work,  you  see ; — fit  for 
nothing  else  now.  When  a  musket's  half  worn  out,  school- 
boys buy  it — pop  it  at  sparrows.  I  be  like  the  musket  1 
but  never  mind — have  not  seen  the  world  for  nothing* 
We  get  reconciled  to  all  things :  that's  my  way — augh  I 
Now,  sir,  you  shall  watch  me  catch  the  finest  trout  you 
have  seen  this  summer :  know  where  he  lies — under  the 
bush  yonder.     Whi — sh  I  sir,  whi — sh  I " 
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The  corporal  now  gave  his  warrior  soul  up  to  the  due 
guidance  of  the  violet-fly :  now  he  wl^ipped  it  lightly  on 
^e  wave ;  now  he  slid  it  coquettishly  along  the  surface ; 
now  it  floated,  like  an  unconscious  beauty,  carelessly 
with  the  tide;  and  now,  like  an  artful  prude,  it  aflected 
4o  loiter  by  the  way,  or  to  steal  into  designing  obscurity 
under  the  shade  of  some  overhanging  bank.  But  none  of 
these  manoeuvres  captivated  the  wary  old  trout,  on  whose 
acquisition  the  corporal  had  set  his  heart ;  and,  what  was 
especially'  provoking,  the  angler  could  see  distinctly  the 
dark  outline  of  the  intended  victim,  as  it  lay  at  the  bottom, 
— like  some  well-regulated  bachelor,  who  eyes  from  afar 
the  charms  he  has  discreetly  resolved  to  neglect. 

The  corporal  waited  till  he  could  no  longer  blind  him* 
self  to  the  displeasing  fact  that  the  violet-fly  was  wholly 
ioefficacious ;  he  then  drew  up  his  line,  and  replaced  the 
contemned  beauty  of  the  violet-fly  with  the  novel  attrac- 
tioDB  of  the  yellow-dun. 

**  Now,  sir,"  whispered  he,  lifting  up  his  finger,  and 
nodding  sagaciously  to  Walter.  Softly  dropped  the  jeU 
low-dun  upon  the  water,  and  swiftly  did  it  glide  before 
the  gaze  of  the  latent  trout;  and  now  the  trout  seemed 
aroused  from  his  apathy,  behold  he  moved  forward,  ba- 
lancing himself  on  his  fins ;  now  he  slowly  ascended 
towards  the  surface  :  you  might  see  all  the  speckles  of  his 
coat: — the* corporars  heart  stood  still — he  is  now  at  a 
convenient  distance  from  the  yellow-dun ;  lo,  he  surveys  it 
steadfastly ;  he  ponders,  he  see-saws  himself  to  and  fro.  The 
yellow-dun  sails  away  in  aflected  indifference ;  that  in- 
difierence  whets  the  appetite  of  the  hesitating  gazer ;  he 
darts  forward ;  he  is  opposite  the  yellow-dun, — he  pushes 
his  nose  against  it  with  an  eager  rudeness, — he — no,  he 
does  not  bite,  he  recoils,  he  gazes  again  with  surprise  and 
saspicion  on  the  little  charmer ;  he  fades  back  slowly  into 
the  deeper  water,  and  then,  suddenly  turning  his  tail 
towards  the  disappointed  bait,  he  makes  ofl*  as  fast  as  he 
can, — yonder,  —  yonder,  and  disappears  I  No,  that's  he 
leaping  yonder  from  the  wave :  Jupiter !  what  a  noble 
fellow  I  What  leaps  he  at  ? — A  real  fly !  "  D — n  his  eyes  I " 
growled  the  corporal. 
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^*  You  might  bave  caught  him  with  a  minnow/' said 
Walter,  speaking  for  the  first  time* 

"  Minnow  1"  repeated  the  corporal,  gruffly ;  "  ask  your 
honour's  pardon.  Minnow! — I  have  fished  with  th^ 
yellow-dun  these  twenty  years,  and  never  knew  it  £eu1 
before.  Minnow  I  —  baugh  I  But  ask  pardon  ;  your 
honour  is  very  welcome  to  fish  with  a  minnow,  if  yo^ 
please  it" 

^^  Thank  you,  Bunting.  And  pray  what  sport  have 
you  had  to-day  ?  " 

*^  Oh, — good,  good,"  quoth  the  corporal,  snatching  up 
his  basket  and  closing  the  cover,  lest  the  young  squire 
should  pry  into  it.  No  man  is  more  tenacious  of  his 
secrets  tiian  your  true  angler.  *^  Sent  the  best  home  two 
hours  ago ;  one  weighed  three  pounds  on  the  fsuth  of  a 
man;  indeed,  I'm  satisfied  now;  time  to  give  up:"  and 
the  corporal  began  to  disjoint  his  rod. 

"  Ah,  sir  I "  said  he,  with  a  half  sigh,  "  a  pretty  river 
this,  don't  mean  to  say  it  is  not ;  but  the  river  Lea  for  my 
money.  You  know  the  Lea  ? — ^not  a  morning's  walk  from 
Lunnun.  Mary  Gibson,  my  first  sweetheart,  lived  by  the 
bridge, — caught  such  a  trout  there  by  the  by  I — had 
beautiful  eyes — black,  round  as  a  cherry — five  feet  eight 
without  shoes — ^might  have  listed  in  the  forty-second.** 

**  Who,  Bunting  I "  said  Walter,  smiling ;  **  the  lady  or 
the  trout  ?  " 

"Aughl  —  baugh  1—- what?  Oh,  laughing  at  me, 
your  honour;  you're  welcome,  sir.  Love's  a  silly  thing 
— know  the  world  now — have  not  fallen  in  love  these  ten 
years.  I  doubt — no  ofience,  sir,  no  offence  —  I  doubt 
whether  your  honour  and  Miss  EUinor  can  say  as 
much." 

"i  and  Miss  Ellinor  1 — ^¥ou  forget  yourself  strangely, 
Bunting,"  said  Walter,  colouring  with  anger. 

"Beg  pardon,  sir,  beg  pardon — rough  soldier — lived 
away  from  the  world  so  long,  words  slipped  out  of  my 
mouth — absent  without  leave." 

"But  why,"  said  Walter,  smothering  or  conquering 

his  vexation, — "  why  couple  me  with  Miss  Ellinor  ?     Did 

j-ou  imagine  that  we— we  were  in  love  with  each  other  ?  ** 
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^  Indeed,  sir,^  and  if  I  did,  't  is  no  more  than  my 
teighbonrs  imagine  too." 

**  Humph  I  Your  neighbours  are  very  silly,  then,  and 
•iary  wrong." 

^*  3eg  pardon,  sir,  again*- ^Jways  getting  askew.  In- 
lead  some  did  say  it  was  Miss  Madeline,  but  I  says,^-«ay8 
4 — ^  No  I  I'm  a  man  of  the  world — see  through  a  mill- 
tone  ;  Miss  Madeline's  too  easy  like ;  Miss  Nelly  blushes 
fhesk  he  speaks ;'  scarlet  is  Love's  regimentals— 4t  was  ours 
Q  the  fortynsecond,  edged  with  yellow — pepper-and-salt 
wntaloons  I  For  my  part  I  think, — ^but  I  've  no  business 
o  think,  howsomever — baugh !" 

**  Piay  what  do  you  think,  Mr.  Bunting  ?  Why  do 
pon  hesitate?" 

**  Traid  of  offence — ^but  I  do  think  that  Master  Aram — 
'onr  honour  understands — howsomever  squire's  daughter 

00  great  a  match  for  such  as  he  I " 

Walter  did  not  answer ;  and  the  garrulous  old  soldier, 
rho  had  been  the  young  man's  playmate  and  companion 
ince  Walter  was  a  boy,  and  was  therefore  accustomed  to 
be  fiuniliarity  with  which  he  now  spoke,  continued,  min- 
jling  with  his  abrupt  prolixity  an  occasional  shrewdness  of 
ihservation,  which  shewed  that  he  was  no  inattentive  com- 
oentator  on  the  little  and  quiet  world  around  him, — 

"Free  to  confess.  Squire  Walter,  that  I  don't  quite 
ike  this  lamed  man,  as  much  as  the  rest  of  'em — some- 
hing  queer  about  him — can't  see  to  the  bottom  of  him — 
lon't  think  he's  quite  so  meek  and  lamblike  as  he  seems: 
—once  saw  a  calm  dead  pool  in  foren  parts — ^peered  down 
(ito  it— 4>y  little  and  little,  my  eye  got  used  to  it — saw 
omething  dark  at  the  bottom — stared  and  stared — by 
Tupiter — a  great  big  alligator! — walked  off  immediately 
—never  liked  quiet  pools  since — augh,  no  I " 

*^  An  argument  against  quiet  pools,  perhaps.  Bunting ; 
lut  scarcely  against  quiet  people." 

**  Don't  know  as  to  that,  your  honour — ^much  of  a  much- 
less.  I  have  seen  Master  Aram,  demure  as  he  looks,  start, 
ind  bite  his  lip,  and  change  colour,  and  frown — ^he  has  an 
igly  frown,  I  can  tell  ye, — when  he  thought  no  one  nigh. 

1  man  who  gets  in  a  passion  with  himself  may  \>e  ftoon 
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out  of  temper  with  others.  Free  to  confess,  I  shodld  nab 
like  to  see  him  married  to  that  stately,  beautiful,  young  ladj" 
' — ^but  they  do  gossip  about  it  in  the  village.  If  it  is  nofc' 
true,  better  put  the  squire  on  his  guard — false  rumovus 
often  beget  truths — beg  pardon,  your  honour — no  busine«  li 
of  mine — baughl  But  I'm  a  lone  man,  who  have  sees 
the  world,  and  I  thiniss  on  the  things  around  me,  and  I 
turns  over  the  quid — ^now  on  this  side,  now  on  the  other — 
'tis  my  way,  sir — and — but  I  ofltend  your  honour."  c- 

'*  Not  at  all ;  I  know  you  are  an  honest  man,  Buntiogy 
and.  well  affected  to  our  family :  at  the  same  time,  it  it^ 
neither  prudent  nor  charitable  to  speak  harshly  of  our 
'neighbours  without  sufficient  cause.  And  really  you  seem 
to  me  to  be  a  little  hasty  in  your  judgment  of  a  man  so 
inoffensive  in  his  habits^  and  so  justly  and  generally  i 
esteemed,  as  Mr.  Aram.'*  'x 

*'  May  be,  sir — may  be, — very  right  what  you  say. 
But  I  thinks  what  I  thinks  all  the  same ;  and,  indeed,  it  is 
a  thing  that  puzzles  me,  how  that  strange-looking  vaga^* 
bond,  as  frighted  the  ladies  so,  and  who.  Miss  Nelly  toM 
me — for  she  saw  them  in  his  pocket — carried  pistols  about 
him,  as  if  he  had  been  among  cannibals  and  Hottentoti, 
instead  of  the  peaceablest  county  that  man  ever  set  foot 
in,  should  boast  of  his  friendship  with  this  lamed  schollard, 
and  pass  a  whole  night  in  his  house !  Birds  of  a  feather 
•flock  together — augh  I — sir  I" 

"  A  man  cannot  surely  be  answerable  for  the  respect- 
ability of  all  his  acquaintances,  even  though  he  feel  obliged 
to  offer  them  the  accommodation  of  a  night's  shelter  ?  " 

'*  Baugh  ! "  grunted  the  corporal.  "  Seen  the  world, 
sir — seen  the  world — young  gentlemen  are  always  so 
good-natured ;  'tis  a  pity,  that  the  more  one  sees  the  more 
suspicious  one  grows.  One  does  not  have  gumption  till 
one  has  been  properly  cheated — one  must  be  made  a  fool 
very  often  in  order  not  to  be  fooled  at  last ! " 

"  Well,  corporal,  I  shall  now  have  opportunities  enough 
of  profiting  by  experience,  I  am  going  to  leave  Grass- 
dale  in  a  few  days,  and  learn  suspicion  and  wisdom  in  the 
great  world." 

"  Augh  !  baugh ! — ^what  ?  "  cried  the  corporal,  starting 
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)nm  the  contemplative  air  which  he  had  hitherto  assumed, 
•.  The  great  world  ? — how  ?  — when  ?  — going  away  ?  — 
who  goes  with  your  honour  ?  " 

'*My  honour's  self;  I  have  no  companion,  unless  you 
IkB  to  attend  me,"  said  Walter,  jestingly :  but  the  cor- 
poral affected,  with  his  natural  shrewdness,  to  take  the 
proposition  in  earnest. 

**II  your  honour's  too  good;  and  indeed,  though  I 
say  it,  sir,  you  might  do  worse  :  not  but  what  I  should  be 
Harry  to  leave  nice  snug  home  here,  and  this  stream, 
tfaoogh  the  trout  have  been  shy  lately, — ah  I  that  was  a 
miBtake  of  yours,  sir,  recommending  the  minnow ;  and 
neighbour  Dealtry,  though  his  ale's  not  so  good  as  't  was 
last  year ;  and — and — ^but,  in  short,  I  always  loved  your 
honour — dandled  you  on  my  knees; — ^you  recollect  the 
broadsword  exercise  ? — one,  two,  three — augh  I  baugh  ! 
-^and  if  your  honour  really  is  going,  why,  rather  than 
fou  should  want  a  proper  person,  who  knows  the  world, 
to  brush  your  coat,  polish  your  shoes,  give  you  good 
advice — on  the  faith  of  a  man,  I'll  go  with  you  myself! " 

This  alacrity  on  the  part  of  the  corporal  was  far  from 
di^leasing  to  Walter.  The  proposal  he  had  at  first  made 
uothinkingly,  he  now  seriously  thought  advisable ;  and  at 
kngth  it  was  settled  that  the  corporal  should  call  the  next 
morning  at  the  manor-house,  and  receive  instructions  as  to 
the  time  and  method  of  their  departure.  Not  forgetting, 
as  the  sagacious  Bunting  delicately  insinuated,  '<the  wee 
settlements  as  to  wages,  and  board-wages,  more  a  matter 
of  form,  like,  than  any  thing  else — augh  I " 
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CHAPTER  X. 

•f 

THE  LOVERS. —  THE  ENCOUNTER  AND  QUARREL  OF  TUB 

RIVALS.  V 

I 

1 

"  Two  such  I  saw,  what  time  the  labourM  ox 
In  bis  loose  traces  from  the  furrow  came.*' — Comta, 

"  Pedro.    Now  do  me  noble  right. 

Rod.    Ill  satisfy  you ; 
But  not  by  the  sword." 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher  :  The  Pilgrim, 

While  Walter  and  the  corporal  enjoyed  the  above  c(Mi 
versation,  Madeline  and  Aram,  whom  Lester  soon  left  i 
themselves,  were  pursuing  their  walk  along  the  solitiMr 
fields.  Their  love  had  passed  from  the  eye  to  the  Iq 
and  now  found  expression  in  words. 

"  Observe,"  said  he,  as  the  light  touch  of  one  who  h 
felt  loved  him  entirely  rested  on  his  arm, — "  Observe,  a 
the  later  summer  now  begins  to  breathe  a  more  variou 
and  mellow  glory  into  the  landscape,  how  singularly  pur 
and  lucid  the  atmosphere  becomes.  When,  two  month 
ago,  in  the  full  flush  of  June,  I  walked  through  the» 
fields,  a  grey  mist  hid  yon  distant  hills  and  the  far  forefi 
from  my  view.  Now,  with  what  a  transparent  stillnes 
the  whole  expanse  of  scenery  spreads  itself  before  w 
And  such,  Madeline,  is  the  change  that  has  come  ove 
myself  since  that  time.  Then  if  I  looked  beyond  th 
limited  present,  all  was  dim  and  indistinct.  Now,  th- 
mist  has  faded  away — the  broad  future  extends  befor 
me,  calm  and  bright  with  the  hope  which  is  borrower 
from  your  love ! " 

We  will  not  tax  the  patience  of  the  reader,  who  seldon 
enters  with  keen  interest  into  the  mere  dialogue  of  love 
with  the  blushing  Madeline's  reply,  or  with  all  the  sof 
▼ows  and   tender  confessions  which   the  rich  poetry  o 
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Aram's  mind  made  yet  more  delicioas  to  the  ear  of  his 
dreaming  and  devoted  mistress. 

"  There  is  one  circumstance,"  said  Aram,  "  which  casts 
a  momentary  shade  on  the  happiness  I  enjoy — my  Made- 
line probably  guesses  its  nature.  I  regret  to  see  that  the 
blessing  of  your  love  must  be  purchased  by  the  misery  of 
another,  and  that  other,  the  nephew  of  my  kind  friend. 
You  have  doubtless  observed  the  melancholy  of  Walter 
Lester,  and  have  long  since  known  its  origin  ?" 

"  Indeed,  Eugene,"  answered  Madeline,  "  it  has  given 
me  great  pain  to  note  what  you  refer  to,  for  it  would  be  a 
false  delicacy  in  me  to  deny  that  I  have  observed  it.  But 
Walter  is  young  and  high-spirited ;  nor  do  I  think  he  is 
of  a  nature  to  love  long  where  there  is  no  return  I " 

"  And  what,"  said  Aram,  sorrowfully, — "  what  deduc- 
tion from  reason  can  ever  apply  to  love  ?  Love  is  a  very 
contradiction  of  all  the  elements  of  our  ordinary  nature : 
it  makes  the  proud  man  meek, — the  cheerful,  sad, — the 
high-spirited,  tame ;  our  strongest  resolutions,  our  hardiest 
energy,  fail  before  it.  Believe  me,  you  cannot  prophesy 
of  its  future  effect  in  a  man  from  any  knowledge  of  his 
past  character.  I  grieve  to  think  that  the  blow  falls  upon 
one  in  early  youth,  ere  the  world's  disappointments  have 
blunted  the  heart,  or  the  world's  numerous  interests  have 
multiplied  its  resources.  Men's  minds  have  been  turned 
when  they  have  not  well  sifted  the  cause  themselves,  and 
their  fortunes  marred  by  one  stroke  on  the  affections  of 
their  youth.  So  at  least  have  I  read,  Madeline,  and  so 
marked  in  others.  For  myself,  I  knew  nothing  of  love  in 
its  reality  till  I  knew  you.  But  who  can  know  you,  and 
not  sympathise  with  him  who  has  lost  you  ?  " 

"  Ah,  Eugene  I  you  at  least  over-rate  the  influence 
which  love  produces  on  men.  A  little  resentment  and  a 
little  absence  will  soon  cure  my  cousin  of  an  ill-placed  and 
ill-requited  attachment.  You  do  not  think  how  easy  it  is 
to  forget." 

"  Forget  I"  said  Aram,  stopping  abruptly ;  "  ay,  forget 
— it  is  a  strange  truth  !  we  do  forget  I  The  summer  passes 
over  the  furrow,  and  the  corn  springs  up ;  the  sod  forgets 
the  flower  of  the  past  year;  the  battle-field  forgets  the 
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blood  that  has.  been  spilt  upon  its  turf;  the  sky  forgets  t^e 
storm ;  and  the  water  the  noon-day  sun  that  slept  upon 
its  bosom.  All  Nature  preaches  forgetfulness.  Its  very 
order  is  the  progress  of  oblivion.  And  I — I — give  i^^ 
your  hand,  Madeline, — I,  ha !  ha  I  I  forget  too  I " 

As  Aram  spoke  thus  wildly,  his  countenance  worked,; 
but  his  voice  was  slow,  and  scarcely  audible ;  he  seemei} 
rather  conferring  with  himself,  than  addressing  Madeline. 
But  when  his  words  ceased,  and  he  felt  the  soft  hand  of 
his  betrothed,  and,  turning,  saw  her  anxious  and  wistful 
e^'es  fixed  in  alarm,  yet  in  all  unsuspecting  confidence,  on 
his  face  ;  his  features  relaxed  into  their  usual  serenity,  and 
kissing  the  hand  he  clasped,  he  continued,  in  a  collected 
and  steady  tone, — 

"Forgive  me,  my  sweetest  Madeline.  These  fitful 
and  strange  moods  sometimes  come  upon  me  yet.  I  have 
been  so  long  in  the  habit  of  pursuing  any  train  of  thought, 
however  wild,  that  presents  itself  to  my  mind,  that  I  can- 
not easily  break  it,  even  in  your  presence.  All  studioiu 
men — the  twilight  eremites  of  books  and  closets,  contract 
this  ungraceful  custom  of  soliloquy.  You  know  our  ab- 
straction is  a  common  jest  and  proverb  :  you  must  laugh 
me  out  of  it.  But  stay,  dearest  I — there  is  a  rare  herb  at 
your  feet,  let  me  gather  it.  So,  do  you  note  its  leaves — 
this  bending  and  silver  flower  ?  Let  us  rest  on  this  bank, 
and  I  will  tell  you  of  its  qualities.  Beautiful  as  it  is,  it 
has  a  poison." 

The  place  in  which  the  lovers  rested  is  one  which  the 
villagers  to  this  day  call  "  The  Lady's  Seat ;"  for  Made- 
line, whose  history  is  fondly  preserved  in  that  district,  was 
afterwards  wont  constantly  to  repair  to  that  bank  (during 
a  short  absence  of  her  lover,  hereafter  to  be  noted),  and 
subsequent  events  stamped  with  interest  every  spot  she 
was  known  to  have  favoured  with  resort.  And  when  the 
flower  had  been  duly  conned,  and  the  study  dismissed, 
Aram,  to  whom  all  the  signs  of  the  seasons  were  familiar, 
pointed  to  her  the  thousand  symptoms  of  the  month  which 
are  unheeded  by  less  observant  eyes ;  not  forgetting,  as 
they  thus  reclined,  their  hands  clasped  together,  to  couple 
each  remark  with  some   allusion   to  his  love,   or  some 
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deduction  which  heightened  compliment  into  poetry.  He 
bade  her  miark  the  light  gossamer  as  it  floated  on  the  air ; 
now  soaring  high — ^high  into  the  translucent  atmosphere  ; 
now  suddenly  stooping,  and  sailing  away  beneath  the 
boughs,  which  ever  and  anon  it  hung  with  a  silken  web, 
that  by  the  next  morn  would  glitter  with  a  thousand  dew- 
drops.  "  And  so,"  said  he,  fancifully,  "  does  Love  lead 
fordi  its  numberless  creations,  making  the  air  its  path  and 
empire ;  ascending  aloof  at  its  wild  will,  hanging  its  meshes 
im  every  bough,  and  bidding  the  common  grass  break 
into  a  fairy  lustre  at  the  beam  of  the  daily  sun ! " 

He  pointed  to  her  the  spot,  where,  in  the  silent  brake, 
the  harebells,  now  waxing  rare  and  few,  yet  lingered  —  or 
where  the  mystic  ring  on  the  soft  turf  conjured  up  the 
associations  of  Oberon  and  his  train.  That  superstition 
gave  license  and  play  to  his  full  memory  and  glowing 
rancy ;  and  Shakspeare  —  Spenser  — -  Ariosto  —  the  magic 
of  each  inighty  master  of  Fairy  Realm  — »-  he  evoked,  and 
poured  into  her  transported  ear.  It  was  precisely  such 
arts,  which  to  a  gayer  and  more  worldly  nature  than 
Madeline's  might  have  seemed  but  wearisome,  that  arrested 
and  won  her  imaginative  and  high-wrought  mind.  And 
thus  he,  who  to  another  might  have  proved  but  the  retired 
and  moody  student,  became  to  her  the  very  being  of  whom 
her  **  maiden  meditation  "  had  dreamed  —  the  master  and 
magician  of  her  fate. 

Aram  did  not  return  to  the  house  with  Madeline ;  he 
accompanied  her  to  the  garden  gate,  and  then,  taking  leave 
of  her,  bent  his  way  homeward.  He  had  gained  the  en- 
trance of  the  little  valley  that  led  to  his  abode,  "when  he 
saw  Walter  cross  his  path  at  a  short  distance.  His  heart, 
naturally  susceptible  to  kindly  emotion,  smote  him  as  he 
remarked  the  moody  listlessness  of  the  young  man's  step, 
and  recalled  the  buoyant  lightness  it  was  once  wont  habitu- 
ally to  wear.  He  quickened  his  pace,  and  joined  Walter 
before  the  latter  was  aware  of  his  presence. 

"  Good  evening,"  said  he,  mildly ;  "  if  you  are  going 
my  way,  give  me  the  benefit  of  your  company." 

"  My  path  lies  yonder,"  replied  Walter,  somewhat  sul- 
lenly ;  "  I  regret  that  it  is  different  from  yours." 
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'*  In  that  case,"  said  Aram,  "  I  can  delay  my  return 
home,  and  will,  with  your  leave,  intrude  my  society  upon 
you  for  some  few  minutes." 

Walter  bowed  his  head  in  reluctant  assent.  They 
walked  on  for  some  moments  without  speaking,  the  one 
unwilling,  the  other  seeking  an  occasion,  to  break  the 
silence. 

^'  This,  to  my  mind,"  said  Aram,  at  length,  '^  is  the  most 
pleasing  landscape  in  the  whole  country  ;  observe  the 
bashful  water  stealing  away  among  the  woodlands.  Me- 
thinks  the  wave  is  endowed  with  an  instinctive  wi8dom» 
that  it  thus  shuns  the  world." 

"  Rather,"  said  Walter,  "  with  the  love  for  change 
which  exists  every  where  in  nature,  it  does  not  seek  the 
shade  until  it  has  passed  by  '  towered  cities,'  and  '  the  busy 
hum  of  men.' " 

"I  admire  the  shrewdness  of  your  reply,"  rejoined 
Aram ;  "  but  note  how  far  more  pure  and  lovely  are  its 
waters  in  these  retreats,  than  when  washing  the  walls  of  the 
reeking  town,  receiving  into  its  breast  the  taint  of  a  thou- 
sand pollutions,  vexed  by  the  sound,  and  stench,  and  un- 
holy perturbation  of  men's  dwelling-place.  Now  it  glasses 
only  what  is  high  or  beautiful  in  nature  —  the  stars  or  the 
leafy  banks.  The  wind  that  ruffles  it  is  clothed  with  per- 
fumes ;  the  rivulet  that  swells  it  descends  from  the  ever- 
lasting mountains,  or  is  formed  by  the  rains  of  Heaven* 
Believe  me,  it  is  the  type  of  a  life  that  glides  into  solitude, 
from  the  weariness  and  fretful  turmoil  of  the  world. 

*  No  flattery,  hate,  or  envy  lodgeth  there. 
There  no  suspicion  walled  in  proved  steel. 
Yet  fearful  of  tne  arms  herself  doth  wear; 
Pride  is  not  there;  no  tyrant  there  we  feel  !*"• 

"  I  will  not  cope  with  you  in  simile,  or  in  poetry,"  said 
Walter,  as  his  lip  curved ;  "  it  is  enough  for  me  to  think 
that  life  should  be  spent  in  action.  I  hasten  to  prove  if  my 
judgment  be  erroneous." 

"  Are  you,  then,  about  to  leave  us  ?"  inquired  Aram. 

*  Phineas  Fletcher. 
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:':  «  Yes,  within  a  few  days.*' 

"  Indeed  I  I  regret  to  hear  it." 

The  answer  sounded  jarringly  on  the  irritated  nerves  of 
lie  disappointed  rival. 

■  **  You  do  me  more  honour  than  I  desire/'  said  he,  "  in 
nteresting  yourself,  however  lightly,  in  my  schemes  or 
brtune." 

'  "  Young  man,"  replied  Aram,  coldly,  "  I  never  see  the 
npetuous  and  yearning  spirit  of  youth  without  a  certain, 
md,  it  may  be,  a  painful  interest.  How  feeble  is  the 
shance*that  its  hopes  will  be  fulfilled  I  Enough  if  it  lose 
lot  all  its  loftier  aspirings,  as  well  as  its  brighter  expect- 
Ktlons." 

Nothing  more  aroused  the  proud  and  fiery  temper  of 
iVialter  Lester  than  the  tone  of  superior  wisdom  and  supe- 
ior  age  which  his  rival  assumed  towards  him.  More  and 
Bore  displeased  with  his  present  companion,  he  answered, 
n  no  conciliatory  tone,  *^  I  cannot  but  consider  the  warn- 
ng  and  the  fears  of  one,  neither  my  relation  nor  my  friend, 
31  Uie  light  of  a  gratuitous  afiront." 

Aram  smiled  as  he  answered,— 

"  There  is  no  occasion  for  resentment.  Preserve  this 
hot  spirit  and  high  self-confidence,  till  you  return  again  to 
these  scenes,  and  I  shall  be  at  once  satisfied  and  corrected." 

**  Sir,"  said  Walter,  colouring  and  irritated  more  by 
the  smile  than  the  words  of  his  rival,  "  I  am  not  aware  by 
Rrhat  right  or  on  what  ground  you  assume  towards  me  the 
juperiority,  not  only  of  admonition  but  reproof  I  My  uncle's 
preference  towards  you  gives  you  no  authority  over  me. 
That  preference  I  do  not  pretend  to  share."  —  He  paused 
For  a'moment,  thinking  Aram  might  hasten  to  reply ;  but 
Bis  the  student  walked  on  with  his  usual  calmness  of  demea- 
nour, he  added,  stung  by  the  indifference  which  he  attri- 
buted, not  altogether  without  truth,  to  disdain,  —  ^<  And 
iince  you  have  taken  upon  yourself  to  caution  me,  and  to 
forebode  my  inability  to  resist  the  contamination,  as  you 
would  term  it,  of  the  world,  I  tell  you,  that  it  may  be  happy 
for  you  to  bear  so  clear  a  conscience,  so  untouched  a  spirit, 
as  that  which  I  now  boast,  and  with  which  I  trust  in  God 
and  my  own  soul  I  shall  return  to  my  birthplace.     It  is  not 
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the  holy  only  that  love  solitude;  and  men  may  shun  tin 
world  from  another  motive  than  that  of  philosophy."        •[ 

It  was  now  Aram's  turn  to  feel  resentment,  and  this  was 
indeed  an  insinuation  not  only  unwarrantable  in  itself,  but 
one  which  a  man  of  so  peaceable  and  guileless  a  life,  af* 
fecting  even  an  extreme  and  rigid  austerity  of  morale 
might  well  be  tempted  to  repel  with  scorn  and  indignation  x 
and  Aram,  however  meek  and  forbearing  in  general,  testified 
in  this  instance  that  his  wonted  gentleness  arose  from  nd 
lack  of  man*s  natural  spirit.  He  laid  his  hand  command- 
ingly  on  young  Lester's  shoulder,  and  surveyed  his  coun^ 
tenance  with  a  dark  and  menacing  frown. 

"  Boy  I "  said  he,  "  were  there  meaning  in  your  wordsi 
I  should  (mark  me!)  avenge  the  insult;  —  as  it  is,  I  de- 
spise it.     Go  I" 

So  high  and  lofty  was  Aram's  manner — so  majestic  was 
the  sternness  of  his  rebuke,  and  the  dignity  of  his  bearing, 
as  he  now,  waving  his  hand,  turned  away,  that  Walter  Icit 
,his  self-possession  and  stood  fixed  to  the  spot,  absorbed, 
and  humbled  from  his  late  anger.  It  was  not  till  Aram 
had  movQd  with  a  slow  step  several  paces  backward  to* 
wards  his  home,  that  the  bold  and  haughty  temper  of  the 
young  man  returned  to  his  aid.  Ashamed  of  himself  for 
the  momentary  weakness  he  had  betrayed,  and  burning  to 
redeem  it,  he  hastened  after  the  stately  form  of  his  rival, 
and,  planting  himself  full  in  his  path,  said,  in  a  voice  half* 
choked  with  contending  emotions, — 

"  Hold  I  —  you  have  given  me  the  opportunity  I  have 
long  desired;  you  yourself  have  now  broken  that  peace 
which  existed  between  us,  and  which  to  me  was  more  bitter 
than  wormwood.  You  have  dared,  —  yes,  dared  to  use 
threatening  language  towards  me  I  I  call  on  you  to  fulfil 
your  threat.  I  tell  you  that  I  meant,  I  desired,  I  thirsted 
to  affront  you.  Now  resent  my  purposed,  premeditated 
affront,  as  you  will  and  can  I" 

There  was  something  remarkable  in  the  contrasted 
figures  of  the  rivals,  as  they  now  stood  fronting  each  other. 
The  elastic  and  vigorous  form  of  Walter  Lester,  his  spark- 
ling eyes,  his  sunburnt  and  glowing  cheek,  his  clenched 
hands,  and  his  whole  frame,  alive  and  eloquent  with  th« 
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tmrgji  the  heat,  the  hasty  courage,  and  fieiy  spirit  of 
youth  :  on  the  other  hand,  the  bending  frame  of  the 
rtodent,  gradually  rising  into  the  dignity  of  its  full  height 
•^— bis  pale  cheek,  in  which  the  wan  hues  neither  deepened 
nor  waned,  his  large  eye  raised  to  meet  Walter's,  bright, 
steady,  and  yet  how  calm  I  Nothing  weak,  nothing  irreso- 
lute could  be  traced  in  that  form  or  that  lofty  counte- 
nance ;  yet  all  resentment  had  vanished  from  his  aspect. 
He  seemed  at  once  tranquil  and  prepared. 

•*  You  designed  to  affront  me  I"  said  he ;  "  it  is  well  — 
it  is  a  noble  confession ;  —  and  wherefore  ?  What  do  you 
propose  to  gain  by  it? — A  man  whose  whole  life  is  peace, 
you  would  provoke  to  outrage  ?  Would  there  be  triumph 
in  this,  or  disgrace  ?  —  A  man,  whom  your  uncle  honours 
and  loves,  you  would  insult  without  cause — you  would 
waylay  —  you  would,  after  watching  and  creating  your 
opportunity,  entrap  into  defending  himself.  Is  this  worthy 
of  that  high  spirit  of  which  you  boasted  ? — is  this  worthy 
a  generous  anger,  or  a  noble  hatred  ?  Away  I  you  malign 
yoovself.  I  shrink  from  no  quarrel — why  should  I?  I 
have  nothing  to  fear:  my  nerves  'are  firm  —  my  heart  is 
fiuthfol  to  my  will ;  my  habits  may  have  diminished  my 
strength,  but  it  is  yet  equal  to  that  of  most  men.  As  to 
the  weapons  of  the  world  —  they  fall  not  to  my  use.  I 
m^ht  be  excused  by  the  most  punctilious,  for  rejecting 
what  becomes  neither  my  station  nor  my  habits  of  life ; 
but  I  learned  thus  much  from  books  long  since,  *  Hold  thy- 
self prepared  for  all  things ;' —  I  am  so  prepared.  And  as 
I  can  command  the  spirit,  I  lack  not  the  skill,  to  defend 
myself,  or  return  the  hostility  of  another."  As  Aram  thus 
said,  he  drew  a  pistol  from  his  bosom ;  and  pointed  it 
leisurely  towards  a  tree,  at  the  distance  of  some  paces. 

"  Look,"  said  he :  "  you  note  that  small  discoloured 
and  white  stain  in  the  bark  —  you  can  but  just  observe  it ; 
—  he  who  can  send  a  bullet  through  that  spot  need  not 
fear  to  meet  the  quarrel  which  he  seeks  to  avoid." 

Walter  turned  mechanically,  and  indignant,  though 
silent,  towards  the  tree.  Aram  fired,  and  the  ball  pene- 
trated the  centre  of  the  stain.  He  then  replaced  the  pistol 
in  his  bosom,  and  said, — 
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*^  Early  in  life  I  had  many  enemies,  and  I  taught  rayAr 
self  these  arts.  From  habit,  I  still  bear  about  me  t^ 
weapons  I  trust  and  pray  I  may  never  have  occasion  to  ii9tt> 
But  to  return.  —  I  have  offended  you — I  have  incurrisi^, 
your  hatred  —  why  ?     What  are  my  sins  ?  "  .' 

"  Do  you  ask  the  cause  ?  "  said  Walter,  speaking  be* 
tween  his  ground  teeth.  "  Have  you  not  traversed  mf 
views  —  blighted  my  hopes  —  charmed  away  from  me  liUI 
affections  which  were  more  to  me  than  the  world,  and 
driven  me  to  wander  from  my  home  with  a  crushed  spirit 
and  a  cheerless  heart  ?     Are  these  no  cause  for  hate?"   '- 

'<  Have  I  done  this  ? ''  said  Aram,  recoiling,  and 
evidently  and  powerfully  affected.  "  Have  I  so  injured 
you? — It  is  true  I  I  know  it  —  I  perceive  it — I  read 
your  heart ;  and  —  bear  witness  Heaven  I  —  I  felt  for  the 
wound  that  I,  but  with  no  guilty  hand,. inflict  upon  yoiR 
Yet  be  just : — ask  yourself,  have  I  done  aught  that  you,  in' 
my  case,  would  have  left  undone  ?  Have  I  been  insolenf' 
in  triumph,  or  haughty  in  success  ?  If  so,  hate  me,  nay,' 
spurn  me,  now." 

Walter  turned  his  head  irresolutely  away. 

'*  If  it  please  you,  that  I  accuse  myself,  in  that  I,  a  man 
seared  and  lone  at  heart,  presumed  to  come  within  the  pale 
of  human  affections  ;  —  that  I  exposed  myself  to  croM 
another's  better  and  brighter  hopes,  or  dared  to  soften  my 
fate  with  the  tender  and  endearing  ties  that  are  meet  alone 
for  a  more  genial  and  youthful  nature ;  —  if  it  please  you 
that  I  excuse  and  curse  myself  for  this  —  that  I  yielded  to 
it  with  pain  and  with  self-reproach  —  that  I  shall  think 
hereafter  of  what  I  unconsciously  cost  you  with  remorse  — 
then  be  consoled !" 

"  It  is  enough,"  said  Walter;  "  let  us  part.  I  leave 
you  with  more  soreness  at  my  late  haste  than  I  will 
acknowledge ;  let  that  content  you  :  for  myself,  I  ask  for 
no  apology  or " 

**  But  you  shall  have  it  amply,"  interrupted  Aram, 

advancing  with  a  cordial  openness  of  mien  not  usual  to 

him.     "  I  was  all  to  blame ;  I  should  have  remembered 

you  were  an  injured  man,  and  suffered  you  to  have  said  all 

j^ou  would.     Words  at  best  are-  but  a  poor  vent  for  a 
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ged  and  burning  heart.  It  shall  be  so  in  future :  speak 
will,  attack,  upbraid,  taunt  me,  1  will  bear  it  all.  And, 
d,  even  to  myself  there  appears  some  witchcraft,  some 
>ury,  in  what  has  chanced.  What  I  I  favoured  where 
love  ?  Is  it  possible  ?  It  might  teach  the  vainest  to 
ear  vanity.  You,  the  young,  the  buoyant,  the  fresh, 
»eautiful  ?  —  And  I,  who  have  passed  the  glory  and 
vi  life  between  dusty  walls ;  I  who  —  well,  well,  Fate 
18  at  probabilities  I" 

jTBin  now  seemed  relapsing  into  one  of  his  more  ab- 
:ed  moods ;  he  ceased  to  speak  aloud,  but  his  lips 
d,  and  his  eyes  grew  fixed  in  revery  on  the  ground. 
ar  gazed  at  him  for  some  moments  with  mixed  and 
nding  sensations.  Once  more,  resentment  and  the 
'  wrath  of  jealousy  had  faded  back  into  the  remoter 
18  of  his  mind,  and  a  certain  interest  for  his  singular 
despite  of  himself,  crept  into  his  breast.  But  this 
siious  and  fitful  nature,  was  it  one  in  which  the  de- 
.  Madeline  would  certainly  find  happiness  and  repose  ? 
mid  she  never  regret  her  choice?  This  question 
ded  itself  upon  him,  and,  while  he  sought  to  answer 
ram,  regaining  his  composure,  turned  abruptly  and 
d  him  his  hand.  Walter  did  not  accept  it ;  he  bowed, 
a  cold  aspect.  "  I  caunot  give  my  hand  without  my 
,"  said  he ;  "  we  were  foes  just  now ;  we  are  not  friends 

I  am  unreasonable  in  this,  I  know,  but " 

Be  it  so,"  interrupted  Aram ;  "  I  understand  you.  I 
my  good-will  on  you  no  more.  When  this  pang  is 
tten,  when  this  wound  is  healed,  and  when  you  will 
learned  more  of  him  who  is  now  your  rival,  we  may 
again,  with  other  feelings  on  your  side." 
bus  they  parted,  and  the  solitary  lamp  which  for 
}  past  had  been  quenched  at  the  wholesome  hour  in 
fcudent's  home,  streamed  from  the  casement  through- 
be  whole  of  that  night :  was  it  a  witness  of  the  calm 
3anied  vigil,  or  of  the  unresting  heart  ? 
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**  So  we  grew  together 
Like  to  a  double  cherry,  seeming  parted,  ■  '• 

But  yet  an  union  in  partition."— .Midsummer  Night's  Drieefliki 

"  The  corporal  had  not  taken  his  measures  so  badly  in  this  strati 
of  artilleryship." —  Tristram  Shandy .  .  /) 

It  was  late  that  evening  when  Walter  returned  home :  the 
little  family  were  assembled  at  the  last  and  lightest  meal  pf 
the  day ;  Ellinor  silently  made  room  for  her  cousin  besiili^ 
herself,  and  that  little  kindness  touched  Walter.  "  Wtji 
did  I  not  love  her?"  thought  he;  and  he  spoke  to  her  'mi 
tone  so  affectionate,  that  it  made  her  heart  thrill  with  de;: 
light.  Lester  was,  on  the  whole,  the  most  pensive  of  the 
group;  but  the  old  and  young  man  exchanged  looks  of 
restored  confidence,  which,  on  the  part  of  the  former,  wer^ 
softened  by  a  pitying  tenderness. 

When  the  cloth  was  removed,  and  the  servants  gone^ 
Lester  took  it  on  himself  to  break  to  the  sisters  the  intended 
departure  of  their  cousin.  Madeline  received  the  news 
with  painful  blushes,  and  a  certain  self-reproach ;  for  eves 
where  a  woman  has  no  cause  to  blame  herself,  she>  in  these, 
cases,  feels  a  sort  of  remorse  at  the  unhappiness  she  occ9t 
sions.     But  Ellinor  rose  suddenly  and  left  the  room. 

"  And  now,"  said  Lester,  "  London  will,  I  suppose,  b^ 
your  first  destination.  I  can  furnish  you  with  letters  to 
some  of  mj  old  friends  there :  merry  fellows  they  were 
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Dce :  you  must  take  care  of  the  prodigality  of  their  wine. 
rhere*s  John  Courtland  —  ah  I  a  seductive  dog  to  drink 
rith.  Be  sure  and  let  me  know  how  honest  John  looks, 
nd  what  he  says  of  me.  I  recollect  him  as  if  it  were  yester- 
lay ;  a  roguish  eye,  with  a  moisture  in  it ;  full  cheeks ;  a 
tndght  nose;  black  curled  hair;  and  teeth  as  even  as 
lies :  —  honest  John  shewed  his  teeth  pretty  often,  too : 
A,  ha  I  how  the  dog  loved  a  laugh.  Well,  and  Peter  Hales 
— iiSir  Peter  now,  has  his  uncle's  baronetcy  —  a  generous, 
jpen-hearted  fellow  as  ever  lived — will  ask  you  very  often 
Q  dinner —  nay,  offer  you  money  if  you  want  it :  but  take 
are  he  does  not  lead  you  into  extravagances :  out  of  debt 
»ut  of  danger,  Walter.  It  would  have  been  well  for  poor 
^eter  Hales,  had  he  remembered  that  maxim.  Often  and 
ilten  have  I  been  to  see  him  in  the  Marshalsea ;  but  he 
Fas  the  heir  to  good  fortunes,  though  his  relations  kept 
lim  close  ;  so  I  suppose  he  is  well  off  now.     His  estates 

vt  in ^shire,  on  your  road  to  London  ;  so,  if  he  is  at 

lis  country-seat,  you  can  beat  up  his  quarters,  and  spend  a 
Qonth  or  so  with  him  :  a  most  hospitable  fellow.'* 

•  With  these  little  sketches  of  his  contemporaries  the  good 
vcpxre  endeavoured  to  while  the  time,  taking,  it  is  true, 
ime  pleasure  in  the  youthful  reminiscences  they  excited, 
kit  chiefly  designing  to  enliven  the  melancholy  of  his 
lephew.  When,  however,  Madeline  had  retired,  and  they 
Fere  alone,  he  drew  his  chair  closer  to  Walter's,  and 
ihanged  the  conversation  into  a  more  serious  and  anxious 
train.  The  guardian  and  the  ward  sat  up  late  that 
light;  and  when  Walter  retired  to  rest,  it  was  with  a 
leart  more  touched  by  his  uncle's  kindness  than  his  own 
orrows. 

But  we  are  not  about  to  close  the  day  without  a  glance 
it  the  chamber  which  the  two  sisters  held  in  common, 
fhe  night  was  serene  and  starlit,  and  Madeline  sat  by  the 
ipen  window,  leaning  her  face  upon  her  hand,  and  gazing 
»ti  the  lone  house  of  her  lover,  which  might  be  seen  afar 
JCT088  the  landscape,  the  trees  sleeping  around  it,  and  one 
lale  and  steady  light  gleaming  from  its  lofly  casement  like 
k  star. 

«  He  has  broken  fahh/*  said  Madeline ;  "  1  sliaW  e\i\di^ 
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him  for  this  to-morrow.    He  promised  me  the  light  should 
be  ever  quenched  before  this  hour." 

"  Nay,**  said  EUinor,  in  a  tone  somewhat  sharpened  from 
its  native  sweetness,  and  who  now  sat  up  in  the  bed,  the 
curtain  of  which  was  half-drawn  aside,  and  the  soft  fight  1 
of  the  skies  rested  full  upon  her  rounded  neck  and  youthful 
countenance,  —  "nay,  Madeline,  do  not  loiter  there  any 
longer ;  the  air  grows  sharp  and  cold,  and  the  clock  straCK 
one  several  minutes  since.     Come,  sister,  come  I "  ■    i 

"  I  cannot  sleep,**  replied  Madeline,  sighing,  '^andthiidi! 
that  yon  light  streams  upon  those  studies  which  steal  tfa^ 
healthful  hues  from  his  cheek,  and  the  very  li  fe  from  his  heart'' 

"You  are  infatuated,  —  you  are  bewitched  by  that 
man,*'  said  Ellinor,  peevishly. 

"  And  have  I  not  cause  —  ample  cause  ?  **  returned 
Madeline,  with  all  a  girl's  beautiful  enthusiasm,  as  the 
colour  mantled  her  cheek,  and  gave  it  the  only  additional 
loveliness  it  could  receive.  "  When  he  speaks,  is  it  not 
like  music  ? — or  rather,  what  music  so  arrests  and  touches 
the  heart  ?  Methinks  it  is  heaven  only  to  gaze  upon  him, 
to  note  the  changes  of  that  majestic  countenance,  to  set 
down  as  food  for  memory  every  look  and  every  movement. 
But  when  the  look  turns  to  me, — when  the  voice  utters  my 
name,  ah  I  Ellinor,  then  it  is  not  a  wonder  that  I  love  hiili 
thus  much :  but  that  any  others  should  think  they  have 
known  love,  and  yet  not  loved  him!  And,  indeed,  I  feel 
assured  that  what  the  world  calls  love  is  not  my  love. 
Are  there  more  Eugenes  in  the  world  than  one  ?  Who 
but  Eugene  could  be  loved  as  I  love  ?  ** 

"  What  I  are  there  none  as  worthy  ?  **  said  Ellinor, 
half  smiling. 

"  Can  you  ask  it  ?  '*  answered  Madeline,  with  a  simple 
wonder  in  her  voice :  "whom  would  you  compare — -com- 
pare  I  nay,  place  within  a  hundred  grades  of  the  height 
which  Eugene  Aram  holds  in  this  little  world  ?*' 

"  This  is  folly  —  dotage,'*  said  Ellinor,  indignantly : 
"  surely  there  are  others  as  brave,  as  gentle,  as  kind,  and, 
if  not  so  wise,  yet  more  fitted  for  the  world.** 

"  You  mock  me,**  replied  Madeline,  incredulously ; 
^^  whom  could  you  select  ?  ** 
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:  ,*  ,  Ellinor  blushed  deeply, — ^blushed  from  her  snowy  tem- 
ples to  her  yet  whiter  bosom  as  she  answered, — 
p    **  If  I  said  Walter  Lester,  could  you  deny  it?" 
,  ■ .  "  Walter  I "  repeated  Madeliue ;  "  he  equal  to  Eugene 
Aramr* 

*^  Ay,  and  more  than  equal,"  said  Ellinor,  with  spirit, 
and  a  warm  and  angry  tone.  ^'  And,  indeed,  Madeline," 
she  continued,  after  a  pause,  '^  I  lose  something  of  that 
respect  which,  passing  a  sister's  love,  I  have  always  borne 
toirards  you,  when  I  see  the  unthinking  and  lavish  idolatry 
you  manifest  to  one  who,  but  for  a  silver  tongue  and  florid 
words,  would  rather  want  attractions  than  be  the  wonder 
you  esteem  him.  Fie,  Madeline  I  I  blush  for  you  when 
you  speak ;  it  is  unmaidenly  so  to  love  any  one  ! " 

Madeline  rose  from  the  window ;  but  the  angry  word 
died  on  her  lips  when  she  saw  that  Ellinor,  who  had  worked 
her  mind  beyond  her  self-control,  had  thrown  herself  back 
on  the  pillow  and  now  sobbed  aloud. 

The  natural  temper  of  the  elder  sister  had  always  been 
mncb  more  calm  and  even  than  that  of  the  younger,  who 
united  with  her  vivacity  something  of  the  passionate  caprice 
and  fitfulness  of  her  sex.  And  Madeline's  affection  for 
her  had  been  tinged  by  that  character  of  forbearance  and 
soothing,  which  a  superior  nature  often  manifests  to  one 
more  imperfect,  and  which  in  this  instance  did  not  desert 
her.  She  gently  closed  the  window,  and,  gliding  to  the 
bed,  threw  her  arms  around  her  sister's  neck  and  kissed 
away  her  tears  with  a  caressing  fondness,  that  if  Ellinor 
resisted  for  one  moment  she  returned  with  equal  tender- 
ness the  next. 

** Indeed,  dearest,"  said  Madeline,  gently,  "I  cannot 
guess  how  I  hurt  you,  and  still  less  how  Eugene  has 
offended  you  ?  " 

.  "He  has  offended  me  in  nothing,"  replied  Ellinor, 
still  weeping,  "  if  he  has  not  stolen  away  all  your  affection 
from  me.  But  I  was  a  foolish  girl;  forgive  me,  as  you 
always  do ;  and  at  this  time  I  need  your  kindness,  for  I 
am  very,  very  unhappy." 

"  Unhappy,  dearest  Nell,  and  why  ?  " 

Ellinor  wept  on  without  answering. 
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Madeline  persisted  in  pressing  for  a  reply;  andrafc. 
length  her  sister  sobbed  out, —  .< :? 

"I  know  that — that — Walter  only  has  eyes  for.yav^ 
and  a  heart  for  you,  who  neglect,  who  despise  his  love; 
and  I — I — but  no  matter,  he  is  going  to  leave  us,  and  o£ 
me — poor  me,  he  will  think  no  more  I " 

Ellinor  s  attachment  to  their  cousin,  Madeline  hadloiii|p 
half  suspected,  and  she  had  often  rallied  her  sister  upon  ]ft« 
indeed,  it  might  have  been  this  suspicion  which  made  kee 
at  the  first  steel  her  breast  against  Walter's  evident  pre-: 
ference  to  herself.  But  Ellinor  had  never  till  now  seriooslj 
confessed  how  much  her  heart  was  affected ;  and  Madeline^ 
in  the  natural  engrossment  of  her  own  ardent  and  devoted 
love,  had  not  of  late  spared  much  observation  to  the  tokew 
of  her  sister's.  She  was  therefore  dismayed,  if  not  sur- 
prised, as  she  now  perceived  the  cause  of  the  peevishneai 
Ellinor  had  just  manifested,  and  by  the  nature  of  the  love 
she  felt  herself,  she  judged,  and  perhaps  somewhat  over- 
rated, the  anguish  that  Ellinor  endured. 

She  strove  to  comfort  her  by  all  the  arguments  whiok 
the  fertile  ingenuity  of  kindness  could  invent :  she  prophe* 
sied  Walter's  speedy  return,  with  his  boyish  disappoint- 
ment forgotten,  and  with  eyes  no  longer  blinded  to  the 
attractions  of  one  sister  by  a  bootless  fancy  for  another. 
And  though  Ellinor  interrupted  her  from  time  to  time  with 
assertions, — now  of  Walter's  eternal  constancy  to  his  pre- 
sent idol, — now  with  yet  more  vehement  declarations  of  the 
certainty  of  his  finding  new  objects  for  his  affections  in 
new  scenes,  she  yet  admitted,  by  little  and  little,  the  per- 
suasive power  of  Madeline  to  creep  into  her  heart,  and 
brighten  away  its  griefs  with  hope,  till  at  last,  with  the 
tears  yet  wet  on  her  cheek,  she  fell  asleep  in  her  sister's 
arms. 

And  Madeline,  though  she  would  not  stir  from  her  post 
lest  the  movement  should  awaken  her  sister,  was  yet  pre- 
vented from  closing  her  eyes  in  a  similar  repose  :  ever  and 
anon  she  breathlessly  and  gently  raised  herself  to  steal 
a  glimpse  of  that  solitary  light  afar  ;  and  ever,  as  she. 
looked,  the  ray  greeted  her  eyes  with  an  unswerving  and 
melancholy  stillness,  till  the  dawn  crept  greyly  over  the 
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beaTois,  and  that  speck  of  light,  holier  to  her  than  the 
stars,  fiEuied  also  with  them  beneath  the  broader  lustre  of 
the  day. 

The  next  week  was  passed  in  preparations  for  Walter's 
departure.  At  that  time,  and  in  that  distant  part  of  the 
country,  it  was  greatly  the  fashion  among  the  younger 
travellers  to  perform  their  excursions  on  horseback,  and  it 
was  this  method  of  conveyance  that  Walter  preferred.  The 
best  steed  in  the  squire*s  stables  was  therefore  appropriated 
to  his  service,  and  a  strong  black  horse  with  a  Roman  nose 
and  a  long  tail  was  consigned  to  the  mastery  of  Corporal 
Banting.  The  squire  was  delighted  that  his  nephew  had 
secured  such  an  attendant  For  the  soldier,  though  odd 
and  selfish,  was  a  man  of  some  sense  and  experience,  and 
Lester  thought  such  qualities  might  not  be  without  their 
use  to  a  young  master,  new  to  the  common  frauds  and 
duly  usages  of  the  world  he  was  about  to  enter. 

As  for  Bunting  himself,  he  covered  his  secret  exultation 
at  the  prospect  of  change  and  board-wages  with  the  cool 
semblance  of  a  man  sacrifi(ung  his  wishes  to  his  affections. 
He  made  it  his  peculiar  study  to  impress  upon  the  squire's 
mind  the  extent  of  the  sacrifice  he  was  about  to  make. 
The  bit  cot  had  been  just  whitewashed,  the  pet  cat  just 
lain  in ;  then,  too,  who  would  dig,  and  gather  seeds  in  the 
garden,  defend  the  plants  (plants  !  the  corporal  could 
scarce  count  a  dozen,  and  nine  out  of  them  were  cabbages  I) 
from  the  impending  frosts  ?  It  was  exactly,  too,  the  time 
of  year  when  the  rheumatism  paid  flying  visits  to  the 
bones  and  loins  of  the  worthy  corporal ;  and  to  think  of 
his  ^'  galavanting  about  the  country"  when  he  ought  to  be 
guarding  against  that  sly  foe,  the  lumbago,  in  the  fortress 
of  his  chimney-corner  I 

To  all  these  murmurs  and  insinuations  the  good  Lester 
seriously  inclined,  not  with  the  less  sympathy,  in  that  they 
invariably  ended  in  the  corporal's  slapping  his  manly  thigh, 
and  swearing  that  be  loved  Master  Walter  like  gunpowder, 
and  that  were  it  twenty  times  as  much  he  would  cheerfully 
do  it  for  the  sake  of  his  handsome  young  honour.  Ever 
at  this  peroration  the  eyes  of  the  squire  began  to  twinkle, 
and  new  thanks  were  given  to  the  veteran  for  his  dbin- 
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terested  affection,  and  new  promises  pledged  bim  in  inade- 
quate return. 

The  pious  Dealtry  felt  a  little  jealousy  at  the  trast  im- 
parted to  his  friend.  He  halted,  on  his  return  from  his 
farm,  by  the  spruce  stile  which  led  to  the  demesne  of  thi 
corporal,  and  eyed  the  warrior  somewhat  sourly,  as  hk 
now,  in  the  cool  of  the  evening,  sat  without  his  door 
arranging  his  fishing-tackle  and  flies  in  yarious  little 
papers,  which  he  carefully  labelled  by  the  help  of  a  stunted 
pen  which  had  seen  at  least  as  much  service  as  himself.  ' ' 

"  Well,  neighbour  Bunting,"  said  the  little  iandlord,   j 
leaning  over  the  stile,  but  not  passing  its  boundary,  ''and 
when  do  you  go  ?    You  will  have  wet  weather  of  it  (look- 
ing up  to  the  skies) ;  you  must  take  care  of  the  nimatix. 
At  your  age  it  *s  no  trifle,  eh — hem." 

"  My  age  I  should  like  to  know — what  mean  by  that  I 
my  age,  indeed  I  —  augh  I  —  bother  I  **  grunted  Bunting, 
looking  up  from  his  occupation.  Peter  chuckled  inly  at 
the  corporal's  displeasure,  and  continued,  as  in  an  apolct^ 
getic  tone, — 

"  Oh,  I  ax  your  pardon,  neighbour.  I  don't  mean  to 
say  you  are  too  old  to  travel.  Why  there  was  Hal  Whitd, 
eighty-two  come  next  Michaelmas,  took  a  trip  to  Lunnun 
last  year, — 

'  For  young  and  old,  the  stout,  the  poorly, 
The  eye  of  God  be  on  them  surely.*  ** 

"Bother I"  said  the  corporal,  turning  round  on  his 
scat. 

"  And  what  do  you  intend  doing  with  the  brindled  cat? 
put'un  up  in  the  saddle-bags  ?  You  won't  surely  have  the 
heart  to  leave'un." 

"  As  to  that,"  quoth  the  corporal,  sighing,  "  the  poor 
dumb  animal  makes  me  sad  to  think  on 't.''  And,  putting 
down  his  fish-hooks,  he  stroked  the  sides  of  an  enormous 
cat,  who  now,  with  tail  on  end,  and  back  bowed  up,  and 
uttering  her  lenes  susurros — Anglice,  purr  I  rubbed  her- 
self to  and  fro  athwart  the  corporal's  legs. 

"  What  staring  there  for  ?  won't  ye  step  in,  man  ?  Can 
climb  the  stile  I  suppose? — augh  I " 
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^  No,  tiiaDk  ye,  neighbour.  I  do  very  well  here,  that 
is,  if  you  can  hear  me ;  your  deafness  is  not  so  troublesome 
aa  it  was  last  win " 

^Bother!"  interrupted  the  corporal,  in  a  voice  that 
made  the  iittle  landlord  start  bolt  upright  from  the  easy 
confidence  of  his  position.  Nothing  on  earth  so  offended 
the  perpendicular  Jacob  Bunting  as  any  insinuation  of  in- 
creasing years  or  growing  infirmities  ;  but  at  this  moment, 
jg  he  meditated  putting  Dealtry  to  some  use,  he  prudently 
conquered  the  gathering  anger,  and  added,  like  the  man  of 
the  world  he  justly  plumed  himself  on  being,  in  a  voice 
gentle  as  a  dying  howl,-^ 

**  What  'fraid  on  ?  come  in,  there 's  good  fellow :  want 
to  speak  to  ye.  Come  do — a-u-g-hl"  the  last  sound 
being  prolonged  into  one  of  unutterable  coaxingness,  and 
accompanied  with  a  beck  of  the  hand  and  a  wheedling 
wink.   * 

These  allurements  the  good  Peter  could  not  resist ;  he 
dainbered  the  stile,  and  seated  himself  on  the  bench  beside 
the  corporal. 

**  There  now,  fine  fellow,  fit  for  the  forty -second,"  said 
Bunting,  clapping  him  on  the  back.  "  Weil,  and — a — nd 
— a  beautiful  cat,  isn't  her  ?  " 

"  Ah  I "  said  Peter,  very  shortly — for  though  a  remark- 
ably mild  man,  Peter  did  not  love  cats :  moreover,  we  must 
now  inform  the  reader  that  the  cat  of  Jacob  Bunting  was 
one  more  feared  than  respected  throughout  the  village. 
The  corporal  was  a  cunning  teacher  of  all  animals :  he  could 
learn  goldfinches  the  use  of  the  musket ;  dogs,  the  art  of 
the  broadsword ;  horses,  to  dance  hornpipes  and  pick  pock- 
ets ;  and  he  had  relieved  the  ennui  of  his  solitary  moments 
by  imparting  sundry  accomplishments  to  the  ductile  genius 
of  his  cat.  Under  his  tuition  puss  had  learned  to  fetch 
and  carry ;  to  turn  over  head  and  tail  like  a  tumbler ;  to 
run  up  your  shoulder  when  you  least  expected  it ;  to  fly  as 
if  she  were  mad  at  any  one  upon  whom  the  corporal  thought 
fit  to  set  her ;  and,  above  all,  to  rob  larders,  shelves,  and 
tables,  and  bring  the  produce  to  the  corporal,  who  never 
failed  to  consider  such  stray  waifs  lawful  manorial  acquisi- 
tions.    These  little  feline  cultivations  of  talent,  however 
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delightful  to  the  corporal,  and  creditable  to  his  powenr  6f 
teaching  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot,  had,  nevertheleflti^ 
since  the  truth  must  be  told,  rendered  the  corporaTs  bat 
a  proverb  and  by-word  throughout  the  neighbourfaooj^ 
Never  was  cat  in  such  bad  odour ;  and  the  dislike  in  wldM$ 
it  was  held  was  wonderfully  increased  by  terror;  ferilie 
creature  was  singularly  large  and  robust,  and  withal  of  lb 
courageous  a  temper,  that  if  you  attempted  to  resist  if^ 
invasion  of  your  property  it  forthwith  set  up  its  back,  pQt 
down  its  ears,  opened  its  mouth,  and  bade  you  fuUy  eora^ 
prehend  that  what  it  feloniously  seized  it  could  gallaiidt 
defend.  More  than  one  gossip  in  the  village  had  tfaiil 
notable  cat  hurried  into  premature  parturition  as^  on 
descending  at  daybreak  into  her  kitchen,  the  dame  woidd 
descry  the  animal  perched  on  the  dresser,  having  enter^ 
God  knows  how,  and  gleaming  upon  her  with  its  grent 
green  eyes,  and  a  malignant  brownie  expression  of  oovDh 
tenance. 

Various  deputations  had,  indeed,  from  time  to  tiitae 
arrived  at  the  corporal's  cottage  requesting  the  deaths 
expulsion,  or  perpetual  imprisonment  of  the  favodrite. 
But  the  stout  corporal  received  them  grimly,  and  dismissed 
them  gruffly,  and  the  cat  went  still  on  waxing  in  size  and 
wickedness,  and  baffling,  as  if  inspired  by  the  devil,  the 
various  gins  and  traps  set  for  its  destruction.  But  never, 
perhaps,  was  there  a  greater  disturbance  and  perturbation 
in  the  little  hamlet  than  when,  some  three  weeks  since,  the 
corporars  cat  was  known  to  be  brought  to  bed,  and  safely 
delivered  of  a  numerous  oflPspring.  The  village  saw  itself 
overrun  with  a  race  and  a  perpetuity  of  -corporal's  cats  I 
Perhaps,  too,  their  teacher  growing  more  expert  by  praiC- 
tice,  the  descendants  might  attain  to  even  greater  accom- 
plishment than  their  nefarious  progenitor.  No  longer  did 
the  faint  hope  of  being  delivered  from  their  tormentor  by 
au  untimely  or  even  natural  death  occur  to  the  harassed 
Grassdalians.  Death  was  an  incident  natural  to  one  cat, 
however  vivacious,  but  here  was  a  dynasty  of  cats! 
Principes  mortalesy  respublica  cetema  I 

Now  the  corporal  loved  this  creature  better,  yes,  better 
than  any  thing  in  the  world  except  travelling  and  board- 
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and  he  was  sorely  perplexed  in  his  mind  how  be 
fihmild  be  able  to  dispose  of  her  safely  in  his  absence.  He 
ipus  aware  of  the  general  enmity  she  had  inspired,  and 
trepibled  to  anticipate  its  probable  result  when  he  was  no 
^(p^ger  by  to  afford  her  shelter  and  protection.  The  squire 
Jka£  indeed,  offered  her  an  asylum  at  the  manor-house ;  but 
the  squire's  cook  was  the  cat's  most  embittered  enemy ;  and 
who  can  answer  for  the  peaceable  behaviour  of  his  cook  ? 
llie  corporal,  therefore,  with  a  reluctant  sigh,  renounced 
the  firiendly  offer,  and  after  lying  awake  three  nights,  and 
tamiDg  over  in  his  own  mind  tibie  characters,  consciences, 
tod  capabilities  of  all  his  neighbours,  he  came  at  last  to  the 
conviction  that  there  was  no  one  with  whom  he  could  so 
•pfely  intrust  his  cat  as  Peter  Dealtry.  It  is  true,  as  we 
fltid  before,  that  Peter  was  no  lover  of  cats ;  and  the  task  of 
persuading  him  to  afford  board  and  lodging  to  a  cat,  of  all 
cats  the  most  odious  and  malignant,  was  therefore  no  easy 
matter*  But  to  a  man  of  the  world  what  intrigue  is 
Impossible  ? 

The  finest  diplomatist  in  Europe  might  have  taken  a 
kflson  from  the  corporal,  as  he  now  proceeded  earnestly 
towards  the  accomplishment  of  his  project 

He  took  the  cat,  which,  by  the  by,  we  forgot  to  say 
that  he  had  thought  fit  to  cluristen  after  himself,  and  to 
honour  with  a  name,  somewhat  lengthy  for  a  cat  (but, 
indeed,  this  was  no  ordinary  cat!)  viz.  Jacobin£u  He 
took  Jacobina  then,  we  say,  upon  his  lap,  and,  stroking 
her  brindled  sides  with  great  tenderness,  he  bade  Dealtry 
remark  how  singularly  quiet  the  animal  was  in  its  man- 
ners. Na}',  he  was  not  contented  until  Peter  himself  had 
patted  her  with  a  timorous  hand,  and  had  reluctantly 
submitted  the  said  hand  to  the  honour  of  being  licked  by 
the  cat  in  return.  Jacobina,  who,  to  do  her  justice,  was 
always  meek  enough  in  the  presence  and  at  the  will  of 
her  master,  was,  fortunately,  this  day,  on  her  very  best 
behaviour. 

"  Them  dumb  animals  be  mighty  grateful,"  quoth  the 
corporal. 

"Ah!"  rejoined  Peter,  wiping  his  hand  with  his 
pocket  handkerchief. 
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<<  But,  Lord  I  what  scandal  there  be  in  the  world  I 


*  Though  slander's  breath  may  raise  a  storm. 
It  quickly  does  decay ! ' " 


muttered  Peter. 

"  Very  well,  very  true ;  sensible  verses  those,"  said  the 
corporal,  approvingly :  "  and  yet  mischief 's  often  done 
before  the  amends  come.  Body  o'  me,  it  makes  a  man 
sick  of  his  kind,  ashamed  to  belong  to  the  race  of  men^  to 
see  the  envy  that  abounds  in  this  here  sublunary  wale  of 
tears ! "  said  the  corporal,  lifting  up  his  eyes. 

Peter  stared  at  him  with  open  mouth ;  the  hypocritical 
rascal  continued,  after  a  pause, — 

"  Now  there's  Jacobina,  'cause  she's  a  good  eat,  a 
faithful  servant,  the  whole  village  is  against  her:  such 
lies  as  they  tell  on  her,  such  wappers,  you'd  think  she 
was  the  devil  in  garnet  I  I  grant,  I  grant,"  added  the. 
corporal,  in  a  tone  of  apologetic  candour,  ^that  sheV 
wild,  saucy,  knows  her  friends  from  her  foes,  steals  Goody 
Solomon's  butter;  but  what  then?  Goody  Solomon's 
d — d  b — h !  Goody  Solomon  sold  beer  in  opposition  to 
you,  set  up  a  public ;  you  do  not  like  Goody  Solomons, 
Peter  Dealtry  ?  " 

*'  If  that  were  all  Jacobina  had  done  I "  said  the  land- 
lord, grinning. 

"  All !  what  else  did  she  do  ?  Why  she  eat  up  John 
Tomkins's  canary-bird  ;  and  did  not  John  Tomkins,  saucy 
rascal  I  say  you  could  not  sing  better  nor  a  raven  ?  '* 

<^  I  have  nothing  to  say  against  the  poor  creature  for 
that,"  said  Peter,  stroking  the  cat  of  his  own  accord. 
"  Cats  will  eat  birds,  't  is  the  'spensation  of  Providence. 
But  what,  corporal  I "  and  Peter,  hastily  withdrawing  his 
hand,  hurried  it  into  his  breeches  pocket — "but  what! 
did  not  she  scratch  Joe  Webster's  little  boy's  hand  into 
ribands,  because  the  boy  tried  to  prevent  her  running  off 
with  a  ball  of  string  ?  " 

"  And  well,"  grunted  the  corporal,  "  that  was  not 
Jacobina's  doing;  that  was  my  doing.  I  want^  the 
string — offered  to  pay  a  penny  for  it — think  of  that  1  " 

"  It  was  priced  three  pence  ha'penny,"  said  Peter. 
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<c 


Augh— pbaugh  I  you  would  not  pay  Joe  Webster  all 
he  asks  I  What's  the  use  of  being  a  man  of  the  world, 
unless  one  makes  one's  tradesmen  bate  a  bit  ?  Bargaining 
is  not  cheating,  1  hope  ?  '* 

"  God  forbid  I "  said  Peter. 

*^  Qut  as  to  the  bit  string,  Jacobina  took  it  solely  for 
your  sake.  Ah,  she  did  not  think  you  were  to  turn 
against  her  I  *' 

So  saying,  the  corporal  got  up,  walked  into  his  house, 
and  presently  came  back  with  a  little  net  in  his  hand. 

*•  There,  Peter,  net  for  you,  to  hold  lemons.  Thank 
Jacobina  for  that ;  she  got  the  string.  Says  I  to  her  one 
day,  as  I  was  sitting,  as  I  might  be  now,  without  the  door, 
'Jacobina,  Peter  Dealtry's  a  good  fellow,  and  he  keeps 
his  lemons  in  a  bag:  bad  habit, — get  mouldy,— we'll 
make  him  a  net :  and  Jacobina  purred  (stroke  the  poor 
creature,  Peter!) — so  Jacobina  and  I  took  a  walk,  and 
when  we  came  to  Joe  Webster's,  I  pointed  out  the  ball  o' 
twine  to  her.  So,  for  your  sake,  Peter,  she  got  into  this 
here  scrape — augh." 

"Ah!"  quoth  Peter,  laughing,  "poor  puss!  poor 
pussy  I  poor  little  pussy  ! " 

"  And  now,  Peter,"  said  the  corporal,  taking  his 
friend's  hand,  "I  am  going  to  prove  friendship  to  you  — 
going  to  do  you  great  favour." 

"  Aha  I"  said  Peter,  "  my  good  friend,  I'm  very  much 
obliged  to  you.  I  know  your  kind  heart,  but  I  really 
don't  want  any " 

"  Bother ! "  cried  the  corporal ;  "  I'm  not  the  man  as 
makes  much  of  doing  a  friend  a  kindness.  Hold  jaw  !  tell 
you  what, — tell  you  what:  am  going  away  on  Wednesday 
at  daybreak,  and  in  my  absence  you  shall " 

"  What  ?  my  good  corporal." 

"  Take  charge  of  Jacobina ! " 

"  Take  charge  of  the  devil ! "  cried  Peter. 

"Augh! — baugh! — what  words  are  those?  Listen 
to  me." 

"  1  won't ! 

"  You  shall  1 

"I'll  be  d— d  if  I  do!"   quoth  Peter,  sturdily.     It 
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was  the  first  time  he  had  been  known  to  swear  since  he 
was  parish  clerk. 

"Very  well,  very  welll"  said  the  corporal,  chucking 
up  his  chin,  "  Jacobina  can  take  care  of  herself  I  Jacobina 
knows  her  friends  and  her  foes  as  well  as  her  master! 
Jacobina  never  injures  her  friends,  never  forgives  foes. 
Look  to  yourself!  look  to  yourself  I  insult  my  cat,  insult 
me  I     Swear  at  Jacobina,  indeed  I " 

"  If  she  steals  ray  cream  I "  cried  Peter. 

"  Did  she  ever  steal  your  cream  ?  " 

"  No  I  but,  if " 

"  Did  she  ever  steal  your  cream  ?  "  , 

**  I  can't  say  she  ever  did." 

"  Or  any  thing  else  of  yours  ?  " 

"  Not  that  I  know  of;  but " 

"  Never  too  late  to  mend." 

"If " 

"  Will  you  listen  to  me,  or  not  ?  " 

«  Well." 

"  You  11  listen  ?  " 

«  Yes." 

"  Know  then,  that  1  wanted  to  do  you  kindness." 

"  Humph ! " 

"  Hold  jaw  I  I  taught  Jacobina  all  she  knows." 

"  More  's  the  pity ! " 

"  Hold  jaw  I  I  taught  her  to  respect  her  friends,-x- 
never  to  commit  herself  in-doors — never  to  steal  at  home 

—  never  to  fly  at  home  —  never  to  scratch  at  home  —  to 
kill  mice  and  rats -^ to  bring  all  she  catches  to  her  master 

—  to  do  what  he  tells  her  -—  and  to  defend  his  house  as 
well  as  a  mastiff:  and  this  invaluable  creature  I  was  going 
to  lend  you :  —  won't  now,  d— d  if  I  do !  " 

«  Humph." 

"  Hold  jaw  I  When  I'm  gone,  Jacobina  will  have  no 
one  to  feed  her.  She*ll  feed  herself— will  go  to  every 
larder,  every  house  in  the  place  —  your's  best  larder,  best 
house  ;  — will  come  to  you  oftenest.  If  your  wife  attempts 
to  drive  her  away,  scratch  her  eyes  out ;  if  you  disturb 
her,  serve  you  worse  than  Joe  Webster's  little  boy: — 
wanted  to  prevent  this  — Won't  now,  d  —  d  if  I  do  I  " 
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•:  «  Buty  corporal,  how  would  it  mend  the  matter  to  take 
the  devil  in-doors  ?  *' 

**  Devil  I  Don't  call  names.  Did  not  I  tell  you,  only 
one  Jacobina  does  not  hurt  is  her  master? — make  you 
her  master :  now  d'ye  see  ?  " 

«*  It  is  very  hard/'  siud  Peter,  grumblingly,  "  that  the 
ooly  way  I  can  defend  myself  from  this  villanous  creature 
is  to  take  her  into  my  house.'* 

^  Villanous !  You  ought  to  be  proud  of  her  affection. 
She  returns  good  for  evil  —  she  always  loved  you ;  see 
how  she  rubs  herself  against  you  —  and  that's  the  reason 
why  I  selected  you  from  the  whole  village,  to  take  care  of 
her;  but  you  at  once  injure  yourself  and  refuse  to  do 
your  friend  a  service.  Howsomever,  you  know  I  shall  be 
with  young  squire,  and  he'll  be  master  here  one  of  these 
days,  and  I  shall  have  an  influence  over  him — you  '11  see 
— you'll  see.  Look  that  there's  not  another  Spotted 
Dog  set  up  —  augh  I  —  bother  I  ** 

^  But  what  would  my  wife  say,  if  I  took  the  cat  ?  she 
can't  abide  its  name.*' 

"  Let  me  alone  to  talk  to  your  wife.  What  would  she 
say  if  I  bring  her  from  Lunnun  town  a  fine  silk  gown,  or 
a,  neat  shawl  with  a  blue  border — ^blue  becomes  her,  or 
a  tay-chest  —  that  will  do  for  you  both,  and  would  set  off 
tke  little  back  parlour  ?  Mahogany  tay-chest,  inlaid  at  top 
-*->  initials  in  silver,  J.  B.  to  D.  and  P.  D.;  two  boxes  for 
tay,  and  a  bowl  for  sugar  in  the  middle. — Ah !  ah !  Love 
me,  love  my  cat  I  When  was  Jacob  Bunting  ungrateful  ? 
—  augh!" 

*<  Well,  well  I  will  you  talk  to  Dorothy  about  it  ?  " 

♦*  I  shall  have  your  consent,  then  ?  Thanks  my  dear, 
dear  Peter ;  'pon  my  soul  you  *re  a  fine  fellow !  you  see, 
you're  great  man  of  the  parish.  If  you  protect  her,  none 
dare  Injure ;  if  you  scout  her,  all  set  upon  her.  For,  as 
you  said,  or  rather  sung,  t'other  Sunday  •— capital  voice 
you  were  in,  too, — • 

'  The  mightj  tyrants  without  cause. 
Conspire  her  blood  to  shed  1 '" 

**  1  did  not  think  you  had  so  good  a  memory)  ^t« 
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poral/*  said  Peter,  smiling; — the  cat  was  now  curiu^ 
itself  up  in  his  lap:  <^  after  all,  Jacobina  —  whatadeiu^ 
of  a  name  I  —  seems  gentle  enough." 

"  Gentle  as  a  lamb,  soft  as  butter,  kind  as  creaQi>  afid 
such  a  mouser !  " 

"  But  I  don't  think  Dorothy " 

« 1*11  settle  Dorothy." 

"  Well,  when  will  you  look  up  ?  " 

<<  Come  and  take  a  dish  of  tay  with  you  in  half  an 
hour; — you  want  a  new  tay-chest;  something  new  qh^ 
genteel." 

"I  think  we  do,'*  said  Peter,  rising  and  gently  de^ 
positing  the  cat  on  the  ground. 

"  Aha  I  we'll  see  to  it !  —  we'll  see  I  Good-by  for 
the  present  —  in  half  an  hour  be  with  you  I " 

The  corporal,  left  alone  with  Jacobina,  eyed  her 
intently,  and  burst  into  the  following  pathetic  address : — 

'^  Well,  Jacobina  I  you  little  know  the  pains  I  takes  to 
serve  you  —  the  lies  I  tells  for  you — endangered  my 
precious  soul  for  your  sake,  you  jade  I  Ah !  may  well 
rub  your  sides  against  me.  Jacobina  I  Jacobina !  you  be 
the  only  thing  in  the  world  that  cares  a  button  for  me.  I 
have  neither  kith  nor  kin.  You  are  daughter — friend — 
wife  to  me :  if  any  thing  happened  to  you,  I  should  not 
have  the  heart  to  love  any  thing  else.  And  body  o'  me,  but 
you  be  as  kind  a^  any  mistress,  and  much  more  tractable 
than  any  wife ;  but  the  world  gives  you  a  bad  name,  Jaco- 
bina. Why  ?  Is  it  that  you  do  worse  than  the  world  do  ? 
You  has  no  morality  in  you,  Jacobina ;  well  but  has  the 
world  ?  No  I  But  it  has  humbug — you  have  no  humbug, 
Jacobina.  On  the  faith  of  a  man,  Jacobina,  you  be  better 
than  the  world  I  —  baugh  I  You  takes  care  of  your  own 
interest,  but  you  takes  care  of  your  master's  too  !  —  You 
loves  me  as  well  as  yourself.  Few  cats  can  say  the  same^ 
Jacobina  I  and  no  gossip  that  flings  a  stone  at  your  pretty 
brindled  skin,  can  say  half  as  much.  We  must  not  forget 
your  kittens,  Jacobina ;  you  have  four  left  —  they  muat  be 
provided  for.  Why  not  a  cat's  children  as  well  as  a 
courtier's  ?  I  have  got  you  a  comfortable  home,  Jacobina; 
take  care  of  yourself,  and  don't  fall  in  love  with  every 
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in  the  plac6.  Be  sober,  and  lead  a  single  life  till 
my  return.  Come,  Jaeobina,  we  will  lock  up  the  house, 
^d  go  and  see  the  quarters  I  have  provided  for  you. — 
Heigho  I " 

As  he  finished  his  harangue,  the  corporal  locked  the 
door  of  his  cottage,  and  Jacobina,  trotting  by  his  side,  he 
stalked  with  his  usual  stateliness  to  the  Spotted  Dog. 

Dame  Dorothy  Dealtry  received  him  with  a  clouded 
brow ;  but  the  man  of  the  world  knew  whom  be  had  to 
deal  with.  On  Wednesday  morning  Jacobina  was  in- 
ducted into  the  comforts  of  the  hearth  of  mine  host ;  — 
and  her  four  little  kittens  mewed  hard  by,  from  the  sine- 
cure of  a  basket  lined  with  flannel. 

Reader.  Here  is  wisdom  in  this  chapter:  it  is  not 
every  man  who  knows  how  to  dispose  of  his  cat  I 


CHAPTER  Xn. 

A  STftANGE  HABIT.  —  WALTER's   INTERVIEW  WITH    MADE- 
line.  her  generous  and  confiding  disposition. 

—  Walter's  anger.  —  the  parting  meal.  —  con- 
versation  BETWEEN    THE    UNCLE  AND    NEPHEW. 

WALTER    ALONE. SLEEP     THE     BLESSING     OF     THE 

YOUNG. 

"  Fall,    Out,  oat,  unworthy  to  speak  where  he  breathetb, 
•  •  •  •  &c. 
Punt.    Well  now,  my  whole  venture  is  forth,  I  will  resolve  to 
depart." 

Ben  Jonson  :  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour, 

It  was  now  the  eve  before  Walter's  departure,  and  on 
returning  home  from  a  farewell  walk  among  his  favourite 
haunts,  he  found  Aram,  whose  visit  had  been  made  during 
Walter's  absence,  now  standing  on  the  threshold  of  the 
door,  and  taking  leave  of  Madeline  and  her  father.  Aram 
and  Walter  had  only  met  twice  before  since  the  interview 
we  recorded,  and  each  time  Walter  had  taken  care  that 
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the  meeting  should  be  but  of  short  duration.  In  Ihe/n^ 
brief  encounters,  Aram's  manner  had  been  even  mcnrg 
gentle  than  heretofore ;  that  of  Walter's  more  cold  0A4 
distant  And  now,  as  they  thus  unexpectedly  met  at.  tto 
door,  Aram,  looking  at  him  ieamesUy,  said, 

'<  Farewell,  sir  I  You  are  to  leave  us  for  some  time,  1 
hear.  Heaven  speed  you  I  '*  Then  he  added,  in  a  lower 
tone,  <<  Will  you  take  my  hand^  now^  in  parting  ?  ** 

As  he  said,  he  put  forth  his  hand,  -^  it  was  the  left*  ' 

'<  Let  it  be  the  right  hand,''  observed  the  elder  Lestae^ 
smiling :  <<  it  is  a  luckier  omen." 

<<  I  think  not,"  said  Aram,  dryly.  And  Walter  noted 
that  he  had  never  remembered  him  to  give  his  right  hand 
to  any  one,  even  to  Madeline :  the  peculiarity  of  this  habit 
might,  however,  arise  from  an  awkward  early  habit ;  it  ww 
certainly  scarce  worth  observing,  and  Walter  had  already 
coldly  touched  the  hand  extended  to  him  when  Lest^ 
carelessly  renewed  the  subject. 

<*Is  there  any  superstition,"  said  he,  gaily,  '^  that  makes 
you  think,  as  some  of  the  ancients  did,  the  left  hand  luckier 
than  the  right  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Aram ;  "  a  superstition.     Adieu*'* 

The  student  departed ;  Madeline  slowly  walked  up  one 
of  the  garden  alleys,  and  thither  Walter,  afler  whispering 
to  his  uncle,  followed  her. 

There  is  something  in  those  bitter  feelings  which  are 
the  offspring  of  disappointed  love ;  something  in  the  in- 
tolerable  anguish  of  well-founded  jealousy,  that,  when  the 
first  shock  is  over,  often  hardens,  and  perhaps  elevates 
the  character..  The  sterner  powers  that  we  arouse  within 
us  to  combat  a  passion  that  can  no  longer  be  worthily 
indulged,  are  never  afterwards  wholly  allayed.  Like  the 
allies  which  a  nation  summons  to  its  bosom  to  defend  it 
from  its  foes,  they  eitpel  the  enemy  only  to  find  a  settle- 
ment for  themselves.  The  mind  of  every  man  who  cam- 
qiiers  an  unfortunate  attachment  becomes  stronger  than 
before ;  it  may  be  for  evil,  it  may  be  for  good,  but  the 
capacities  for  either  are  more  vigorous  and  collected. 

The  last  few  weeks  had  done  more  for  Walter's 
character  than  years  of  ordinary,  even  of  happy  emotion. 
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firight  have  effected.  He  had  passed  from  youth  to  man- 
hbod>  and  with  the  sadness,  had  acquired  also  something 
cif  tl^  dignity,  of  experience*  Not  that  we  would  say 
Hiat  he  had  subdued  his  love,  but  he  had  made  the  first 
step  towards  it;  he  had  resolved  that  at  all  hazards  it 
flhonld  be  subdued. 

As  he  now  joined  Madeline,  and  she  perceived  him  by 
her  side,  her  embarrassment  was  more  evident  than  his. 
She  feared  some  avowal,  and,  from  his  temper,  perhaps 
some  violence,  on  his  part  However,  she  was  the  first  to 
speak :  women,  in  such  cases,  always  are. 

^  It  is  a  beautiful  evening,"  said  she,  **  and  the  sun  set 
in  pioDUse  of  a  fine  day  for  your  journey  to-morrow." 

Walter  walked  on  silently;  his  heart  was  fuU.  ^  Ma- 
ddine,**  he  said  at  length,  **  dear  Madeline,  give  me  your 
hand.  Nay,  do  not  fear  me ;  I  know  what  you  think,  and 
you  are  right :  I  loved— -I  still  love  you  I  but  I  know  well 
that  I  can  have  no  hope  in  making  this  confession ;  and 
when  I  ask  you  for  your  hand,  Madeline,  it  is  only  to  con«> 
▼inoe  you  that  I  have  no  suit  to  press :  had  I;  I  would  not 
dare  to  touch  that  hand." 

Madeline,  wondering  and  embarrassed,  gave  him  her 
hand;  he  held  it  for  a  moment  with  a  trembling  claspf 
pressed  it  to  his  lips,  and  then  resigned  it. 

^  Yes,  Madeline,  my  cousin,  my  sweet  cousin ;  I  have 
loved  you  deeply,  but  silently,  long  before  my  heart  could 
unravel  the  mystery  of  the  feelings  with  which  it  glowed. 
But  this-— all  this— it  were  now  idle  to  repeat.  I  know 
that  I  have  no  hope  of  return ;  that  the  heart  whose  pos- 
session would  have  made  my  whole  life  a  dream,  a  trans- 
port, is  given  to  another.  I  have  not  sought  you  now, 
Madeline,  to  repine  at  this,  or  to  vex  you  by  the  tale  of 
any  suffering  I  may  endure :  I  am  come  only  to  give  you 
the  parting  wishes,  the  parting  blessing,  of  one  who,  wher- 
ever he  goes,  or  whatever  befall  him,  will  always  Uiink  of 
you  as  the  brightest  and  loveliest  of  human  beings.  May 
you  be  happy,  yes  even  with  another ! " 

«  Oh,  Walter  I "  said  Madeline,  affected  to  tears,  « if  I 
ever  encouraged-^ if  I  ever  led  you  to  hope  for  more  than 
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the  warm,  the  sisterly  affection  I  bear  jou,  how  hkt&^yl 
should  reproach  myself  I" 

*^  You  never  did,  dear  Madeline;  I  asked  for  no  induoci^ 
ment  to  love  you, — I  never  dreamed  of  seeking  a  modvie 
or  inquiring  if  I  had  cause  to  hope.  But  as  I  am  now 
about  to  quit  you,  and  as  you  confess  you  feel  for  me  a 
sister's  affection,  will  you  give  me  leave  to  speak  to  you  as 
a  brother  might  ?  " 

Madeline  held  her  hand  to  him  in  frank  cordialify. 
«  Yes  I "  said  she,  **  speak  I " 

**  Then,"  said  Walter,  turning  away  his  head  in  a  spiril^ 
of  delicacy  that  did  him  honour,  <<  is  it  yet  all  too  late  for 
me  to  say  one  word  of  caution  as  relates  to-— Eugeoe 
Aram  ?  " 

"  Of  caution  I  you  alarm  me,  Walter:  speak,  has  angbt 
happened  to  him?  I  saw  him  as  lately  as  yourself.  Does 
aught  threaten  him  ?     Speak,  I  implore  you, — quick  ?  ** 

"  I  know  of  no  danger  to  him  /*'  replied  Walter,  stung 
to  perceive  the  breathless  anxiety  with  which  Madeline 
spoke;  ''but  pause,  my  cousin,  may  there  be  no  danger  to 
you  from  this  man  ?  " 

«  Walter  I " 

«  I  grant  him  wise,  learned,  gentle,-^  nay,  more  than 
all,  bearing  about  him  a  spell,  a  fascination,  by  which  he 
softens,  or  awes  at  will,  and  which  even  I  cannot  resist 
But  yet  his  abstracted  mood,  his  gloomy  life,  certain  words 
that  have  broken  from  him  unawares,  —  certain  tell-tale 
emotions,  which  words  of  mine,  heedlessly  said,  have 
fiercely  aroused,  all  united,  inspire  me— ^shall  1  say  it?— 
with  fear  and  distrust  I  cannot  think  him  altogether  the 
calm  and  pure  being  he  appears.  Madeline,  I  have  asked 
myself  again  and  again,  is  this  suspicion  the  effect  of  jealousy? 
do  I  scan  his  bearing  with  the  jaundiced  eye  of  disap- 
pointed rivalship?  And  I  have  satisfied  my  conscience 
that  my  judgment  is  not  thus  biassed.  Stay  I  listen  yet  a 
little  while !  You  have  a  high,  a  thoughtful  mind.  Exert 
it  now.  Consider  your  whole  happiness  rests  on  one  step  I 
Pause,  examine,  compare !  Remember,  you  have  not  of 
Aram,  as  of  those  whom  you  have  hitherto  mixed  with,  the 
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eye-witness  of  a  lifel  You  can  know  but  little  of  his  real 
temper,  his  secret  qualities ;  still  less  of  the  tenor  of  his 
former  life.  I  only  ask  of  you,  for  your  own  sake,  for  my 
sake,  your  sister's  sake,  and  your  good  father's,  not  to  judge 
too  rashly  !     Love  him,  if  you  will ;  but  observe  him  I " 

"  Have  you  done  ?  "  said  Madeline,  who  had  hitherto 
with  difficulty  contained  herself;  "  then  hear  me.  Was 
it  I  ?  was  it  Madeline  Lester  whom  you  asked  to  play  the 
watch,  to  enact  the  spy  upon  the  man  whom  she  exults  in 
loving  ?  Was  it  not  enough  that  t/ou  should  descend  to 
mark  down  each  incautious  look — to  chronicle  every  heed- 
less word — to  draw  dark  deductions  from  the  unsuspecting 
confidence  of  my  fathers  friend — to  lie  in  wait — to  hang 
with  a  foe's  malignity  upon  the  unbendings  of  familiar 
intercourse — to  extort  anger  from  gentleness  itself,  that 
'yoQ  might  wrest  the  anger  into  crime !  Shame,  shame 
upon  you  for  the  meanness !  And  must  you  also  suppose 
that  I,  to  whose  trust  he  has  given  his  noble  heart,  will 
receive  it  only  to  play  the  eavesdropper  to  its  secrets? 
Away  I'* 

"The  generous  blood  crimsoned  the  cheek  and  brow  of 
this  high-spirited  girl,  as  she  uttered  her  galling  reproof; 
her  eyes  sparkled,  her  lip  quivered,  her  whole  frame  seemed 
to  have  grown  larger  with  the  majesty  of  indignant  love. 

"  Cruel,  unjust,  ungrateful ! "  ejaculated  Walter,  pale 
with  rage,  and  trembling  under  the  conflict  of  his  roused 
and  wounded  feelings.  "  Is  it  thus  you  answer  the  warn- 
ing of  too  disinterested  and  self-forgetful  a  love  ?  " 

"  Love !"  exclaimed  Madeline.  "  Grant  me  patience! 
— Love  I  It  was  but  now  I  thought  myself  honoured  by 
the  affection  you  said  you  bore  me.  At  this  instant,  I 
blush  to  have  called  forth  a  single  sentiment  in  one  who 
knows  so  little  what  love  is  I  Love! — methought  that 
word  denoted  all  that  was  high  and  noble  in  human  nature 
—  confidence,  hope,  devotion,  sacrifice  of  all  thought  of 
self  I  but  you  would  make  it  the  type  and  concentration  of 
all  that  lowers  and  debases! — suspicion — cavil — fear — 
selfishness  in  all  its  shapes  I     Out  on  you! — love!  " 

"  Enough,  enough  !  Say  no  more,  Madeline ;  say  no 
more.    We  part  not  as  I  bad  hoped  :  but  be  vl  so,    Xo\x 
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are  changed  indeed,  if  your  consoienee  smite  you  not  htittfs 
after  for  this  injustice.  Farewell,  and  may  yon  nevir 
regret,  not  only  the  heart  you  have  rejected,  4mt-^the 
friendship  you  have  belied."  With  these  wordi»  ittST 
choked  by  his  emotions,  Walter  hastily  strode  away.       --- 

He  hurried  into  the  house,  and  into  a  little  room  adjoitt* 
ing  the  chamber  in  which  he  slept,  and  which  had  been 
also  appropriated  solely  to  his  use.  It  was  now  sprend 
with  bo^es  and  trunks,  some  half-packed,  some  corded,  aaitf 
inscribed  with  the  address  to  which  they  were  to  be  Mirf 
in  London.  All  these  mute  tokens  of  his  approaching  de- 
parture struck  upon  his  excited  feelings  with  a  suddennesfe^ 
that  overpowered  him. 

<^  And  it  is  thus — ^thus,"  said  he,  aloud,  ^  that  I  am  tt^ 
leave,  for  the  first  time,  my  childhood's  home." 

He  threw  himself  on  his  chair,  and,  covering  his  fm 
with  his  hands,  burst,  fairly  subdued  and  unmanned,  into 
a  paroxysm  of  tears. 

When  this  emotion  was  over,  he  felt  as  if  his  love  fcr 
Madeline  had  also  disappeared ;  a  sore  and  insulted  feel- 
ing was  all  that  her  image  now  recalled  to  him.  This  idea 
gave  him  some  consolatioQ.  <<  Thank  God  I "  he  muttered, 
"  thank  God,  I  am  cured  at  last ! "  •- 

The  thanksgiving  was  scarcely  over,  before  the  doo*- 
opened  softly,  and  £llinor,  not  perceiving  him  where  he 
sat,  entered  the  room,  and  laid  on  the  table  a  purse  which 
she  had  long  promised  to  knit  him,  and  which  seemed  now 
designed  as  a  parting  gift. 

She  sighed  heavily  as  she  laid  it  down,  and  he  observed 
that  her  eyes  seemed  red  as  with  weeping. 

He  did  not  move,  and  Ellinor  left  the  room  without 
discovering  him ;  but  he  remained  there  till  dark,  musing 
on  her  apparition ;  and  before  he  went  down  stairs  he  took 
up  the  little  purse,  kissed  it,  and  put  it  carefully  into  hiM 
bosom. 

He  sat  next  to  Ellinor  at  supper  that  evening,  andy 
though  he  did  not  say  much,  his  last  words  were  more  txr 
her  than  words  had  ever  been  befoie.  When  he  took' 
leave  of  her  for  the  night,  he  whispered,  as  he  kissed  her 
cheek,  "God  bless  you,  dearest  Ellinor  I  and  till  I  returtl 
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lifc^'  care  of  yourself,  for  the  sake  of  one  who  loves  you 
j|M0V  better  than  any  thing  on  earth." 
„.i  -Lester  had  just  left  the  room  to  write  some  letters  for 
V^ter ;  and  Madeline,  who  had  hitherto  sat  absorbed  and 
silent  by  the  window,  .now  approached  Walter,  and  offered 
hint  her  hand* 

«  Forgive  me,  my  dear  cousin,"  she  said,  in  her  softest 
toioe.  ^*  I  feel  that  I  was  hasty,  and  to  blame.  Believe 
4169  I  am  now  at  least  grateful,  warmly  grateful,  for  the 
kindness  of  your  motives." 

.   **  Not  so,"  said  Walter  bitterly;  "  the  advice  of  a  friend 
it.  only  meanness." 

**  Come,  come,  forgive  me ;  pray  do  not  let  us  part 
unkindly.  When  did  we  ever .  quarrel  before  ?  I  was 
wrong,  grievously  wrong — I  will  perform  any  penance 
yea  may  enjoin." 

"  Agreed,  then :  follow  my  admonitions." 

"  Ah  I  any  thing  else,"  said  Madeline,  gravely,  and 
eolouring  deeply. 

■  Walter  said  no  more;  he  pressed  her  hand  lightly,  and 
turned  away. 

**  Is  all  forgiven  ?  "  said  she,  in  so  bewitching  a  tone, 
and  with  so  bright  a  smile,  that  Walter,  against  his  con- 
science, answered  '<  Yes." 

The  sisters  left  the  room;  I  know  not  which  of  the  two 
received  his  last  glance. 

Lester  now  returned  with  the  letters.  "  There  is  one 
charge,  my  dear  boy,"  said  he,  in  concluding  the  moral 
injunctions  and  experienced  suggestions  with  which  the 
young  generally  leave  the  ancestral  home  (whether  prac- 
tically benefited  or  not  by  the  legacy,  may  be  matter  of 
question) —  "  there  is  one  charge  which  I  need  not  intrust 
to  your  ingenuity  and  zeal.  You  know  my  strong  convic- 
tion, that  your  father,  my  poor  brother,  still  lives.  Is  it 
necessary  for  me  to  tell  you  to  exert  yourself  by  all  ways, 
and  in  all  means,  to  discover  some  clue  to  his  fate?  Who 
knows,"  added  Lester,  with  a  smile,  "  but  that  you  may 
find  him  a  rich  nabob.  I  confess  that  I  should  feel  but 
little  surprise  if  it  were  so;  but,  at  all  events,  you  will 
make  every  possible  inquiry.     I  have  written  down  in  tins 


114  EUGENE  ARAM. 

paper  the  few  particulars  concerning  him  which  I  have  boejl 
enabled  to  glean  since  he  left  his  home ;  the  places  wliani 
he  was  last  seen,  the  false  names  he  assumed,  &c.  I  sba]jk 
watch  with  great  anxiety  for  any  fuller  success  to  your 
researches." 

**  You  needed  not,  my  dear  uncle/'  said  Walter,  aexU 
ously,  <<  to  have  spoken  to  me  on  this  subject*  No  ooer. 
not  even  yourself,  can  have  felt  what  I  have — can  have 
cherished  the  same  anxiety,  nursed  the  same  hope,  indulgei 
the  same  conjecture.  I  have  not,  it  is  true,  often  of  lati; 
years  spoken  to  you  on  a  matter  so  near  to  us  both;  but*  J 
have  spent  whole  hours  in  guesses  at  my  father's  fate,  aii4 
in  dreams  that  for  me  was  reserved  the  proud  task  to  di»^ 
cover  it.  I  will  not  say,  indeed,  that  it  makes  at  thia 
moment  the  chief  motive  for  my  desire  to  travel,  but  in 
travel  it  will  become  my  chief  object.  Perhaps  1  may  find 
him  not  only  rich — that,  for  my  part,  is  but  a  minor  wiajbi 
—  but  sobered,  and  reformed  from  the  errors  and  wildn^e^ 
of  his  earlier  manhood.  Oh,  what  should  be  his  gratitude, 
to  you  for  all  the  care  with  which  you  have  supplied  to  the. 
forsaken  child  the  father's  place ;  and  not  the  least,  that 
you  have,  in  softening  the  colours  of  his  conduct,  taught 
me  still  to  prize  and  seek  for  a  father's  love  I" 

"  You  have  a  kind  heart,  Walter,"  said  the  good  ol4 
man,  pressing  his  nephew's  hand,  '^  and  that  has  more  than 
repaid  me  for  the  little  I  have  done  for  you :  it  is  better  to 
sow  a  good  heart  with  kindness  than  a  field  with  com,  for 
the  heart's  harvest  is  perpetual." 

Many,  keen,  and  earnest,  were  that  night  the  meditations 
of  Walter  Lester.  He  was  about  to  quit  the  home  in 
which  youth  had  been  passed  —  in  which  first  love  had 
been  formed  and  blighted :  the  world  was  before  him ;  bujt 
there  was  something  more  grave  than  pleasure  —  more 
steady  than  enterprise  —  that  beckoned  him  its  to  paths. 
The  deep  mystery  that  for  so  many  years  had  hung  over 
the  fate  of  his  parent,  it  might  indeed  be  his  lot  to  pierce; 
and,  with  a  common  waywardness  in  our  nature,  the  rest* 
less  son  felt  his  interest  in  that  parent  the  livelier,  from  the 
very  circumstance  of  remembering  nothing  of  his  person. 
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MSS^^on  had  been  nursed  by  curiosity  and  imagination ; 
jUcid|1iie  bad  &ther  was  thus  more  fortunate  in  winning  the 
Mut  of  the  son,  than  had  he,  perhaps,  by  the  tenderness 
of  yiears,  deserved  that  affection. 

Oppressed  and  feverish,  Waiter  opened  the  lattice  of 
his  Toom,  and  looked  forth  on  the  night.  The  broad 
harvest-moon  was  in  the  heavens,  and  filled  the  air  as  with 
a  softer  and  holier  day.  At  a  distance  its  light  just  gave 
Aerdark  outline  of  Aram's  house,  and  beneath  the  window 
it%iy,  bright  and  steady  on  the  green,  still  churchyard,  that 
adjoined  the  house.  The  air  and  the  light  allayed  the 
fStfnlness  at  the  young  man's  heart,  but  served  to  solemnise 
the  project  and  desire  with  which  it  beat.  Still  leaning 
from  the  casement,  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  tranquil 
scene  below,  he  poured  forth  the  prayer,  that  to  his  hands 
might  the  discovery  of  his  lost  sire  be  granted.  The 
prayer  seemed  to  lift  the  oppression  from  his  breast ;  he 
Mt  cheerful  and  relieved,  and,  flinging  himself  on  his  bed, 
soon  fen  into  the  sound  and  healthful  sleep  of  youth.  And 
oh !  let  Youth  cherish  that  happiest  of  earthly  boons  while 
yet  it  is  at  its  command; — for  there  cometh  the  day  to 
an,  when  "  neither  the  voice  of  the  lute  nor  the  birds  "* 
shall  bring  back  the  sweet  slumbers  that  fell  on  their 
yoang  eyes,  as  unbidden  as  the  dews.  It  is  a  dark  epoch 
in  a  man's  life  when  sleep  forsakes  him ;  when  he  tosses  to 
and  fro,  and  thought  will  not  be  silenced ;  when  the  drug 
and  draught  are  the  courters  of  stupefaction,  not  sleep;  when 
the  down  pillow  is  as  a  knotted  log ;  when  the  eyelids 
close  but  with  an  effort,  and  there  is  a  drag,  and  a  weight, 
and  a  dizziness  in  the  eyes  at  morn.  Desire,  and  grief, 
and  love,  these  are  the  young  man's  torments ;  but  they 
are  the  creatures  of  time  :  time  removes  them  as  it  brings, 
and  the  vigils  we  keep,  "  while  the  evil  days  come  not," 
if  weary,  are  brief  and  few.  But  memory,  and  care,  and 
ambition,  and  avarice,  these  are  demon-gods  that  defy 
the  time  that  fathered  them.  The  worldlier  passions  are 
the  growth  of  mature  years,  and  their  grave  is  dug  but  in 

♦  "  Non  avium  citharaeque/*  &c. — Horat. 
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our  own.  As  the  dark  spirits  in  the  northern  tale,  that 
watch  against  the  coming  of  one  of  a  brighter  and  holier 
race,  lest,  if  he  seize  them  unawares,  he  bind  them 
prisoners  in  his  chain,  they  keep  ward  at  night  over  the 
entrance  of  that  deep  cave — the  human  heart — and  scare 
away  the  angel  Sleep. 
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THE  MARRIAGE  SETTLED. — LESTER  S  HOPES  AND  SCHEMES. 

GAIETY    OF    TEMPER   A  GOOD    SPECULATION. THE 

TRUTH  AND  FERVOUR  OF  ARAM's  LOVE. 

'*  Love  is  better  than  a  pair  of  spectacles,  to  make  every  thing 
seem  greater  which  is  seen  through  it."  —  Sir  Philip  Sidney: 
Arcadia, 

Aram's  affection  to  Madeline  having  now  been  formally 
announced  to  Lester,  and  Madeline's  consent  having  been 
somewhat  less  formally  obtained,  it  only  remained  to  fix 
the  time  for  their  wedding.  Though  Lester  forbore  to 
question  Aram  as  to  his  circumstances,  the  student  frankly 
confessed,  that,  if  nQt  affording  what  the  generality  of 
persons  would  consider  even  a  competence,  they  enabled 
one  of  his  moderate  wants  and  retired  life  to  dispense, 
especially  in  the  remote  and  cheap  district  in  which  they 
lived,  with  all  fortune  in  a  wife,  who,  like  Madeline,  was 
equally  with  himself  enamoured  of  obscurity.  The  good 
Lester,  however  proposed  to  bestow  upon  his  daughter 
such  a  portion  as  might  allow  for  the  want^  of  an  increased 
family,  or  the  probable  contingencies  of  Fate.  For  though 
Fortune  may  often  slacken  her  wheel,  there  is  no  spot  in 
which  she  suffers  it  to  be  wholly  still. 
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It  was  now  the  middle  of  September,  aiid  by  HieiM/t 
ofthe  ensuing  month  it  was  agreed  that  the  spousals  ofit% 
lovers  should  be  held.  It  is  certain  that  Lester  felt  <^)^ 
pang  for  his  nephew  as  he  subscribed  to  this  proposal ;  pi^ 
he  consoled  himself  with  recurring  to  a  hope  he  had  long 
cherished,  viz.  that  Walter  would  return  home  not  only 
cured  of  his  vain  attachment  to  Madeline,  but  of  the  difr> 
position  to  admit  the  attractions  of  her  sister.  A  marriage 
between  these  two  cousins  had  for  years  been  his  favooritc 
project.  The  lively  and  ready  temper  of  Ellinor,  be? 
household  turn,  her  merry  laugh,  a  winning  playfulnetp 
that  characterised  even  her  defects,  were  all  more  after 
Lester's  secret  heart  than  the  graver  and  higher  nature  of 
his  elder  daughter.  This  might  mainly  be  that  they  were 
traits  of  disposition  that  more  reminded  him  of  his  lost 
wife,  and  were,  therefore,  more  accordant  with  his  ideal 
standard  of  perfection  ;  but  I  incline  also  to  believe  that 
the  more  persons  advance  in  years,  the  more,  even  if  of 
staid  and  sober  temper  themselves,  they  love  gaiety  and 
elasticity  in  youth.  I  have  often  pleased  myself  by  ob- 
serving, in  some  happy  family  circle  embracing  all  ages, 
that  it  is  the  liveliest  and  wildest  child  that  charms  the 
grandsire  the  most.  And  after  all  it  is,  perhaps,  with 
characters  as  with  books,  the  grave  and  thoughtful  may 
be  more  admired  than  the  light  and  cheerful,  but  they  are 
less  liked ;  it  is  not  only  that  the  former,  being  of  a  more 
abstruse  and  recondite  nature,  find  fewer  persons  capable 
of  judging  of  their  merits,  but  also  that  the  great  object 
of  the  majority  of  human  beings  is  to  be  amused,  and  that 
they  naturally  incline  to  love  those  the  best  who  amuse 
them  most.  And  to  so  great  a  practical  extent  is  this 
preference  pushed,  that  I  think  were  a  nice  observer  to 
make  a  census  of  all  those  who  have  received  legacies,  or 
dropped  unexpectedly  into  fortunes,  he  would  find  that 
where  one  grave  disposition  had  so  benefited,  there  would 
be  at  least  twenty  gay.  Perhaps,  however,  it  may  bo 
said  that  I  am  taking  the  cause  for  the  effect  I 

But  to  return  from  our  speculative  disquisitions: 
Lester,  then,  who  though  he  so  slowly  discovered  his 
nephew's  pajssion  for  Madeline,  had  long  ^ince  guessed  the 
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tek^  of  Ellihor's  afibction  for  him,  looked  forward  with 
ir'^'Itope  rather  sanguine  than  anxious  to  the  ultimate 
iiialisatioa  of  his  cherished  domestic  scheme.  And  he 
plliased  himself  with  thinking  that  when  all  soreness  would, 
fy  this  doable  wedding,  be  banished  from  Walter's  mind, 
ft  would  be  impossible  to  conceive  a  family  group  more 
Ttnited  or  more  happy. 

'-  And  Ellinor  herself,  ever  since  the  parting  words  of 
her  consin,  had  seemed,  so  far  from  being  inconsolable  for 
tern  absence,  more  bright  of  cheek  and  elastic  of  step  than 
iiie  had  been  for  months  before.  What  a  world  of  all 
leefogs,  which  forbid  despondence,  lies  hoarded  in  the 
liearts  of  the  young  I  As  one  fountain  is  filled  by  the 
diannels  that  exhaust  another,  we  cherish  wisdom  at  the 
expense  of  hope.  It  thus  happened,  from  one  cause 
or  another,  that  Walter's  absence  created  a  less  cheerless 
Uank  in  the  family  circle  than  might  have  been  expected ; 
and  the  approaching  bridals  of  Madeline  and  her  lover 
natarally  diverted,  in  a  great  measure,  the  thoughts  of 
each,  and  engrossed  their  conversation. 

Whatever  might  be  Madeline's  infatuation  as  to  the 
ttierits  of  Aram,  one  merit,  the  greatest  of  all  in  the  eyes 
of  a  woman  who  loves,  he  at  least  possessed.  Never  was 
mistress  more  burningly  and  deeply  loved  than  she,  who, 
for  the  first  time,  awoke  the  long  slumbering  passions  in 
the  heart  of  Eugene  Aram.  Every  day  the  ardour  of  his 
affections  seemed  to  increase.  With  what  anxiety  he 
watched  her  footsteps  I  with  what  idolatry  be  hung  upon 
her  words !  with  what  unspeakable  and  yearning  emotion 
he  gazed  upon  the  changeful  eloquence  of  her  cheek  I 
Kow  that  Walter  was  gone,  he  almost  took  up  his  abode 
at  the  manor-house.  He  came  thither  in  the  early 
morning,  and  rarely  returned  home  before  the  family 
retired  for  the  night ;  and  even  then,  when  all  was  hushed, 
and  they  believed  him  in  his  solitary  home,  he  lingered 
fbr  hours  around  the  house,  to  look  up  to  Madeline's 
window,  charmed  to  the  spot  which  held  the  intoxication 
of  her  presence.  Madeline  discovered  this  habit,  and 
chid  it ;  but  so  tenderly,  that  it  was  not  cured.  And  still 
at  times,  by  the  autumnal  moon,  she  marked  from  her 
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window  his  dark  figure  gliding  among  the  shadows  bf^tlib 
trees,  or  pausing  by  the  lowly  tombs  in  the  still  ehiMh^ 
yard — the  resting-place  of  hearts  that  once,  perhaps,  biit 
as  wildly  as  his  own.  ■  "--- 

It  was  impossible  that  a  love  of  this  order,  and  frott 
one  so  richly  gifted  as  Aram, — a  love,  which  in  substaticb 
was  truth,  and  yet  in  language  poetry,  could  fail  wholly 
to  subdue  and  enthral  a  girl  so  young,  so  romantic,^ 
enthusiastic,  as  Madeline  Lester.  How  intense  land  deli^ 
cious  must  have  been  her  sense  of  happiness!  In  ib/t 
pure  heart  of  a  girl  loving  for  the  first  time,  love  is  to 
more  ecstatic  than  in  man,  inasmuch  as  it  is  unfevered  bt 
desire ;  love,  then  and  there,  makes  the  only  state  of 
human  existence  which  is  at  once  capable  of  calmnett 
and  transport ! 


CHAPTER  II. 

A      FAVOURABLE     SPECIMEN     OF     A     NOBLEMAN     AND     A 

COURTIER. A    MAN     OF    SOME    FAULTS    AND     MANY 

ACCOMPLISHMENTS. 

"  Titinius  Capito  is  to  rehearse.  He  is  a  man  of  an  excellent 
disposition,  and  to  be  numbered  among  the  chief  ornaments  of  bis 
age.  He  cultivates  literature  —  he  loves  men  of  learning,  &c.'*— . 
Lord  Orrery's  Pliny, 

About  this  time,  the  Earl  of  *♦***,  the  great  nobleman 
of  the  district,  and  whose  residence  was  within  four  miles 
of  Grassdale,  came  down  to  pay  his  wonted  yearly  visit  to 
his  country  domains.  He  was  a  man  well  known  in  the 
history  of  the  times ;  though,  for  various  reasons,  I  con- 
ceal his  name.  He  was  a  courtier, — deep,  wily,  accom- 
plished ;  but  capable  of  generous  sentiments  and  enlarg^ 
views.  Though,  from  regard  to  his  interests,  he  seized 
and  lived  as  it  were  upon  the  fleeting  spirit  of  the  day, 
the  penetration  of  his  intellect  went  far  beyond  its  reach. 
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H^*  claims  the  merit  of  having  been  the  one,  of  all  his 
oonlemponuiefl  (Lord  Chesterfield  alone  excepted),  who 
matt  oleariy  saw,  and  most  distinctly  prophesied,  the  dark 
and  fearful  storm  that,  at  the  close  of  the  century,  burst 
«vy«ilr  the  Ttcesy  in  order  to  sweep  away  the  miseries,  of 
<£rance,*-a  terrible  avenger,  a  salutary  purifier. 
\-  From  the  small  circle  of  sounding  trifles  in  which  the 
dwellers  of  a  court  are  condemned  to  live,  and  which  he 
tojghtened  by  his  abilities  and  graced  by  his  accomplish- 
«ltntfl»  the  sagacious  and  far-sighted  mind  of  Lord  ***** 
pdmprehended  the  vast  field  without,  usually  invisible  to 
tiiose  of  his  habils  and  profession.  Men  who  the  best 
know  the  little  nucleus  which  is  called  the  world,  are  often 
4be  most  ignorant  of  mankind ;  but  it  was  the  peculiar 
attribute  of  this  nobleman,  that  he  could  not  only  analyse 
the  extenmb  customs  of  his  species,  but  also  penetrate 
their  deeper  and  more  hidden  interests. 

The  works  and  coirespondence  he  has  left  behind  him, 
though  far  from  voluminous,  testify  a  consummate  know- 
ledge of  the  varieties  of  human  nature.  The  refinement 
of  his  taste  appears  less  remarkable  than  the  vigour  of  his 
understanding.  It  might  be  that  he  knew  the  vices  of 
men  better  than  their  virtues ;  yet  he  was  no  shallow  dis- 
believer in  the  latter:  he  read  the  heart  too  accurately 
not  to  know  that  it  is  guided  as  often  by  its  afiections  as 
its  interests.  In  his  early  life  he  had  incurred,  not  with- 
out truth,  the  charge  of  licentiousness ;  but,  even  in  pur- 
suit of  pleasure,  he  had  been  neither  weak  on  the  one 
hand,  nor  gross  on  the  other, — neither  the  headlong  dupe 
nor  the  callous  sensualist;  but  his  graces,  his  rank,  his 
wealth,  had  made  his  conquests  a  matter  of  too  easy 
purchase  ;  and  hence,  like  all  voluptuaries,  the  part  of  his 
worldly  knowledge  which  was  the  most  fallible,  was  that 
which  related  to  the  sex.  He  judged  of  women  by  a 
iBtandard  too  distinct  from  that  by  which  he  judged  of 
lAen,  and  considered  those  foibles  peculiar  to  the  sex, 
trhicfa  in  reality  are  incident  to  human  nature. 

His  natural  disposition  was  grave  and  reflective ;  and 
though  he  was  not  without  wit,  it  was  rarely  used.  He 
Hved,  necessarily,  with  the  frivolous  and  the  ostentatious ; 
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yet  ostentation  and  frivolity  were  charges  never  biiDtig^ 
gainst  himself.  As  a  diplomatist  and  a  statesmaa^f^ 
was  of  the  old  and  erroneous  school  of  intriguers ;:  but  |^ 
favourite  policy  was  the  science  of  conciliation.  He  W9i 
•one  who  would  so  far  have  suited  the  present  age,  that,4lf^ 
man  could  better  have  steered  a  nation  from  t^e  chances 
of  war:  James  the  First  could  not  have  been  in^pirecl 
with  a  greater  affection  for  peace ;  but  the  peers  dexterjitjr 
would  have  made  that  peace  as  honourable  as  the  kupgiS 
weakness  could  have  made  it  degraded.  Ambitious  W>'  i^ 
certain  extent,  but  neither  grasping  nor  mean,  he  neyBC 
obtained  for  his  genius  the  full  and  extensive  field.. it 
probably  deserved.  He  loved  a  happy  life  above  all 
things;  and  he  knew  that,  while  activity  is  the  spirit^ 
fatigue  is  the  bane  of  happiness. 

In  his  day  he  enjoyed  a  large  share  o£  that  public 
attention  which  genersdly  bequeaths  fame ;  yet,  frc^ 
several  causes  (of  which  his  own  moderation  is  not  the 
least),  his  present  reputation  is  infinitely  less  great  th^n 
the  opinions  of  his  most  distinguished  contemporariof 
foreboded.  ♦ 

It  is  a  more  difiicult  matter  for  men  of  high  rank  to 
become  illustrious  to  posterity,  than  for  persons  in  a 
sterner  and  more  wholesome  walk  of  life.  Even  the 
greatest  among  the  distinguished  men  of  the  patrician 
order,  suffer  in  the  eyes  of  the  after-age  for  the  very 
qualities,  mostly  dazzling  defects  or  brilliant  eccentricities^ 
which  made  them  most  popularly  remarkable  in  their  day. 
Men  forgive  Burns  his  amours  and  his  revellings,  with 
greater  ease  than  they  will  forgive  Bolingbroke  and  Byroa 
for  the  same  offences. 

Our  earl  was  fond  of  the  society  of  literary  men  ;  he 
himself  was  well,  perhaps  even  deeply,  read.  Certainly 
his  intellectual  acquisitions  were  more  profound  than  they 
have  been  generally  esteemed,  though,  with  the  common 
subtlety  of  a  ready  genius,  he  could  make  the  quick 
adaptation  of  a  timely  fact,  acquired  for  the  occasion^ 
appear  the  rich  overflowing  of  a  copious  erudition.  He 
was  a  man  who  instantly  perceived,  and  liberally  acknowf> 
ledged,  the  merits  of  others.     No  connoisseur  had  a  move 
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Mikiitous  knowledge  of  the  arts,  or  was  more  just  in  the 
g^ne!l*al  objects  of  his  patronage.  In  short,  what  with  all 
Ha  advantages,  he  was  one  whom  an  aristocracy  may 
b^mst  of,  though  a  people  may  forget ;  and,  if  not  a  great 
ihtin,  was  at  least  a  most  remarkable  lord. 

'  The  Earl  of  *♦***,  in  his  last  visit  to  his  estates,  had 
not  forgotten  to  seek  out  the  eminent  scholar  who  shed  an 
hbnour  upon  his  neighbourhood;  he  had  been  greatly 
dtrifck  with  the  bearing  and  conversation  of  Aram ;  and, 
^ith  the  usual  felicity  with  which  the  accomplished  earl 
Adapted  his  nature  to  those  with  whom  he  was  thrown,  he 
bad  succeeded  in  ingratiating  himself  with  Aram  in  re- 
turn. He  could  not,  indeed,  persuade  the  haughty  and 
solitary  student  to  visit  him  at  the  castle ;  but  the  earl 
did  not  disdain  to  seek  any  one  from  whom  he  could 
obtain  instruction,  and  he  had  twice  or  thrice  voluntarily 
encountered  Aram,  and  effectually  drawn  him  from  his 
reserve.  The  earl  now  heard  with  some  pleasure,  and 
more  surprise,  that  the  austere  recluse  was  about  to 
be  married  to  the  beauty  of  the  county,  and  he  resolved 
to  seize  the  first  occasion  to  call  at  the  manor-house 
to  offer  his  compliments  and  congratulations  to  its 
hmdates. 

Sensible  men  of  rank  who,  having  enjoyed  their  dig- 
nity from  their  birth,  may  reasonably  be  expected  to 
grow  occasionally  tired  of  it ;  often  like  mixing  with  those 
the  most  who  are  the  least  dazzled  by  the  condescension : 
I  do  not  mean  to  say,  with  the  vulgar  parvenus  who 
mistake  rudeness  for  independence,  —  no  man  forgets 
respect  to  another  who  knows  the  value  of  respect  to 
himself;  but  the  respect  should  be  paid  easily;  it  ife. 
iiot  every  Grand  Seigneur  who,  like  Louis  XI V.,  is 
only  pleased  when  he  puts  those  he  addresses  out  of 
countenance. 

There  was,  therefore,  much  in  the  simplicity  of  Les- 
ter's manners  and  those  of  his  nieces,  which  rendered 
the  family  at  the  manor-house  especial  favourites  with 
Lord  **»**;  and  the  wealthier  but  less  honoured  squire- 
^rchs  of  the  county,  stiff  in  awkward  pride,  and  bustling 
with,  yet  more  awkward  veneration,  heard  with  astonish-^ 
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ment  and  anger  of  the  numerous  visits  which  his  lordsi8t»« 
in  his  brief  sojourn  at  the  castle,  always  ccmtrived  to'pkf 
to  the  Lestersy  and  the  constant  invitations  which  th^* 
received  to  his  most  familiar  festivities. 

Lord  *****  was  no  sportsman ;  and  one  momin^^ 
when  all  his  guests  were  engaged  among  the  stubbles  df 
September,  he  mounted  his  quiet  palfrey,  and  gladly  took 
his  way  to  the  manor-house. 

It  was  towards  the  latter  end  of  the  month,  and  one  ttt 
the  earliest  of  the  autumnal  fogs  hung  thinly  over  tiie 
landscape.  As  the  earl  wound  along  the  sides  of  the  hitt 
on  which  his  castle  was  built,  the  scene  on  which  he  gazed 
below  received  from  the  grey  mists  capriciously  hovering 
over  it,  a  dim  and  melancholy  wildness.  A  broader  and 
whiter  vapour,  that  streaked  the  lower  part  of  the  valley, 
betrayed  the  course  of  the  rivulet;  and  beyond,  to  the 
left,  rose,  wan  and  spectral,  the  spire  of  the  little  church 
adjoining  Lester's  abode.  As  the  horseman's  eye  wan- 
dered to  this  spot,  the  sun  suddenly  broke  forth,  and  lit 
up  as  by  enchantment  the  quiet  and  lovely  hamlet,  en- 
bedded  as  it  were  beneath, — the  cottages,  with  their  gay 
gardens  and  jasmined  porches, — the  streamlet  half  in 
mist,  half  in  light,  while  here  and  there  columns  of  vapour 
rose  above  its  surface  like  the  chariots  of  the  water  genii, 
and  broke  into  a  thousand  hues  beneath  the  smiles  of  the 
unexpected  sun :  but  far  to  the  right,  the  mists  around  it 
yet  unbroken,  and  the  outline  of  its  form  only  visible,  rose 
the  lone  house  of  the  student,  as  if  there  the  sadder  spirits 
of  the  air  yet  rallied  their  broken  armament  of  mist  and 
shadow. 

The  earl  was  not  a  man  peculiarly  alive  to  scenery, 
but  he  now  involuntarily  checked  his  horse,  and  gazed  for 
a  few  moments  on  the  beautiful  and  singular  aspect  which 
the  landscape  had  so  suddenly  assumed.  As  he  so  gazed, 
he  observed  in  a  field  at  some  little  distance  three  or  four 
persons  gathered  round  a  bank,  and  among  them  he 
thought  he  recognised  the  comely  form  of  Rowland 
Lester.  A  second  inspection  convinced  him  that  he  was 
right  in  his  conjecture,  and,  turning  from  the  road  through 
a  gap  in  the  hedge,  he  made  towards  the  group  in  ques- 
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tim,..  He  had  not  proceeded  far,  before  he  saw  that  the 
r^Mluonder  of  the  party  was  composed  of  Lester's  daugh* 
ten^  the  lover  of  the  elder,  and  a  fourth,  whom  he  recog- 
nised as  a  celebrated  French  botanist,  who  had  lately 
anived  in  England,  and  who  was  now  making  an  amateur 
excursion  thonghout  the  more  attractive  districts  of  the 
udand. 

The   earl  guessed  rightly,  that  Monsieur  de  N 

lund.not  neglected  to  apply  to  Aram  for  assistance  in  a 
piODsuit  which  the  latter  was  known  to  have  cultivated 
Vjith  such  success,  and  that  he  had  been  conducted  hither 
89  4k  place  affording  some  specimen  or  another  not  un« 
vorthy  of  research.  He  now,  giving  his  horse  to  his 
groom,  joined  the  group. 


CHAPTER  III. 

WBSBEIN    THE    EARL    AND    THE    STUDENT    CONVERSE    ON 

GRAVE   BUT  DELIGHTFUL  MATTERS. THE  STUDENT's 

NOTION  OP  THE  ONLY  EARTHLY  HAPPINESS. 

**  Aram,  If  the  witch  Hope  forbids  us  to  be  wise. 
Yet  when  I  turn  to  these  —  Woe's  only  frieuds, 

\^Pointing  to  his  books. 
And  with  their  weird  and  eloquent  voices  calm 
The  stir  and  Babel  of  the  world  within, 
I  can  but  dream- that  my  vexM  years  at  last 
Shall  find  the  quiet  of  a  hermit* s  cell :  — 
And,  neighbouring  not  this  hack*d  and  jaded  world. 
Beneath  the  lambent  eyes  of  the  loved  stars, 
And,  with  the  hollow  rocks  and  sparry  caves. 
The  tides,  and  all  the  many-music 'd  winds, 
My  oracles  and  co-mates ; — watch  my  life 
Glide  down  the  Stream  of  Knowledge,  and  behold 
Its  waters  with  a  musing  stillness  glass 
The  thousand  hues  of  Nature  and  of  Heaveo." 

From  Eugene  Aram,  a  MS,  Tragedy. 

Th  e  eaii  continued  with  the  party  he  had  joined ;  and 
when  their  occupation  was  concluded,  and  they  turned 
homeward,  he  accepted  the  squire's  frank  invitation  to 
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partake  of  some  refreshment  at  the  manor-house.  It  jo 
chanced)  or  perhaps  the  earl  so  contrived  it,  that  Aram 
and  himself,  in  their  way  to  the  village,  lingered  it  littla 
behind  the  rest,  and  that  their  conversation  was  thus,  for 
a  few  minutes,  not  altogether  general. 

<<  Is  it  I,  Mr.  Aram,"  said  the  earl,  smiling,  ^  or  b 
it  Fate  that  has  made  you  a  convert  ?  The  last  time  we 
sagely  and  quietly  conferred  together,  yon  contended  that 
the  more  the  circle  of  existence  was  contracted,  the  more 
we  clung  to  a  state  of  pure  and  all  self-dependent  intelleoty 
the  greater  our  chance  of  happiness.  Thus  you  denied  that 
we  were  rendered  happier  by  our  luxuries,  by  our  ambi- 
tion, or  by  our  affections*  Love  and  its  ties  were  banished 
from  your  solitary  Utopia;  and  you  asserted  that  the 
true  wisdom  of  life  lay  solely  in  the  cultivation — not  of 
our  feelings,  but  our  faculties.  You  know,  I  held  a 
different  doctrine  :  and  it  is  with  the  natural  triumph  of  a 
hostile  partisan  that  I  hear  you  are  about  to  relinquish 
the  practice  of  one  of  your  dogmas; — in  consequence, 
may  I  hope,  of  having  forsworn  the  theory  ?  " 

"  Not  so,  my  lord,"  answered  Aram,  colouring  slightly ; 
"  my  weakness  only  proves  that  my  theory  is  difficult, — 
not  that  it  is  wrong,  I  still  venture  to  think  it  true.  More 
pain  than  pleasure  is  occasioned  us  by  others — banish 
others,  and  you  are  necessarily  the  gainer.  Mental  activity 
and  moral  quietude  are  the  two  states  which,  were  they 
perfected  and  united,  would  constitute  perfect  happiness. 
It  is  such  a  union  which  constitutes  all  we  imagine  of 
heaven,  or  conceive  of  the  majestic  felicity  of  a  God." 

'*  Yet,  while  you  are  on  earth  you  will  be  (believe  me) 
happier  in  the  state  you  are  about  to  choose,"  said  the  earL 
"  Who  could  look  at  that  enchanting  face  (the  speaker 
directed  his  eyes  towards  Madeline)  and  not  feel  that  it 
gave  a  pledge  of  happiness  that  could  not  be  broken  ?  " 

It  was  not  in  the  nature  of  Aram  to  like  any  allusion 
to  himself,  and  still  less  to  his  affections :  he  turned  aside 
his  head,  and  remained  silent :  the  wary  earl  discovered 
his  indiscretion  immediately. 

"  But  let  us  put  aside  individual  cases,"  said  he,-^ 
'^  the  meum  and  the  iuum  forbid  all  general  argument : — 
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mAibonkM  that  there  is  for  the  majority  of  human  beings 
•iffftfater  happiness  in  love  than  in  the  sublime  state  of 
ploiioiiless  intellect  to  which  you  would  so  chillingly  exalt 
IM  Has  not  Cicero  said  wisely,  that  we  ought  no  more  to 
subject  too  slavishly  our  affections,  than  to  elevate  them 
tec  impaiousiy  into  our  masters?  Neqtie  se  nimium 
mrigert^  nee  subfacere  serviliter" 
-  '^  Cioero  loved  philosophising  better  than  philosophy," 
mid  Araniy  coldly :  "  but  surely,  my  lord,  the  affections 
gjm  OS  pain  as  well  as  pleasure  ?  The  doubt,  the  dread, 
Ib6  lestiessness  of  love, —  surely  these  prevent  the  passion 
Srom  constituting  a  happy  state  of  mind  ?  To  me,  one  know- 
ledge alone  seems  sufficient  to  embitter  all  its  enjoyments 
—the  knowledge  that  the  object  beloved  must  die.  What 
a  perpetuity  of  fear  that  knowledge  creates  I  The  ava- 
lanche that  may  crush  us  depends  upon  a  single  breath  !  '* 

<<  Is  not  that  too  refined  a  sentiment  ?  Custom  surely 
hhiDts  08  to  every  chance,  every  danger,  that  may  happen 
to.  UB  houriy.  Were  the  avalanche  over  you  for  a  day, 
I  grant  your  state  of  torture :  but  had  an  avalanche  rested 
over  you  for  years,  and  not  yet  fallen,  you  would  forget 
that  it  could  ever  fall ;  you  would  eat,  sleep,  and  make 
lonre,  as  if  it  were  not ! " 

**HaI  my  lord,  you  say  well — you  say  well,*'  said 
Ajram,  with  a  marked  change  of  countenance ;  and,  quick- 
ening his  pace,  he  joined  Lester's  side,  and  the  thread  of 
the  previous  conversation  was  bro)Len  off.  ^ 

The  earl  afterwards,  in  walking  through  the  gardens 
(an  excursion  which  he  proposed  himself,  for  he  was 
somewhat  of  an  horticulturist),  took  an  opportunity  to 
renew  the  subject. 

"  You  will  pardon  me,"  said  he,  "  but  I  cannot  con- 
vince myself  that  man  would  be  happier  were  he  without 
emotions ;  and  that  to  enjoy  life  he  should  be  solely  de- 
pendent on  himself." 

"  Yet  it  seems  to  me,"  said  Aram,  "  a  truth  easy  of 
prooH  If  we  love,  we  place  our  happiness  in  others.  The 
moment  we  place  our  happiness  in  others,  comes  uncer- 
tainty, but  uncertainty  is  the  bane  of  happiness.  Children 
are  the  source  of  anxiety  to  their  parents ;  his  mistress  to 
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the  lover.  Change,  accident,  death,  all  menace  us  ineadl 
person  whom  we  regard.  Every  new  tie  opens  new  ehao^ 
nels  by  which  grief  can  invade  us  ;  but,  you  will  say,  hj 
which  joy  also  can  flow  in  : — granted  !  But  in  human  life 
is  there  not  more  grief  than  joy  ?  What  is  it  that  rendem 
the  balance  even  ?  What  makes  the  staple  cf  our  happi^ 
ness, — endearing  to  us  the  life  at  which  we  should  othei^ 
wise  repine?  It  is  the  mere  passive,  yet  stirring,  con- 
sciousness of  life  itself! — of  the  sun  and  the  air  of  th^ 
physical  being ;  but  this  consciousness  every  emotion  dis<> 
turbs.  Yet  could  you  add  to  its  tranquillity  an  exoitemest 
that  never  exhausts  itself, — that  becomes  refreshed,  not 
sated,  with  every  new  possession,  then  you  would  obtain 
happiness.  There  is  only  one  excitement  of  this  divine 
order, — that  of  intellectual  culture.  Behold  now  my  theory  I 
Examine  it — it  contains  no  flaw.  But  if,"  renewed  Aram, 
after  a  pause,  <'  a  man  is  subject  to  fate  solely  in  himself, 
not  in  others,  he  soon  hardens  his  mind  against  all  fear, 
and  prepares  it  for  all  events.  A  little  philosophy  enables 
him  to  bear  bodily  pain,  or  the  common  infirmities  of  flesh : 
by  a  philosophy  somewhat  deeper,  he  can  conquer  the 
ordinary  reverses  of  fortune,  the  dread  of  shame,  and  the 
last  calamity  of  death.  But  what  philosophy  could  ever 
thoroughly  console  him  for  the  ingratitude  of  a  friend,  the 
worthlessness  of  a  child,  the  death  of  a  mistress  ?  Hence, 
only,  when  he  stands  alone,  can  a  man's  soul  say  to  Fate, 
'  I  defy  thee.' " 

"  You  think,  then,"  said  the  earl,  reluctantly  diverting 
the  conversation  into  a  new  channel,  '*  that  in  the  pursuit 
of  knowledge  lies  our  only  active  road  to  real  happiness. 
Yet  here  how  eternal  must  be  the  disappointments  even  of 
the  most  successful  I  Does  not  Boyle  tell  us  of  a  man  who, 
after  devoting  his  whole  life  to  the  study  of  one  mineral, 
confessed  himself,  at  last,  ignorant  of  all  its  properties?" 

^<  Had  the  object  of  his  study  been  himself,  and  not  the 
mineral,  he  would  not  have  been  so  unsuccessful  a  student," 
said  Aram,  smiling.  ^*  Yet,"  ^ded  he,  in  a  graver  tone, 
"  we  do  indeed  cleave  the  vast  heaven  of  Truth  with  a 
weak  and  crippled  wing :  and  often  we  are  appalled  in  our 
way  by  a  dread  sense  of  the  immensity  around  us,  and  of 
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4be  inadequacy  of  our  own  strength.  But  there  is  a  rapture 
ia'ifae  breath  of  the  pure  and  difficult  air,  and  in  the  pro- 
by  which  we  compass  earth,  the  while  we  draw 
to  the  stars,  that  again  exalts  us  beyond  ourselves, 
and  reconciles  the  true  student  unto  all  things,  even  to  the 
Jianliest  of  them  all, — the  conviction  how  feebly  our  per- 
iofmance  can  ever  imitate  the  grandeur  of  our  ambition  ! 
Aa  you  aee  the  spark  fly  upward, — sometimes  not  falling 
to  «arth  till  it  be  dark  and  quenched, — thus  soars,  whither 
ik-veeks  not,  so  that  the  direction  be  cUfOve,  the  luminous 
flpirit  of  him  who  aspires  to  Truth ;  nor  will  it  back  to  the 
^nle  and  heavy  clay  from  which  it  sprang,  until  the  light 
irideh  bore  it  upward  be  no  more  I " 


CHAPTER  IV. 


.», 


A  DEEPER  EXAMINATION  INTO  THE  STUDENT  S  HEART. — 

THE    VISIT    TO    THE    CASTLE. PHILOSOPHY    PUT    TO 

THE   TRIAL. 

"  I  weigh  not  Fortune's  frown  or  smile, 

I  joy  not  much  in  earthly  joys, 

I  seek  not  state,  I  seek  not  style, 

I  am  not  fond  of  Fancy's  toys  ; 

I  rest  so  pleased  with  what  I  have, 

I  wish  no  more,  no  more  I  crave." 

Joshua  Sylvester. 

The  reader  must  pardon  me,  if  I  somewhat  clog  his  inter- 
eat  in  my  tale  by  the  brief  conversations  I  have  given,  and 
must  for  a  short  while  cast  myself  on  his  indulgence,  and 
renew.  It  is  not  only  the  history  of  his  life,  but  the  cha- 
racter and  tone  of  Aram's  mind,  that  I  wish  to  stamp  upon 
my  page.  Fortunately,  however,  the  path  my  story 
assumes  is  of  such  a  nature,  that,  in  order  to  effect  this 
object,  I  shall  never  have  to  desert,  and  scarcely  again 
even  to  linger  by,  the  way. 

Every  one  knows  the  magnificent  moral  of  Goethe's 
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FausL  Every  ooe  knows  that  sublime  discontent--^ 
that  chafing  at  the  bounds  of  human  knowledge — that 
yearning  for  the  intellectual  Paradise  beyond,  which  '^  the 
sworded  angel"  forbids  us  to  approach — that  daring,  yet 
sorrowful  state  of  mind — that  sense  of  defeat,  even  in 
conquest,  which  Goethe  has  embodied — a  picture  of  the 
loftiest  grief  of  which  the  soul  is  capable,  and  which  may 
remind  us  of  the  profound  and  august  melancholy  which 
the  Great  Sculptor  breathed  into  the  repose  of  the  noblest 
of  mythological  heroes,  when  he  represented  the  god  rest- 
ing after  his  labours,  as  if  more  convinced  of  their  vanity 
than  elated  with  their  extent ! 

In  this  portrait,  the  grandeur  of  which  the  wild  scenes 
that  follow  in  the  drama  we  refer  to,  do  not  (strangely 
wonderful  as  they  are)  perhaps  altogether  sustain,  Goethe 
has  bequeathed  to  the  gaze  of  a  Calmer  and  more  practical 
posterity  the  burning  and  restless  spirit  —  the  feverish 
desire  for  knowledge  more  vague  than  useful,  which  cha- 
racterised the  exact  epoch  in  the  intellectual  history  of 
Germany  in  which  the  poem  was  inspired  and  produced.  • 

At  these  bitter  waters,  the  Marah  of  the  streams  of 
Wisdom,  the  soul  of  the  man  whom  we  have  made  the 
hero  of  these  pages  had  also,  and  not  lightly  quaffed. 
The  properties  of  a  mind,  more  calm  and  stern  than 
belonged  to  the  visionaries  of  the  Hartz  and  the  Danube, 
might  indeed  have  preserved  him  from  that  thirst  after  the 
impossibilities  of  knowledge,  which  gives  so  peculiar  a 
romance,  not  only  to  the  poetry,  but  the  philosophy,  of 
the  German  people.  But  if  he  rejected  the  superstitions, 
he  did  not  also  reject  the  bewilderments,  of  the  mind. 
He  loved  to  plunge  into  the  dark  and  metaphysical  sub- 
tleties which  human  genius  has  called  daringly  forth  from 
the  realities  of  things : — 

"  To  spin 
A  shroud  of  thought,  to  hide  him  from  the  sun 
Of  this  familiar  life,  which  seems  to  be, 
But  is  not — or  is  but  quaint  mockery 
Of  all  we  would  believe  ; — or  sadlj  blame 
The  jarring  and  inexplicable  frame 
Of  this  wrong  world  :  and  then  anatomise 
The  purposes  and  thoughts  of  man,  whose  eyes 
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"^^  ^  Were  closed  in  distant  years ;  or  widely  guess 

:iii '  ■  The  issue  of  the  earth's  great  business, 

When  we  shall  be,  as  we  no  longer  are, 
Like  babbling  gossips,  safe,  who  hear  the  war 
Of  winds,  and  sigh  i—but  tremble  not !  " 


t 


Much  in  him  was  a  type,  or  rather  forerunner,  of  the 
fotellectual  spirit  that  broke  forth  when  toe  were  children, 
among  our  countrymen,  and  is  now  slowly  dying  away 
amidst  the  loud  events  and  absorbing  struggles  of  the 
tfwtikening  world.  But  in  one  respect  he  stood  aloof  from 
ail  his  tribe — in  his  hard  indifference  to  worldly  ambition 
and  his  contempt  of  fame.  As  some  sages  have  seemed  to 
think  the  universe  a  dream,  and  self  the  only  reality,  so  in 
his  austere  and  collected  reliance  upon  his  own  mind — the 
gathering  in,  as  it  were,  of  his  resources,  he  appeared  to 
consider  the  pomps  of  the  world  as  shadows,  and  the  life  of 
his  own  spirit  the  only  substance.  He  had  built  a  city  and 
a  tower  within  the  Shinar  of  his  own  heart,  whence  he 
might  look  forth,  unscathed  and  unmoved,  upon  the  deluge 
that  .broke  over  the  rest  of  earth. 

Only  in  one  instance,  and  that,  as  we  have  seen,  after 
much  struggle,  he  had  given  way  to  the  emotions  that  agi- 
tate his  kind,  and  had  surrendered  himself  to  the  dominion 
of  another.  This  was  against  his  theories — but  what 
theories  ever  resist  love  ?  In  yielding,  however,  thus  far, 
he  seemed  more  on  his  guard  than  ever  against  a  broader 
encroachment.  He  had  admitted  one  "  fair  spirit "  for  his 
"  minister,"  but  it  was  only  with  a  deeper  fervour  to  invoke 
"  the  desert "  as  "  his  dwelling-place."  Thus,  when  the 
earl,  who,  like  most  practical  judges  of  mankind,  loved  to 
apply  to  each  individual  the  motives  that  actuate  the  mass, 
and  who  only  unwillingly,  and  somewhat  sceptically, 
assented  to  the  exceptions,  and  was  driven  to  search  for 
peculiar  clues  to  the  eccentric  instance, — finding,  to  his 
secret  triumph,  that  Aram  had  admitted  one  intruding 
emotion  into  his  boasted  circle  of  indifference,  imagined 
that  he  should  easily  induce  him  (the  spell  once  broken) 
to  receive  another,  he  was  surprised  and  puzzled  to  discover 
himself  in  the  wrong. 

Lord  *****  at  that  time  had  been  lately  called  into 
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the  administration,  and  he  was  especially  anxiou^  to  seciife 
the  support  of  all  the  talent  that  he  could  enlist  in  his  be- 
half. The  times  were  those  in  which  party  ran  high,  and 
in  which  individual  political  writings  were  honoured  with 
an  importance  which  the  periodical  press  in  general  has 
now  almost  wholly  monopolised.  On  the  side  opposed  to 
government,  writers  of  great  name  and  high  attainments 
had  shone  with  peculiar  effect,  and  the  earl  was  naturaUy 
desirous  that  they  should  be  opposed  by  an  equal  array  of 
intellect  on  the  side  espoused  by  himself.  The  name  alone 
of  Eugene  Aram,  at  a  day  when  scholarship  was  renown> 
would  have  been  no  ordinary  acquisition  to  the  cause  of  the 
earl's  party;  but  that  judicious  and  penetrating  nobleman 
perceived  that  Aram's  abilities,  his  various  research,  his' 
extended  views,  his  facility  of  argument,  and  the  heat  and 
energy  of  his  eloquence,  might  be  rendered  of  an  import- 
ance which  could  not  have  been  anticipated  from  the  name 
alone,  however  eminent,  of  a  retired  and  sedentary  scholar : 
he  was  not,  therefore,  without  an  interested  motive  in  the 
attentions  he  now  lavished  upon  the  student,  and  in  his 
curiosity  to  put  to  the  proof  the  disdain  of  all  worldly  en- 
terprise, and  worldly  temptation,  which  Aram  affected.  He 
could  not  but  think,  that,  to  a  man  poor  and  lowly  of  cir- 
cumstance, conscious  of  superior  acquirements,  about  to 
increase  his  wants  by  admitting  to  them  a  partner,  and 
arrived  at  that  age  when  the  calculations  of  interest  and 
the  whispers  of  ambition  have  usually  most  weight ;  —  he 
could  not  but  think  that  to  such  a  man  the  dazzling  pro-' 
spects  of  social  advancement,  the  hope  of  the  high  fortunes, 
and  the  powerful  and  glittering  influence  which  political 
life,  in  England,  offers  to  the  aspirant,  might  be  rendered 
altogether  irresistible. 

He  took  several  opportunities,  in  the  course  of  the  next 
week,  of  renewing  his  conversation  with  Aram,  and  of  art- 
fully turning  it  into  the  channels  which  he  thought  most 
likely  to  produce  the  impression  he  desired  to  create.  He 
was  somewhat  baffled,  but  by  no  means  dispirited,  in  his 
attempts  ;  but  he  resolved  to  defer  his  ultimate  proposition 
until  it  could  be  made  to  the  fullest  advantage.  He  had 
engaged  the  Lesters  to  promise  to  pass  a  day  at  the  castle ; 


EUGENE  ARAM.  lo5 

i|^d  with  great  difficulty,  and  at  the  earnest  intercession  of 
Madeline,  Aram  was  prevailed  upon  to  accompany  them. 
§ip  extreme  was  his  distaste  to  general  society,  and,  from 
apme  motive  or  another  more  powerful  than  mere  consti- 
tutional reserve,  so  invariably  had  he  for  years  refused  all 
temptations  to  enter  it,  that,  natural  as  this  concession  was 
rendered  by  his  approaching  marriage  to  one  of  the  party, 
it  filled  him  with  a  sort  of  terror  and  foreboding  of  evil. 
It  was  as  if  he  were  passing  beyond  the  boundary  of  some 
bw,  on  which  the  very  tenure  of  his  existence  depended. 
After  he  had  consented,  a  trembling  came  over  him ;  he 
hastily  left  the  room,  and,  till  the  day  arrived,  was  observed 
by  his  friends  of  the  manor-house  to  be  more  gloomy  and 
abstracted  than  they  ever  had  known  him,  even  at  the 
earliest  period  of  acquaintance. 

On  the  day  itself,  as  they  proceeded  to  the  castle, 
I^adeline  perceived,  with  a  tearful  repentance  of  her  inter- 
ference, that  he  sat  by  her  side  cold  and  rapt ;  and  that, 
once  or  twice,  when  his  eyes  dwelt  upon  her,  it  was  with 
an  expression  of  reproach  and  distrust. 

It  was  not  till  they  entered  the  lofty  hall  of  the  castle, 
when  a  vulgar  diffidence  would  have  been  most  abashed, 
that  Aram  recovered  himself.  The  earl  was  standing—-* 
the  centre  of  a  group  in  the  recess  of  a  window  in  the 
saloon,  opening  upon  an  extensive  and  stately  terrace.  He 
came  forward  to  receive  them  with  the  polished  and  warm 
kindness  which  he  bestowed  upon  all  his  inferiors  in  rank. 
He  complimented  the  sisters ;  he  jested  with  Lester ;  but 
to  Aram  only  he  manifested  less  the  courtesy  of  kindness 
than  of  respect.  He  took  his  arm,  and,  leaning  on  it  with 
a  light  touch,  led  him  to  the  group  at  the  window.  It 
was  composed  of  the  most  distinguished  public  men  in  the 
country,  and  among  them  (the  earl  himself  was  connected, 
through  an  illegitimate  branch,  with  the  reigning  monarch) 
was  a  prince  of  the  blood  royal. 

To  these,  whom  he  had  prepared  for  the  introduction, 
he  severally,  and  with  an  easy  grace,  presented  Aram,  and 
then,  falling  back  a  few  steps,  he  watched,  with  a  keen  but 
seemingly  careless  eye,  the  effect  which  so  sudden  a  con- 
tact with  royalty  itself  would  produce  on  the  mind  of  the 
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shy  and  secluded  student,  whom  it  was  his  object  to  dazsfe- 
and  overpower.  It  was  at  this  moment  that  the  native 
dignity  of  Aram,  which  his  studies,  unworldly  as  they  were^ 
had  certainly  tended  to  increase,  displayed  itself,  in  a  trial 
which,  poor  as  it  was  in  abstract  theory,  was  far  from 
despicable  in  the  eyes  of  the  sensible  and  practised  courtier. 
He  received  with  his  usual  modesty,  but  not  with  his  usual 
shrinking  and  embarrassment  on  such  occasions,  the  com? 
pliments  he  received ;  a  certain  and  far  from  ungraceful 
pride  was  mingled  with  his  simplicity  of  demeanour ;  no 
fluttering  of  manner  betrayed  that  he  was  either  dazzled 
or  humbled  by  the  presence  in  which  he  stood,  and  the 
earl  could  not  but  confess  that  there  was  never  a  more 
favourable  opportunity  for  comparing  the  aristocracy  of 
genius  with-  that  of  birth;  it  was  one  of  those  homely 
e very-day  triumphs  of  intellect  which  please  us  more  than 
they  ought  to  do,  for,  after  all,  they  are  more  common  than 
the  men  of  courts  are  willing  to  believe. 

Lord  ♦  •  *  *  •  did  not,  however,  long  leave  Aram  to  the 
support  of  his  own  unassisted  presence  of  mind  and  calnn 
ness  of  nerve ;  he  advanced,  and  led  the  conversation,  with 
his  usual  tact,  into  a  course  which  might  at  once  please 
Aram,  and  afford  him  the  opportunity  to  shine.  The  eari 
had  imported  from  Italy  some  of  the  most  beautiful  speci- 
mens of  classic  sculpture  which  this  country  now  possesses. 
These  were  disposed  in  niches  around  the  magnificent 
apartment  in  which  the  guests  were  assembled,  and  as  the 
earl  pointed  them  out,  and  illustrated  each  from  the  beau* 
tiful  anecdotes  and  golden  allusions  of  antiquity,  he  felt 
that  he  was  affording  to  Aram  a  gratification  he  could 
never  have  experienced  before ;  and  in  the  expression  of 
which  the  grace  and  copiousness  of  his  learning  would  find 
vent.  Nor  was  he  disappointed.  The  cheek,  which  till 
then  had  retained  its  steady  paleness,  now  caught  the  glow 
of  enthusiasm  ;  and  in  a  few  moments  there  was  not  a  per- 
son in  the  group  who  did  not  feel,  and  cheerfully  feel,  the 
superiority  of  the  one  who,  in  birth  and  fortune,  was 
immeasurably  the  lowest  of  all. 

The  English  aristocracy,  whatever  be  the  faults  of  their 
education,  (and  certainly  the  name  of  the  faults  is  Legion!) 
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mve  at  least  the  merit  of  being  alive  to  the  possession,  and 
poly  warmed  to  the  possessor,  of  classical  attainment: 
Mrhaps  even  from  this  very  merit  spring  many  of  the 
Kolte  we  allude  to ;  they  are  too  apt  to  judge  all  talent  by 
k-daasical  standard,  and  all  theory  by  classical  experience. 
^thout — save  in  very  rare  instances — the  right  to  boast 
if  any  deep  learning,  they  are  far  more  susceptible  than 
he  nobility  of  any  other  nation  to  the  spiritum  CamwfUB. 
rhey  are  easily  and  willingly  charmed  back  to  the  studies 
riiich,  if  not  eagerly  pursued  in  youth,  are.  still  entwined 
irith  all  their  youth's  brightest  recollections ;  the  school* 
wy's  prize,  and  the  master  s  praise,  the  first  ambition, 
ind  its  first  reward.  A  felicitous  quotation,  a  delicate 
lUusion,  is  never  lost  upon  their  ear ;  and  the  veneration 
iriiich,  at  Eton,  they  bore  to  the  best  verse-maker  in  the 
lobool,  tinctures  their  judgment  of  others  throughout  life, 
niziog,  I  know  not  what,  both  of  liking  and  esteem,  with 
heir  admiration  of  one  who  uses  his  classical  weapons  with 
k  sehi^ar  s  dexterity,  not  a  pedant's  inaptitude :  for  such  a 
me  there  is  a  sort  of  agreeable  confusion  in  their  respect ; 
Jiey  are  inclined,  unconsciously,  to  believe  that  he  must 
lecessarily  be  a  high  gentleman — ay,  and  something  of  a 
^ood  fellow  into  the  bargain. 

It  happened,  then,  that  Aram  could  not  have  dwelt 
ipon  a  theme  more  likely  to  arrest  the  spontaneous  interest 
)f  those  with  whom  he  now  conversed  —  men  themselves 
>f  more  cultivated  minds  than  usual,  and  more  capable 
Jian  most  (from  that  acute  perception  of  real  talent,  which 
s  produced  by  habitual  political  warfare,)  of  appreciating 
lot  only  his  endowments,  but  his  facility  in  applying 
hem* 

"  You  are  right,  my  lord,"  said  Sir ,  the  whipper- 

n  of  the  ♦  •  *  •  party,  taking  the  earl  aside ;  "  he  would 
)e  an  inestimable  pamphleteer." 

^  Could  you  get  him  to  write  us  a  sketch  of  the  state 
>f  parties ;  luminous,  eloquent  ?  "  &c.  whispered  a  lord  of 
lie  bedchamber. 

The  earl  answered  by  a  hon  moU  and  turned  to  a  bust 
)f  Caracalla. 

The  hours  at  that  time  were  (in  the  country  at  least) 
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not  late,  and  the  earl  was  one  of  the  first  introducers  offb^ 
polished  feshion  of  France,  by  which  we  testify  a  prefeieDpe; 
of  the  society  of  the  women  to  that  of  our  own  sex;  sp 
that,  in  leaving  the  dining-room,  it  was  not  so  late  but  that, 
the  greater  part  of  the  guests  walked  out  upon  the  terrace^, 
and  admired  the  expanse  of  country  which  it  overlooked, 
and  along  which  the  thin  veil  of  the  twilight  began  now  to^ 
hover. 

Having  safely  deposited  his  royal  guest  at  a  whbt  tabie» 
and  thus  left  himself  a  free  agent,  the  eari,  inviting  Ax:am 
to  join  him,  sauntered  among  the  loiterers  on  the  terrace 
for  a  few  moments,  and  then  descended  a  broad  flight  of 
steps  which  brought  them  into  a  more  shaded  and  retired 
walk;  on  either  side  of  which  rows  of  orange-trees  gave 
forth  their  fragrance,  while,  to  the  right,  sudden  and 
numerous  vistas  were  cut  among  the  more  regular  and 
dense  foliage,  affording  glimpses — now  of  some  rustic 
statue — now  of  some  lone  temple — now  of  some  quaint 
fountain,  on  the  play  of  whose  waters  the  first  stars  had 
begun  to  tremble. 

It  was  one  of  those  magnificent  gardens,  modelled  from 
the  stately  glories  of  Versailles,  which  it  is  now  the  mode 
to  decry,  but  which  breathe  so  unequivocally  of  the  palace. 
I  grant  that  they  deck  Nature  with  somewhat  too  prolix  a 
grace ;  but  is  Beauty  always  best  seen  in  dishabille?  And 
with  what  associations  of  the  brightest  traditions  connected 
with  Nature  they  link  her  more  luxuriant  loveliness !  Must 
we  breathe  only  the  malaria  of  Rome  to  be  capable  of 
feeling  the  interest  attached  to  the  fountain  or  the  statue  ? 

'<  I  am  glad,''  said  the  earl,  '^  that  you  admired  my 
bust  of  Cicero — it  is  from  an  original  very  lately  dis- 
covered. What  grandeur  in  the  brow  I — what  energy  in 
the  mouth  and  downward  bend  of  the  head !  It  is  plea- 
sant even  to  imagine  we  gaze  upon  the  likeness  of  so 
bright  a  spirit: — and  confess,  at  least  of  Cicero,  that  in 
reading  the  aspirations  and  outpourings  of  his  mind,  you 
have  felt  your  apathy  to  fame  melting  away;  you  have 
shared  the  desire  to  live  to  the  future  age, — *  the  longing 
after  immortality !  *  " 

"  Was  it  not  that  longing,'*  replied  Aram,  "  which  gave 
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fb  the  character  of  Cicero  its  poorest  and  most  frivolous 
infirmity  ?  Has  it  not  made  him,  glorious  as  he  is  despite 
of  it,  a  byword  in  the  mouths  of  every  schoolboy  ?  Wher- 
ever you  mention  his  genius,  do  you  not  hear  an  appendix 
on  hb  vanity?" 

*^  Yet  without  that  vanity,  that  desire  for  a  name  with 
posterity,  would  he  have  been  equally  great — would  he 
equally  have  cultivated  his  genius  ?  " 

"  Probably,  my  lord,  he  would  not  have  equally  cul- 
tivated his  genius,  but  in  reality  he  might  have  been 
equally  great*  A  man  often  injures  his  mind  by  the  means 
that  increase  his  genius.  You  think  this,  my  lord,  a 
paradox ;  but  examine  it.  How  many  men  of  genius  have 
been  but  ordinary  men,  take  them  from  the  particular 
•bjects  in  which  they  shine.  Why  is  this,  but  that  in 
cultivating  one  branch  of  intellect  they  neglect  the  rest? 
Nay,  the  very  torpor  of  the  reasoning  faculty  has  often 
kindled  the  imaginative.  Lucretius  composed  his  sublime 
poem  under  the  influence  of  a  delirium.  The  susceptibi- 
lities that  we  create  or  refine  by  the  pursuit  of  one  object 
weaken  our  general  reason ;  and  I  may  compare  with  some 
justice  the  powei's  of  the  mind  to  the  faculties  of  the  body, 
in  which  squinting  is  occasioned  by  an  inequality  of 
strength  in  the  eyes,  and  discordance  of  voice  by  the  same 
inequality  in  the  ears." 

"  I  believe  you  are  right,**  said  the  earl ;  "  yet  I  own 
I  willingly  forgive  Cicero  for  his  vanity,  if  it  contributed 
to  the  production  of  his  orations  and  his  essays.  And  he 
is  a  greater  man,  even  with  his  vanity  unconquered,  than  if 
he  had  conquered  his  foible,  and,  in  doing  so,  taken  away 
the  incitements  to  his  genius.** 

"A  greater  man  in  the  world's  eye,  my  lord,  but 
scarcely  in  reality.  Had  Homer  written  his  Iliad  and 
then  burned  it,  would  his  genius  have  been  less?  The 
world  would  have  known  nothing  of  him ;  but  would  he 
have  been  a  less  extraordinary  man  on  thit  account  ?  We 
are  too  apt,  my  lord,  to  confound  greatness  and  fame.'* 

**  There  is  one  circumstance,"  added  Aram,  after  a 
pause,  "  that  should  diminish  our  respect  for  renown. 
Errors  of  life,  as  well  as  foibles  of  characters,  are  often 
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the  real  enhancers  of  celebrity.  Without  his  errors,  | 
doubt  whether  Henri  Qtuztre  would  have  become  the  idol 
of  a  people.  How  many  Whartons  has  the  world  known, 
who,  deprived  of  their  frailties,  had  been  inglorious  I  Thie 
light  that  you  so  admire,  reaches  you  only  through  the 
distance  of  time,  on  account  of  the  angles  and  unevenness 
of  the  body  whence  it  emanates.  Were  the  surface  of  the 
moon  smooth  it  would  be  invisible." 

"I  admire  your  illustrations,"  said  the  earl;  "but  I 
reluctantly  submit  to  your  reasonings.  You  would  then 
neglect  your  powers,  lest  they  should  lead  you  into 
errors?" 

"  Pardon  me,  my  lord ;  it  is  because  I  think  etU  the 
powers  should  be  cultivated,  that  I  quarrel  with  the  ex- 
elusive  cultivation  of  one.  And  it  is  only  because  I  would 
strengthen  the  whole  mind  that  I  dissent  from  the  reason- 
ings of  those  who  tell  you  to  consult  your  genius." 

"  But  your  genius  may  serve  mankind  more  than  this 
general  cultivation  of  intellect  ?  " 

"  My  lord,"  replied  Aram,  with  a  mournful  cloud  upon 
his  countenance,  "  that  argument  may  have  weight  with 
those  who  think  mankind  can  be  eflPectually  served,  though 
they  may  be  often  dazzled,  by  the  labours  of  an  individual. 
But,  indeed,  this  perpetual  talk  of  *  mankind'  signifies 
nothing :  each  of  us  consults  his  proper  happiness,  and 
we  consider  him  a  madman  who  ruins  his  own  peace  of 
mind  by  an  everlasting  fretfulness  of  philanthropy." 

This  was  a  doctrine  that  half  pleased,  half  displeased' 
the  earl:  it  shadowed  forth  the  most  dangerous  notions 
which  Aram  entertained. 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  noble  host,  as,  after  a  short  con- 
test on  the  ground  of  his  guest's  last  remark,  they  left  off 
where  they  began,  "  let  us  drop  these  general  discussions : 
I  have  a  particular  proposition  to  unfold.  We  have,  I 
trust,  Mr.  Aram,  seen  enough  of  each  other  to  feel  that 
we  can  lay  a  sure  foundation  for  mutual  esteem.  For  my 
part,  I  own  frankly,  that  I  have  never  met  with  one  who 
has  inspired  me  with  a  sincerer  admiration.  I  am  desirous 
that  your  talents  and  great  learning  should  be  known  in 
the  widest  sphere.     You  may  despise  fame,  but  you  must 
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penoit  your  Mends  the  weakness  to  wish  ^oti  justice^  and 
ih^niselves  triumph.  You  know  my  post  in  the  present 
administration :  the  place  of  my  secretary  is  one  of  great 
trust — some  influence,  and  large  emolument.  I  offer  it 
tayou — accept  it,  and  you  will  confer  upon  me  an  honour 
and  an  obligation.  You  will  have  your  own  separate 
house ;  or  apartments  in  mine,  solely  appropriated  to  your 
use.  Your  priva(5y  will  never  be  disturbed.  Every 
arrangement  shall  be  made  for  yourself  and  your  bride, 
that  either  of  you  can  suggest.  Leisure  for  your  own 
pursuits  you  will  have,  too,  in  abundance — there  are 
others  who  will  perform  all  that  is  toilsome  in  your  office. 
In  London,  you  will  see  around  you  the  most  eminent 
living  men  of  all  nations,  and  in  all  pursuits.  If  you  con- 
tract (which  believe  me  is  possible — it  is  a  tempting 
game)  any  inclination  towards  public  life,  you  will  have 
the  most  brilliant  opportunites  afforded  you,  and  I  foretell 
you  the  most  signal  success.  Stay  yet  one  moment : — for 
this  you  will  owe  me  no  thank^.  Were  I  not  sensible 
that  I  consult  my  own  interests  in  this  proposal,  I  should 
be  courtier  enough  to  suppress  it." 

"  My  lord,"  said  Aram,  in  a  voice  which,  in  spite  of 
its  calmness,  betrayed  that  he  was  affected,  *^  it  seldom 
happens  to  a  man  of  my  secluded  habits,  and  lowly  pur- 
suits, to  have  the  philosophy  he  affects  put  to  so  severe  a 
trial.  I  am  grateful  to  you — deeply  grateful  for  an  offer 
so  munificent — so  undeserved.  I  am  yet  more  grateful 
that  it  allows  me  to  sound  the  strength  of  my  own  heart, 
and  to  find  that  I  did  not  too  highly  rate  it.  Look,  my 
lord,  from  the  spot  where  we  now  stand  "  (the  moon  haxi 
risen,  and  they  had  now  returned  to  the  terrace):  "in 
the  vale  below,  and  far  among  those  trees,  lies  my  home. 
More  than  two  years  ago  I  came  thither  to  fix  the  rest- 
ing-place  of  a  sad  and  troubled  spirit.  There  have  I  cen- 
tred all  my  wishes  and  my  hopes;  and  there  may  I 
breathe  my  last!  My  lord,  you  will  not  think  me  un- 
grateful that  my  choice  is  made ;  and  you  will  not  blame 
my  motive,  though  you  may  despise  my  wisdom.'* 

"  But,"  said  the  earl,  astonished,  "  you  cannot  foresee 
all  the  advantages  you  would  renounce  ?     At  your  age  -:- 
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with  your  intellect — to  choose  the  living  sepulchre  oi^ 
hermitage  —  it  was  wise  to  reconcile  yourself  to  it,  but  not 
to  prrfer  it  I  Nay,  nay ;  consider  — pause.  I  am  in  ne 
haste  for  your  decision ;  and  what  advantages  have  you 
in  your  retreat,  that  you  will  not  possess  in  a  greater 
degree  with  me  ?  Quiet  ?  —  I  pledge  it  to  you  under  mjr 
roof.  Solitude  ? — ^you  shall  have  it  at  your  wilL  Books  ? 
— -  what  are  those  which  you,  which  any  individual  pos- 
sesses, to  the  public  institutions,  the  magnificent  coUec- 
tions,  of  the  metropolis  ?  What  else  is  it  you  enjoy  yon- 
der, and  cannot  enjoy  with  me  ?  " 

"Liberty!"  said  Aram,  energetically.  — "Liberty! 
the  wild  sense  of  independence.  Could  1  exchange  the 
lonely  stars  and  the  free  air,  for  the  poor  lights  and  fevei^ 
ish  atmosphere  of  worldly  life?  Could  I  surrender  my 
mood,  with  its  thousand  eccentricities  and  humours  —  its 
cloud  and  shadow  —  to  the  eyes  of  strangers,  or  veil  it 
from,  their  gaze  by  the  irksomeness  of  an  eternal  hypocrisy  ? 
No,  my  lord  I  1  am  too  old  to  turn  disciple  to  the  world! 
You  promise  me  solitude  and  quiet.  What  charm  would 
they  have  for  me,  if  I  felt  they  were  held  from  the  gene- 
rosity of  another  ?  The  attraction  of  solitude  is  only  in  its 
independence.  You  offer  me  the  circle,  but  not  the  magic 
which  made  it  holy.  Books !  7%cy,  years  since,  would 
have  tempted  me ;  but  those  whose  wisdom  I  have  already 
drained,  have  taught  me  now  almost  enough :  and  the  two 
books,  whose  interest  can  never  be  exhausted — Nature 
and  my  own  heart  —  will  suffice  for  the  rest  of  life.  My 
lord,  I  require  no  time  for  consideration." 

"  And  you  positively  refuse  me  ?  " 

"  Gratefully  refuse  you.'* 

The  earl  walked  peevishly  away  for  one  moment ;  but 
it  was  not  in  his  nature  to  lose  himself  for  more. 

"Mr.  Aram,"  said  he,  frankly,  and  holding  out  his 
hand,  "  you  have  chosen  nobly,  if  not  wisely ;  and  though 
I  cannot  forgive  you  for  depriving  me  of  such  a  com- 
panion, 1  thank  you  for  teaching  me  such  a  lesson. 
Henceforth  I  will  believe  that  philosophy  may  exist  in 
practice,  and  that  a  contempt  for  wealth  and  for  honours 
is  not  the  mere  profession  of  discontent.     This  is  the  first 
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tube,  in  a  various  and  experienced  life,  that  I  have  found 
kfaan  sincerely  deaf  to  the  temptations  of  the  world, — 
and  that  man  of  such  endowments !  If  ever  you  see 
'tBnae  to  dter  a  theory  that  I  still  think  erroneous, 
tkmigfa  lofty — remember  me;  and  at  all  times,  and  on 
•n  occasions,"  he  added,  with  a  smile,  ^'when  a  friend 
becomes  a  necessary  evil,  call  to  mind  our  starlight  walk 
on  the  castle  terrace." 

Aram  did  not  mention  to  Lester,  or  even  Madeline, 
tiie  above  conversation.  The  whole  of  the  next  day  he 
shut  himself  up  at  home ;  and  when  he  again  appeared  at 
the  manor-house  he  heard,  with  evident  satisfaction,  that 
the  eari  had  been  suddenly  summoned  on  state  affairs  to 
London. 

There  was  an  unaccountable  soreness  in  Aram's  mind, 
"which  made  him  feel  a  resentment — a  suspicion  against 
all  who  sought  to  lure  him  from  his  retreat  <<  Thank 
Heaven!*'  tiiought  he,  when  he  heard  of  the  earl's 
departure ;  <^  we  shall  not  meet  for  another  year ! "  He 
was  mistaken. — Another  t^ear  / 


CHAPTER  V. 

IN    WHICH    THE    STORY    RETURNS    TO    WALTER    AND    THE 

CORPORAL. THE    RENCONTRE    WITH    A     STRANGER, 

AND  HOW  THE  STRANGER   PROVES    TO    BE   NOT   ALTO- 
GETHER A  STRANGER. 

"  Beine  got  out  of  town  in  the  road  to  Penaflor,  master  of  my  own 
action,  and  forty  good  ducats,  the  first  thing  I  did  was  to  giro  my 
mule  her  head,  and  to  go  at  what  paco  she  pleased. 

I  left  them  in  the  inn,  and  continued  my  journey;  I  was  hardly 
got  half  a  mile  farther,  when  I  met  a  cavalier  very  genteel/'  6cc, 

Gil  Bias, 

It  was  broad  and  sunny  noon  on  the  second  day  of  their 
joamey,  as  Walter  Lester,  and  the  valorous  attendant  with 
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whom  it  had  pleased  Fate  to  endow  him,  rode  slowly  into 
a  small  town  in  which  the  corporal,  in  hb  own  hear^  ^d 
resolved  to  bait  his  Roman-nosed  horse  and  refresh  himr 
self.  Two  comely  inns  had  the  younger  traveller  of  ..the 
twain  already  passed  with  an  indifferent  air,  as  if  neither, 
bait  nor  refreshment  made  any  part  of  the  necessary  ooi^r 
cerns  of  this  habitable  world.  And  in  passing  each  oC 
the  said  hostelries,  the  Roman-nosed  horse  had  uttered  ^^ 
snort  of  indignant  surprise,  and  the  worthy  corporal  haki 
responded  to  the  quadrupedal  remonstrance  by  a  loud 
hem.  It  seemed,  however,  that  Walter  heard  neither  of 
the  above  significant  admonitions;  and  now  the  town, 
was  nearly  passed,  and  a  steep  hill,  that  seemed  winding 
away  into  eternity,  already  presented  itself  to  the  rueful 
gaze  of  the  corporal. 

"  The  boy's  clean  mad,"  grunted  Bunting  to  himself-— 
"must  do  my  duty  to  him  —  give  him  a  hint." 

Pursuant  to  this  notable  and  conscientious  deter- 
mination. Bunting  jogged  his  horse  into '  a*  trot,  and 
coming  alongside  of  Walter,  put  his  hand  to  his  hat 
and  said, 

"  Weather  warm,  your  honour—-  horses  knocked  up — 
next  town  far  as  hell  I  —  halt  a  bit  here  —  augh !  " 

"  Ha  I  that  is  very  true.  Bunting ;  I  had  quite  for- 
gotten the  length  of  our  journey.  But  see,  there  is  a 
sign-post  yonder,  we  will  take  advantage  of  it." 

"  Augh  I  and  your  honour's  right  —  fit  for  the  forty- 
second;"  said  the  corporal,  falling  back;  and  in  a  few 
moments  he  and  his  charger  found  themselves,  to  their 
mutual  delight,  entering  the  yard  of  a  small,  but  com- 
fortable-looking inn. 

The  host,  a  man  of  a  capacious  stomach  and  a  rosy 
cheek  —  in  short,  a  host  whom  your  heart  warms  to  see, 
stepped  forth  immediately,  held  the  stirrup  for  the  young 
squire  (for  the  corporal's  movements  were  too  stately  to 
be  rapid),  and  ushered  him,  with  a  bow,  a  smile,  and  a 
fiourish  of  his  napkin,  into  one  of  those  little  quaint  rooms, 
with  cupboards  bright  with  high  glasses  and  old  china, 
that  it  pleases  us  still  to  find  extant  in  the  old-fashioned 
inns,  in  our  remoter  roads  and  less  London ised  districts. 
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Mine  host  was  an  honest  fellow,  and  not  above  his 
pnrflession ;  he  stirred  the  fire,  dusted  the  table,  brought 
the  bill  of  fare,  and  a  newspaper  seven  days  old,  and  then 
bustled  away  to  order  the  dinner  and  chat  with  the  cor- 
pdnl.  That  accomplished  hero  had  already  thrown  the 
■tables  into  commotion,  and  frightening  the  two  ostlers 
ftom  their  attendance  on  the  steeds  of  more  peaceable 
men,  had  set  them  both  at  leading  his  own  horse  and  his 
master's  to  and  fro  the  yard,  to  be  cooled  into  comfort 
and  appetite. 

He  was  now  busy  in  the  kitchen,  where  he  had 
seised  the  reins  of  government,  sent  the  scullion  to  see  if 
the  hens  had  laid  any  fresh  eggs,  and  drawn  upon  himself 
the  objurgations  of  a  very  thin  cook  with  a  squint. 

"Tell  you,  ma*am,  you  are  wrong  —  quite  wrong — > 
seen  the  world  —  old  soldier  —  and  know  how  to  fry  eggs 
better  than  any  she  in  the  three  kingdoms  —  hold  jaw — 
mind  your  own  business  —  where*s  the  frying-pan?  — 
baugh  I " 

So  completely  did  the  corporal  feel  himself  in  his 
element,  while  he  was  putting  every  body  else  out  of  the 
way;  and  so  comfortable  did  he  find  his  new  quarters, 
that  he  resolved  that  the  **  bait "  should  be  at  all  events 
prolonged  until  his  good  cheer  had  been  deliberately 
digested,  and  his  customary  pipe  duly  enjoyed. 

Accordingly,  but  not  till  Walter  had  dined,  for  our 
man  of  the  world  knew  that  it  is  the  tendency  of  that 
meal  to  abate  our  activity,  while  it  increases  our  good- 
humour,  the  corporal  presented  himself  to  his  master,  with 
a  grave  countenance. 

"  Greatly  vexed,  your  honour  —  who*d  have  thought 
it?  —  But  those  large  animals  are  bad  on  long  march." 

"  Why  what's  the  matter  now.  Bunting  ?  " 

"  Only,  sir,  that  the  brown  horse  is  so  done  up,  that  I 
think  it  would  be  as  much  as  life's  worth  to  go  any  farther 
for  several  hours." 

"  Very  well ;  and  if  I  propose  staying  here  till  the  even- 
ing?—  We  have  ridden  far,  and  are  in  no  great  hurry." 

"To  be  sure  not  —  sure  and  certain  not,"  cried  the* 
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corporal.  "Ah,  master,  you  know  how  to  comnmiDd^'I 
see.  Nothing  like  discretion — discretion,  sir,  is  a  jewel'. 
iSir,  it  is  more  than  a  jewel  —  it's  a  pair  of  stirrups  I  •*  " '  •' 

"  A  what,  Bunting  ?  " 

"  Pair  of  stirrups,  your  honour.  Stirrups  help  us  to- 
get  on,  so  does  discretion;  to  get  off,  ditto  discredoo. 
Men  without  stirrups  look  fine,  ride  bold,  tire  soon :  men 
without  discretion  cut  dash,  but  knock  up  all  of  a  crack. 

Stirrups but  what  signifies  ?     Could  say  much  more>. 

your  honour,  but  don't  love  chatter." 

"  Your  simile  is  ingenious  enough,  if  not  poetical,"  said 
Walter :  "  but  it  does  not  hold  good  to  the  last.  When  a. 
man  falls,  his  discretion  should  preserve  him ;  but  he  is 
often  dragged  in  the  mud  by  his  stirrups." 

"Beg  pardon — you're  wrong,"  quoth  the  corporal, 
nothing  taken  by  surprise;  "spoke  of  the  new-fangled, 
stirrups  that  open,  crank,  when  we  fall,  and  let  us  out  of 
the  scrape."  * 

Satisfied  with  this  repartee,  the  corporal  now  (like  arf. 
experienced  jester)  withdrew  to  leave  its  full  effect  on  the 
admiration  of  his  master.  A  little  before  sunset  the  two 
travellers  renewed  their  journey. 

"  I  have  loaded  the  pistols,  sir,"  said  the  corporal, 
pointing  to  the  holsters  on  Walter  s  saddle.  "  It  is  eighteen 
miles  off  to  the  next  town  —  will  be  dark  long  before  we 
get  there." 

"  You  did  very  right,  Bunting,  though  I  suppose  there 
is  not  much  danger  to  be  apprehended  from  the  gentlemen 
of  the  highway." 

"  Why  the  landlord  do  say  the  revarse,  your  honour, — 
been  many  robberies  lately  in  these  here  parts." 

"  Well,  we  are  fairly  mounted,  and  you  are  a  for- 
midable-looking fellow.  Bunting." 

"  Oh  I  your  honour,"  quoth  the  corporal,  turning  his 
head  stiffly  away,  with  a  modest  simper,  "  you  makes  me 
blush ;   though,  indeed,  bating  that  I  have  the  military 

*  Of  course  the  corporal  does  not  speak  of  the  patent  stirrup:. 
that  would  be  an  anachronism. 


SU6SNB  ABAM*  147 

|ui>.  and  am  more  in  the  prime  of  life,  your  honour  is 
weU-nigh  as  awkward  a  gentleman  as  myself  to  come 
across."  *- 

"  Much  obliged  for  the  compliment  I  **  said  Walter, 
pushing  his  horse  a  little  forward :  the  corporal  took  the 
bint  and  fell  back. 

It  was  now  that  beautiful  hour  of  twilight  when  lovers 
grow  especially  tender.  The  young  traveller  every  in- 
fant threw  his  dark  eyes  upward,  and  thought  —  not 
of  Madeline,^  but  her  sister.  The  corporal  himself  grew 
pensive,  and  in  a  few  moments  his  whole  soul  was  ab- 
sorbed in  contemplating  the  forlorn  state  of  the  abandoned 
Jacobina. 

In  this  melancholy  and  silent  mood,  they  proceeded 
onward  till  the  shades  began  to  deepen ;  and  by  the  light 
of  the  first  stars  Walter  beheld  a  small,  spare  gentleman 
Tiding  before  him  on  an  ambling  nag,  with  cropped  ears 
and  mane.  The  rider,  as  he  now  came  up  to  him,  seemed 
to  have  passed  the  grand  climacteric,  but  looked  hale  and 
vigorous ;  and  there  was  a  certain  air  of  staid  and  sober 
aristocracy  about  him,  which  involuntarily  begat  your 
respect. 

He  looked  hard  at  Walter  as  the  latter  approached, 
and  still  more  hard  at  the  corporal.  He  seemed  satisfied 
with  the  survey. 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  slightly  touching  his  hat  to  Walter, 
and  with  an  agreeable  though  rather  sharp  intonation  of 
voice,  "I  am  very  glad  to  see  a  gentleman  of  your  ap- 
pearance travelling  my  road.  Might  I  request  the  honour 
of  being  allowed  to  join  you  so  far  as  you  go  ?  To  say 
the  truth,  I  am  a  little  afraid  of  encountering  those  in- 
dustrious gentlemen  who  have  been  lately  somewhat 
notorious  in  these  parts;  and  it  may  be  better  for  all 
of  us  to  ride  in  as  strong  a  party  as  possible." 

"  Sir,"  replied  Walter,  eyeing  in  his  turn  the  speaker,' 
and  in  his  turn  also  feeling  satisfied  with  the  scrutiny,  '*  I 
am  going  to  *  ♦  ♦  ♦,  where  I  shall  pass  the  night  on  my 
way  to  town,  and  shall  be  very  happy  in  your  com- 
pany.** 

The  corporal  uttered  a  loud  hem  ;    that  penetrating 
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man  of  the  world  was  not  too  well  pleased  witli  the  ad- 
vances of  a  stranger. 

"  What  fools  them  boys  be  I  "  thought  he,  very  dis- 
contentedly .  ^^  Howsomever,  the  man  does  seem  like  a 
decent  country  gentleman,  and  we  are  two  to  one :  be^ 
sides,  he's  old,  little,  and — augh,  baugh — I  dare  say  we 
are  safe  enough,  for  all  Ae  can  do." 

The  stranger  possessed  a  polished  and  well-bred  de« 
meanour;  he  talked  freely  and  copiously,  and  his  Con- 
versation was  that  of  a  shrewd  and  cultivated  man.  He 
informed  Walter,  that  not  only  the  roads  had  been  infested 
by  those  more  daring  riders  common  at  that  day,  and  to 
whose  merits  we  ourselves  have  endeavoured  to  do  justice 
in  a  former  work  of  blessed  memory,  but  that  several 
houses  had  been  lately  attempted,  and  two  absolutely 
plundered. 

"  For  myself,"  he  added,  "  I  have  no  money  to  signifyt 
about  my  person :  my  watch  is  only  valuable  to  me  far 
the  time  it  has  been  in  my  possession ;  and  if  the  rogues 
robbed  one  civilly,  I  should  not  so  much  mind  encoun-* 
tering  them :  but  they  are  a  desperate  set,  and  use  violence 
when  there  is  nothing  to  be  got  by  it.  Have  you  travelled 
far  to-day,  sir?" 

"  Some  six  or  seven-and- twenty  miles,"  replied  Walter. 
'*  I  am  proceeding  to  London,  and  not  willing  to  distress 
my  horses  by  too  rapid  a  journey." 

"  Very  right,  very  good ;  and  horses,  sir,  are  not  now 
what  they  used  to  be  when  I  was  a  young  man.  Ah, 
what  wagers  I  used  to  win  then !  Horses  galloped,  sir, 
when  I  was  twenty ;  they  trotted  when  I  was  thirty-five ; 
but  they  only  amble  now.  Sir,  if  it  does  not  tax  your 
patience  too  severely,  let  us  give  our  nags  some  hay  and 
water  at  the  half-way  house  yonder." 

Walter  assented ;  they  stopped  at  a  little  solitary  inn 
by  the  side  of  the  road,  and  the  host  came  out  with  great 
obsequiousness  when  he  heard  the  voice  of  Walters  com- 
panion. 

"  Ah,  Sir  Peter  I "  said  he,  "  and  how  be'st  your 
honour?  —  fine  night.  Sir  Peter  —  hope  you'll  get  home 
safe,  Sir  Peter." 
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*    **  Safe  —  ay  I  indeed,  Jock,  I  hope  so  too*    Has  all 
been  quiet  here  this  last  night  or  two  ?  " 

"Whish,  sir  I  "  whispered  my  host,  jerking  his  thumb 
back  towards  the  house ;  "  there  be  two  ugly  customers 
'Within  I  does  not  know:  they  have  got  famous  good 
horses,  and  are  drinking  hard.  I  can't  say  as  I  knows 
aqy  thing  agen  'em,  but  I  think  your  honours  had  better 
be  jogging.** 

'^Ahal  thank  ye,  Jock,  thank  ye.  Never  mind  the 
hay  now,"  said  Sir  Peter,  pulling  away  the  reluctant 
mottth  of  his  nag ;  and  turning  to  Walter,  ^^  Come  sir,  let 
us  moye  on.  Why,  zounds  I  where  is  that  servant  of 
yours?" 

Walter  now  perceived,  with  great  vexation,  that  the 
eoiporal  had  disappeared  within  the  alehouse;  and  look- 
ing through  the  casement,  on  which  the  ruddy  light  of  the 
fire  played  cheerily,  he  saw  the  man  of  the  world  lifting  a 
little  measure  of  **  the  pure  creature "  to  his  lips ;  and 
dose  by  the  hearth,  at  a  small,  round  table,  covered  with 
glaflsi^  pipes,  &c.,  he  beheld  two  men  eyeing  the  tall  cor- 
poral very  wistfully,  and  of  no  prepossessing  appearance 
themselves.  One,  indeed,  as  the  fire  played  full  on  his 
countenance,  was  a  person  of  singularly  rugged  and  sinister 
features ;  and  this  man,  he  now  remarked,  was  addressing 
himself  with  a  grim  smile  to  the  corporal,  who,  setting 
down  his  little  *^  noggin,"  regarded  him  with  a  stare, 
which  appeared  to  Walter  to  denote  recognition.  This 
survey  was  the  operation  of  a  moment ;  for  Sir  Peter  took 
it  upon  himself  to  despatch  the  landlord  into  the  house,  to 
order  forth  the  unseasonable  carouser ;  and  presently  the 
corporal  stalked  out,  and  having  solemnly  remounted,  the 
whole  trio  set  onward  in  a  brisk  trot.  As  soon  as  they 
were  without  sight  of  the  alehouse,  the  corporal  brought 
the  aquiline  profile  of  his  gaunt  steed  on  a  level  with  his 
master's  horse. 

'<  Augh,  sir  I "  said  he,  with  more  than  his  usual 
energy  of  utterance,  ?*  I  see'd  him  I " 

"Him I  whom?" 

**  Man  with  ugly  face  what  drank  at  Peter  Dealtry's, 
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and  knew  Master  Aram, — knew  him  in  a  craek,-^iliiiie^ 
he's  a  Tartar  I "  '   -^ 

"  What  I  does  your  servant  recognise  one  of  those 
suspicious  fellows  whom  Jock  warned  us  i^ainst  ?  **  eriecl 
Sir  Peter,  pricking  up  his  ears. 

"  So  it  seems,  sir,"  said  Walter :  "  he  saw  him  bnce 
before,  many  miles  hence ;  but  I  fancy  he  knows  nothing 
really  to  his  prejudice."  ' 

"  A  ugh  I "  cried  the  corporal ;  "he's  d d  ngly  any 

how ! " 

"  That's  a  tall  fellow  of  yours,"  said  Sir  Peter,  jerldi^ 
up  his  chin  with  that  peculiar  motion  common  to  the  brief 
in  stature,  when  they  are  covetous  of  elongation.  **Hi^ 
looks  military : — has  he  been  in  the  army  ?  Ay,  I  thonght 
so;  one  of  the  King  of  Prussia's  grenadiers,  I  suppose? 
Faith,  I  hear  hoofs  behind  I " 

"  Hem  I "  cried  the  corporal,  again  coming  alongside 
of  his  master.  "  Beg  pardon,  sir — served  in  the  forty- 
second — nothing  like  regular  line — stragglers  always  ciA 
off — had  rather  not  straggle  just  now — enemy  behind  t**; 

Walter  looked  back  and  saw  two  men  approaching 
them  at  a  hand-gallop.  "We  are  a  match  at  least  for 
them,  sir,"  said  he,  to  his  new  acquaintance. 

"  I  am  devilish  glad  I  met  you,"  was  Sir  Peter's  rather 
selfish  reply. 

"  'Tis  he  !  'tis  the  devil ! "  grunted  the  corporal,  as 
the  two  men  now  gained  their  side  and  pulled  up ;  and 
Walter  recognised  the  faces  he  had  marked  in  the  ale- 
house. 

"  Your  servant,  gentlemen,"  quoth  the  uglier  of  the 
two  ;  "  you  ride  fast " 

"  And  ready  ;  —  bother  —  baugh ! "  chimed  in  th6 
corporal,  plucking  a  gigantic  pistol  from  his  holstefi 
without  any  further  ceremony. 

"  Glad  to  hear  it,  sir ! "  said  the  faard-featnre4 
stranger,  nothing  dashed.     "  But  I  can  tell  you  a  secret  I  ** 

*•  What's  that — augh  ?  "  said  the  corporal,  cocking  his 
pistol. 

"  Whoever  hurts  you,  friend,  cheats  the  gallows  I  ** 
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teplied  the  stranger,  laughing,  and  spurring  on  his  horse, 
to  be  out  of  reach  of  any  practical  answer  with  which  the 
corporal  might  favour  him.  But  Bunting  was  a  prudent 
maxkf  and  not  apt  to  be  choleric. 

^< Bother!"  said  he,  and  dropped  his  pistol,  as  the 
other  stranger  followed  his  ill-favoured  comrade. 

**  You  see  we  are  too  strong  for  them  I "  cried  Sir 
Peter,  gaily;  "evidently  highwaymen  I  How  very  for- 
tunate that  I  should  have  fallen  in  with  you  ! " 

A  shower  of  rain  now  began  to  fall.  Sir  Peter  looked 
serious — he  halted  abruptly — unbuckled  his  cloak,  which 
had  been  strapped  before  his  saddle — wrapped  himself  up 
in  it — buried  his  face  in  the  collar — muffled  his  chin 
with  a  red  handkerchief,  which  he  took  out  of  his  pocket, 
and  then  turning  to  Walter,  he  said  to  him,  "  What  I  no 
cloak,  sir  ?  no  wrapper  even  ?  Upon  my  soul  I  am  very 
sorry  I  have  not  another  handkerchief  to  lend  you  ! " 

"Man  of  the  world — baugh  I"  grunted  the  corporal, 
and  his  heart  quite  warmed  to  the  stranger  he  had  at  first 
taken  for  a  robber. 

"  And  now,  sir,"  said  Sir  Peter,  patting  his  nag, 
and  pulling  up  his  cloak-collar  still  higher,  'Met  us  go 
gently  :  there  is  no  occasion  for  hurry.  Why  distress  our 
horses?" 

"  Really,  sir,"  said  Walter,  smiling,  "  though  I  have  a 
great  regard  for  my  horse,  I  have  some  for  myself; 
and  I  should  rather  like  to  be  out  of  this  rain  as  soon  as 
possible.*' 

"  Oh,  ah  I  f/ou  have  no  cloak.  I  forgot  that :  to  be 
sure — to  be  sure,  let  us  trot  on,  gently — though — gently. 
Well,  sir,  as  I  was  saying,  horses  are  not  so  swift  as  they 
were.  The  breed  is  bought  up  by  the  French  I  I  re- 
member once,  Johnny  Courtland  and  I,  after  dining  at  my 
house  till  the  champagne  had  played  the  dancing-master 
to  our  brains,  mounted  our  horses,  and  rode  twenty  miles 
for  a  cool  thousand  the  winner.  I  lost  it,  sir,  by  a  hair's 
breadth ;  but  I  lost  it  on  purpose :  it  would  have  half 
ruined  Johnny  Courtland  to  have  paid  me,  and  he  had 
that  delicacy,  sir, — he  had  that  delicacy,  that  he  would 
not  have  suffered  me  to  refuse  taking  his  money, — so 
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what  could  I  do,  but  lose  on  purpose?    You  see  I  had 
alternative  r*    . 

*<  Pray,  sir,"  said  Walter,  charmed  and  astoawhedr  alti 
rare  an  instance  of  the  generosity  of  human  friendshipii 
''pray,  sir,  did  I  not  hear  you  called  Sir  Peter  by  tbe 
landlord  of  the  little  inn  ?  Can  it  be,  since  you  speak  m 
familiarly  of  Mr.  Courtland,  that  I  have  the  honoiff  to 
address  Sir  Peter  Hales  ?  " 

''Indeed  thcU  is  my  name,"  replied  the  gentleoMUi^ 
with  some  surprise  in  his  voice.  "  But  I  have  never  had 
the  honour  of  seeing  you  before." 

"  Perhaps  my  name  is  not  unfamiliar  to  you,"  said 
Walter.  "  And  among  my  papers  I  have  a  letter  addressed 
to  you  from  my  uncle,  Rowland  Lester." 

**  God  bless  me  I  "  cried  Sir  Peter.  "  What  I  Rowy  ?  — 
well,  indeed  I  am  overjoyed  to  hear  of  him.  So  you  are 
his  nephew  ?  Pray  tell  me  all  about  him-— a  wild,  gay» 
rollicking  fellow  still,  eh  ?  Always  fencing,  sa — sa  I  or 
playing  at  billiards,  or  hot  in  a  steeple  chase ;  there  wai 
not  a  jollier,  better-humoured  fellow  in  the  world  than 
Rowy  Lester." 

'*  You  forget,  Sir  Peter,"  said  Walter,  laughing  at  a 
description  so  unlike  his  sober  and  steady  uncle,  "  that 
some  years  have  passed  since  the  time  you  speak  of." 

"  Ah,  and  so  there  have,"  replied  Sir  Peter.  "  And 
what  does  your  uncle  say  of  me?** 

"  That  when  he  knew  you,  you  were  generosity, 
frankness,  hospitality  itself." 

"  Humph,  humph  I"  said  Sir  Peter,  looking  extremely 
disconcerted,  a  confusion  which  Walter  imputed  solely  to 
modesty.  "  I  was  a  hairbrained,  foolish  fellow  then— quite 
a  boy,  quite  a  boy  :  but  bless  me,  it  rains  sharply,  and  you 
have  no  cloak.  But  we  are  close  on  the  town  now.  An 
excellent  inn  is  the  '  Duke  of  Cumberland's  Head ;'  you 
will  have  charming  accommodation  there." 

"  What,  Sir  Peter,  you  know  this  part  of  the  country 
well  I" 

"  Pretty  well,  pretty  well ;  indeed  I  live  near,  that  h 
to  say,  not  vert/  far  from,  the  town.  This  turn,  if  yoa 
please.    We  separate  here.    I  have  brought  you  a  littlQ 


BUGBNB  ARAM.  158 

•f  jrour  Wi^-^-  not  above  a  fnile  or  two  —  for  fear  the 
robbery  Bhoola  attack  me  if  I  was  left  alone.  I  had  quite 
fbfgot  yon  had  no  cloak.  That's  your  road  —  this  mine. 
Aha !  so  Rowy  Lester  is  still  alire  and  hearty  ?-«r.the  same 
flnellent  wild  £eUow>  no  doubt  Give  my  kindest  remem* 
bnuMse  to  him  when  you  write.     Adieu,  sir." 

This  kttnr  speech  having  been  delivered  during  a  halt, 
the  corporal  had  heard  it:  he  grinned  delightedly  as  he 
Unehed  his  hat  to  Sir  Peter,  who  now  trotted  off,  and 
mitteied  ta  bis  young  master,— 

^^  Most  sensible  man,  that,  sir  I  *' 


CHAPTER  VI. 

SIR  PKTBR  DISPLAYED ONE   MAN  OF  THE  WORLD   SUF- 
FERS    FROM     ANOTHER.  —  THE     INCIDENT     OF     THE 

BRIDLE   BEGETS   THE    INCIDENT   OF    THE    SADDLE; 

THE    INCIDENT    OF    THE    SADDLE    BEGETS    THE   INCI- 
DENT  OP   THE  WHIP; THE  INCIDENT  OF  THE  WHIP 

BEGETS  WHAT  THE  READER  MUST  READ  TO  SEE. 

**  Nihil  est  alittd  magnam  quam  multaminuta*"— «Fet.  Aucu 

*^  And  so,"  said  Walter,  the  next  morning  to  the  head 
waiter,  who  was  busied  about  their  preparations  for  break- 
fast ;  *'  and  so  Sir  Peter  Hales,  you  say,  lives  within  a  mile 
of  the  town?" 

**  Scarcely  a  mile,  sir,  —  black  or  green  ? — you  passed 
the  turn  to  his  house  last  night ;  —  sir,  the  eggs  are  quite 
fipeah  thia  morning.     This  inn  belongs  to  Sir  Peter.*' 

"  Oh  I  —  Does  Sir  Peter  see  much  company  ?  " 

The  waiter  smiled. 

"  Sir  Peter  gives  very  handsome  dinners,  sir ;  twice  a- 
Tear  1  A  most  clever  gentleman,  Sir  Peter  I  They  say  he 
18  the  best  manager  of  property  in  the  whole  county.  Do 
you  like  Yorkshire  cake  ?  —  toast  ?  yes,  sir  I" 
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"  So,  SO,"  said  Walter  to  himself,  "  a  pretty  troe  de^ 
scnption  my  uncle  gave  me  of  this  gentleman.  <  Ask  m^ 
too  often  to  dinner,  indeed  I'  — '  offer  me  money  if  I 
want  it  I*  —  <  spend  a  month  at  his  house  I' —  <  most  hos- 
pitable fellow  in  the  world  I*  —  My  uncle  must  have  beeil 
dreaming." 

Walter  had  yet  to  learn,  that  the  men  most  prodigal 
when  they  have  nothing  but  expectations,  are  ofiten  most 
4;hrifty  when  they  know  the  charms  of  absolute  possessioou 
Besides,  Sir  Peter  had  married  a  Scotch  lady,  and  wtti 
blessed  with  eleven  children !  But  was  Sir  Peter  Hales 
much  altered  ?  Sir  Peter  Hales  was  exactly  the  same  man 
in  reality  that  he  always  had  been.  Once  he  was  selfish 
in  extravagance ;  he  was  now  selfish  in  thrift.  He  had 
always  pleased  himself,  and  damned  other  people ;  that 
was  exactly  what  he  valued  himself  on  doing  now.  But 
the  most  absurd  thing  about  Sir  Peter  was,  that  while  he 
was  for  ever  extracting  use  firom  every  one  else,  he  was 
mightily  afraid  of  being  himself  put  to  use.  He  was  in 
parliament,  and  noted  for  never  giving  a  frank  out  of  his 
own  family.  Yet  withal.  Sir  Peter  Hales  was  still  an 
agreeable  fellow ;  nay,  he  was  more  liked  and  much  more 
esteemed  than  ever.  There  is  something  conciliatory  in  a 
saving  disposition ;  but  people  put  themselves  in  a  great 
passion  when  a  man  is  too  liberal  with  his  own.  It  is  an 
insult  on  their  own  prudence.  "  What  right  has  he  to  be 
so  extravagant  ?  What  an  example  to  our  servants !"  But 
your  close  neighbour  does  not  humble  you.  You  love  your 
close  neighbour ;  you  respect  your  close  neighbour ;  you 
have  your  harmless  jest  against  him  —  but  he  is  a  most 
respectable  man. 

"  A  letter,  sir,  and  a  parcel,  from  Sir  Peter  Hales,"  said 
the  waiter,  entering. 

The  parcel  was  a  bulky,  angular,  awkward  packet  of 
brown  paper,  sealed  once  and  tied  with  the  smallest  possible 
quantity  of  string  ;  it  was  addressed  to  Mr.  James  Holwell, 

Saddler, Street,  ♦  *  *  *.     The  letter  was  to  — — 

Lester,  Esq.,  and  ran  thus,  written  in  a  very  neat,  stifl^ 
Italian  character: — 


«UOSNlB  ARAM.  155 


':'!» 


*  ■'  «*  I  trust  you  had  no  difficulty  in  find*  y'  Duke  of  Cum- 
Inland's  Head  :  it  is  an  excellent  1°. 

**  I  greatly  reg*  y*  you  are  unavoid'  oblig'd  to  go  on  to 
■Lend* ;  for,  otherwise  I  sh**  have  had  the  sincerest  pleas* 
10  seeing  you  here  at  din',  &  introducing  you  to  L'  Hales. 
Anoth'  time  I  trust  we  may  be  more  fortunate. 

**  As  you  pass  thro'  y*  litt*  town  of ,  exactly 

SI  mfles  from  hence,  on  the  road  to  Lond",  will  you  do 
me  the  fav*  to  allow  your  serv*  to  put  the  little  parcel  I 
send  into  his  pock\  &  drop  it  as  direct**.  It  is  a  bridle  I 
muk  forc'd  to  return.     Country  work"  are  such  bung". 

**  I  sh*  most  certain'  have  had  y*  hon'  to  wait  on  you 
person',  but  the  rain  has  given  me  a  m"  sev*  cold ;  —  hope 
you  have  escap'd,  tho*  by  y*  by,  you  had  no  cloke,  nor 
wrapp'  I 

**  My  kindest  regards  to  your  m"  excellent  unc*.  I  am 
quite  sure  he's  the  same  fine  merr'  fell''  he  always  was 
-rtell  him  so  I 

"  D'  S',  Yours  faith' 

"  Peter  Grindlescrew  Hales. 

"  P.  S.     You  know  perh*  y*  poor  Jn*  Court^  your 

uncle's  m*"  intim*  friend,  lives  in ,  the  town  in 

which  your  serv*  will  drop  y*  brid*.  He  is  much  alter  d, 
—  poor  JnT' 

'^  Altered  !  alteration  then  seems  the  fashion  with  my 
«ncle's  friends  I "  thought  Walter,  as  he  rang  for  the 
corporal,  and  consigned  to  his  charge  the  unsightly 
parcel. 

"  It  is  to  be  carried  twenty-one  miles  at  the  request  of 
the  gentleman  we  met  last  night,  —  a  most  sensible  man. 
Bunting !" 

**  Augh — whaugh, — your  honour  I"  grunted  the  cor- 
•poral,  thrusting  the  bridle  very  discontentedly  into  his 
pocket,  where  it  annoyed  him  the  whole  journey,  by  inces- 
santly getting  between  his  seat  of  leather  and  his  seat  of 
honour.  It  is  a  comfort  to  the  inexperienced,  when  one 
.Inan  of  the.  world  smarts  from  the  sagacity  of  another;  we 
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resign  ourselves  more  willingly  to  our  fate.  Our  trave&ei^ 
resumed  their  journey,  and  in  a  few  minutes,  from  the  eaudQ 
we  have  before  assigned,  the  corporal  became  thorougUjr 
out  of  humour. 

"  Pray,  Bunting,"  said  Walter,  calling  his  attendant  to 
his  side,  *'  do  you  teel  sure  that  the  man  we  met  yesterda^f 
at  the  alehouse  is  the  same  you  saw  at  Grassdale  soime 
months  ago  ?" 

"  D — n  it  I"  cried  the  corporal  quickly,  and  clapping 
his  hand  behind. 

«  How,  sir  I" 

^<  Beg  pardon,  your  honour — slip  tongue^  but  this  con- 
founded parcel  I  —  augh  —  bother." 

"  Why  don't  you  carry  it  in  your  hand  ?" 

"  'Tis  so  ungainsome,  and  be  d d  to  it  1    And  how 

can  I  hold  parcel  and  pull  in  this  beast,  which  requires  twe 
hands ;  his  mouth's  as  hard  as  a  brickbat,  —  augh  I" 

"  You  have  not  answered  my  question  yet  ?" 

*^  Beg  pardon,  your  honour.  Yes,  certain  sure  the  man*8 
the  same ;  phiz  not  to  be  mistaken." 

"  It  is  strange,"  said  Walter,  musing,  "  that  Aram 
should  know  a  man,  who,  if  not  a  highwayman  as  we  sus- 
pected, is  at  least  of  rugged  manner  and  disreputable 
appearance ;  it  is  strange,  too,  that  Aram  always  avoided 
recurring  to  the  acquaintance,  though  he  confessed  it" 
With  this  he  broke  into  a  trot,  and  the  corooral  into  an 
oath. 

They  arrived  by  noon  at  the  little  town  specified  by 
Sir  Peter,  and  in  their  way  to  the  inn  (for  Walter  resolved 
to  rest  there)  passed  by  the  saddler's  house.  It  so  chanced 
that  Master  Holwell  was  an  adept  in  his  craft,  and  that 
a  newly-invented  hunting-saddle  at  the  window  caught 
Walter's  notice.  The  artful  saddler  persuaded  the  young 
traveller  to  dismount  and  look  at  <^  the  most  convenientest 
and  handsomest  saddle  what  ever  was  seed ; "  and  the 
corporal  having  lost  no  time  in  getting  rid  of  his  encum* 
brance,  Walter  dismissed  him  to  the  inn  with  the  horseSi 
and  after  purchasing  the  saddle,  in  exchange  for  his  owil» 
he  sauntered  into  the  shop  to  look  at  a  new  snaffle.  A 
gentleman's  servant  was  in  the  shop  at  the  time,  bargaining 
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fyvi^i  ^;iding«whip ;  and  ihe  Bhopboy,  among  othen,  shewed 
ijini  a  iMXf^e  old-fashioned  one,  with  a  tarnish^  silver 
luBiUe.  Grooms  have  no  taste  for  antiquity,  and,  in  spite 
of  the  silver  handle,  the  servant  pushed  it  aside  with  some 
contempt.  Some  jest  he  uttered  at  the  time  chanced  to 
attract  Walter's  notice  to  the  whip ;  he  took  it  up  care- 
losaly,  and  perceived,  with  great  surprise,  that  it  bore  his 
own  crest,  a  bittern,  on  the  handle.  He  examined  it  now 
with  attention,  and  underneath  the  crest  were  the  letters 
6.  L.,  his  father  s  initials. 

**  How  long  have  you  had  this  whip  ?*'  said  he  to  the 
saddler,  concealing  the  emotion  which  this  token  of  his  lost 
parent  naturally  excited. 

"  Oh,  a  nation  long  time,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Holwell.  "  It 
b  a  queer  old  thing,  but  really  is  not  amiss,  if  the  silver 
was  scrubbed  up  a  bit,  and  a  new  lash  put  on  ;  you  may 
have  it  a  bargain,  sir,  if  so  be  you  have  taken  a  fancy 
to  it" 

**  Can  you  at  all  recollect  how  you  came  by  it?"  said 
Walter,  earnestly.  ^'  The  fact  is,  that  I  see  by  the  crest  and 
initials  that  it  belonged  to  a  person  whom  I  have  some 
interest  in  discovering." 

"  Why,  let  me  see,"  said  the  saddler,  scratching  the  tip 
of  his  right  ear ;  <<  'tis  so  long  ago  sin  I  had  it,  I  quite  for- 
gets how  I  came  by  it." 

"  Oh,  is  it  that  whip,  John  ?  "  said  the  wife,  who  had 
been  attracted  from  the  back  parlour  by  the  sight  of  the 
handsome  young  stranger.  ''  Don't  you  remember,  it's  a 
many  year  ago,  a  gentleman  who  passed  a  day  with  Squire 
Courtland,  when  he  first  came  to  settle  here,  called  and 
left  the  whip  to  have  a  new  thong  put  to  it  ?  But  I  fancies 
he  forgot  it,  sir  (turning  to  Walter),  for  he  never  called  for 
it  again ;  and  the  squire's  people  said  as  how  he  was  a-, 
gone  Into  Yorkshire :  so  there  the  whip's  been  ever  sin.  I 
remembers  it,  sir,  'cause  1  kept  it  in  the  little  parlour  nearly 
a  year,  to  be  in  the  way  like." 

.  **  Ah  t  I  thinks  I  do  remember  it  now,"  said  Master 
Holw^lL  ^  I  should  think  it's  a  matter  of  twelve  yearn 
ago.  I  suppose  I  may  sell  it  without  fear  of  the  gentle- 
man's claiming  it  again." 
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<<  Not  more  than  twelve  years !"  said  Walter^  ankioullyf 
for  it  was  some  seventeen  years  since  his  father  had  befnt 
last  heard  of  by  his  family. 

"  Why  it  may  be  thirteen,  sir,  or  so,  more  or  \eto ;  ^l 
can't  say  exactly."  7 

"  More  likely  fourteen  1"  said  the  dame  ;  "  it  can't  be 
much  mores  sir,  we  have  only  been  a  married  fifteen  yeac 
come  next  Christmas  !  But  my  old  man  here  is  ten  yeacv 
older  nor  I." 

"  And  the  gentleman,  you  say,  was  at  Mr.  Court- 
land's  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  that  I'm  sure  of,"  replied  the  intelligent 
Mrs.  Holwell :  "  they  said  he  had  come  lately  from 
In  gee." 

Walter  now  despairing  of  hearing  more,  purchased  the 
whip  ;  and  blessing  the  worldly  wisdom  of  Sir  Fetet 
Hales,  that  had  thus  thrown  him  on  a  clue,  which,  how«^ 
ever  faint  and  distant,  he  resolved  to  follow  up,  he  in- 
quired the  way  to  Squire  Courtland's,  and  proceeded 
thither  at  once. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

WALTER   VISITS    ANOTHER    OF    HIS    UNCLE's    FRIENDS. 

MR.    courtland's     STRANGE     COMPLAINT. WALTER 

LEARNS  NEWS  OF  HIS  FATHER,  WHICH  SURPRISES  HIM. 
THE  CHANGE  IN  HIS  DESTINATION. 

"  God's  my  life,  did  you  ever  Lear  the  like,  what  a  strangfe  man  is  this ! 
What  you  have  possessed  me  withal,  Til  discharge  it  amply." 

Ben  Jonson  :  Every  Man  in  hit  Humour, 

Mr.  Courtland's  house  was  surrounded  by  a  high  wall, 
and  stood  at  the  outskirts  of  the  town.  A  little  wooden 
door  buried  deep  within  the  wall,  seemed  the  only  entranceu 
At  this  Walter  paused,  and  after  twice  applying  to  the 
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beU,  a  footman  of  a  peculiarly  grave  and  sanctimonious 
iqppearanee  opened  the  door. 

In  reply  to  Walter's  inquiries,  he  informed  him  that 
Mr.  Courtland  was  very  unwell,  and  never  saw  **  com- 
pany." Walter,  however,  producing  from  his  pocket- 
book  the  introductory  letter  given  him  by  his  uncle,  slipped 
it  into  the  servant's  hand,  accompanied  by  half-a-crown, 
and  be^ed  to  be  announced  as  a  gentleman  on  very  parti- 
cular business. 

"Well,  sir,  you  can  step  in,"  said  the  servant,  giving 
way  ;  •*  but  my  master  is  very  poorly — very  poorly,  indeed. 

*^  Indeed,  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it :  has  he  been  long  so  ? 

**  Going  on  for  ten years,  sir  I"  replied  the  servant, 

with  great  gravity ;  and  opening  the  door  of  the  house 
which  stood  within  a  few  paces  of  the  wall,  on  a  singularly 
flat  and  bare  grassplot,  he  shewed  him  into  a  room,  and 
left  him  alone. 

The  first  thing  .that  struck  Walter  in  this  apartment 
Wat  its  remarkable  ligJUness,  Though  not  large,  it  had  no 
less  than  seven  windows.  Two  sides  of  the  wall  seemed 
indeed  all  window  I  Nor  were  these  admittants  of  the 
celestial  beam  shaded  by  any  blind  or  curtain ; — 

"  The  gaud/,  babbling,  and  remorseless  day/' 

made  itself  thoroughly  at  home  in  this  airy  chamber. 
Nevertheless,  though  so  light,  it  seemed  to  Walter  any 
thing  but  cheerful.  The  sun  had  blistered  and  discoloured 
the  painting  of  the  wainscot,  originally  of  a  pale  sea-green ; 
there  was  little  furniture  in  the  apartment ;  one  table  in 
the  centre,  some  half-a-dozen  chairs,  and  a  very  small 
Turkey  carpet,  which  did  not  cover  one  tenth  part  of  the 
clean,  cold,  smooth  oak  boards,  constituted  all  the  goods 
and  chattels  visible  iu  the  room.  But  what  particularly 
added  effect  to  the  bareness  of  all  within,  was  the  singular 
and  laborious  bareness  of  all  without.  From  each  of  these 
seven  windows,  nothing  but  a  forlorn  green  flat  of  some 
extent  was  to  be  seen ;  there  was  not  a  tree,  or  a  shrub,  or 
a  flower,  in  the  whole  expanse,  although  by  several  stumps 
of  trees  near  the  house,  Walter  perceived  that  the  place 
had  not  always  been  so  destitute  of  vegetable  life. 
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While  he  was  yet  looking  upon  this  singular  ImMmss 
of  scene,  the  servant  re-entered  with  his  master^s  coalpli>* 
ments,  and  a  message  that  he  should  be  happy  to  see  any 
relation  of  Mr.  Lester. 

Walter  accordingly  followed  the  footman  into  an  apart- 
ment possessing  exactly  the  same  peculiarities  as  the  i&nnet 
one ;  viz.  a  most  disproportionate  plurality  of  windows^  a 
commodious  scantiness  of  furniture,  and  a  prospect  witk* 
out,  that  seemed  as  if  the  house  had  been  built  on  the 
middle  of  Salisbury  Plain. 

Mr.  Courtland,  himself  a  stout  man,  and  still  preserving 
the  rosy  hues  and  comely  features,  though  certainly  not 
the  same  hilarious  expression,  which  Lester  had  attributed 
to  him,  sat  in  a  large  chair,  close  by  the  centre  window^ 
which  was  open.  He  rose  and  shook  Walter  by  the  haad 
with  great  cordiality. 

"  Sir,  I  am  delighted  to  see  you  I  How  is  your  worthy 
uncle  ?  I  only  wish  he  were  with  you — you  dine  with  me^ 
of  course.  Thomas,  tell  the  cook  to  add  a  tongue  aad 
chicken  to  the  roast  beef — no, — young  gentleman,  I  will 
have  no  excuse  :  sit  down,  sit  down  ;  pray  come  near  the 
window ;  do  you  not  find  it  dreadfully  close  ?  not  a  breath 
of  air  ?  This  house  is  so  choked  up  ;  don't  you  find  it  so, 
ell  ?     Ah,  I  see,  you  can  scarcely  gasp." 

"  My  dear  sir,  you  are  mistaken ;  I  am  rather  cold,  oo 
the  contrary :  nor  did  I  ever  in  my  life  see  a  more  airy 
house  than  yours." 

"  I  try  to  make  it  so,  sir,  but  I  can't  succeed  ;  if  you 
had  seen  what  it  was  when  I  first  bought  it  I  A  garden 
here,  sir ;  a  copse  there ;  a  wilderness,  Grod  wot !  at  the 
back ;  and  a  row  of  chestnut  trees  in  the  front  1  You  may 
conceive  the  consequence,  sir ;  I  had  not  been  long  here, 
not  two  years,  before  my  health  was  gone,  sir,  gone* — ihe 
d — d  vegetable  life  sucked  it  out  of  me.  The  trees  kept 
away  all  the  air ;  I  was  nearly  sufibcated  without,  at  first, 
guessing  the  cause.  But  at  length,  though  not  till  I  had 
been  withering  away  for  five  years,  I  discovered  the  origin 
of  my  malady.  I  went  to  work,  sir ;  I  plucked  up  the 
cursed  garden,  I  cut  down  the  infernal  chestnuts,  I  made  a 
bowling-green  of  the  diabolical  wilderness,  but  I  fear  it  ia 
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ftpolpBfee«  I  am. dying  by  inches, — have  been  dying  ever 
flifiQeb  Tbe  malaria  has  effectually  tainted  my  constitution." 
.  .  Here  Mr.  Courtland  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  shook  his 
head  with  a  most  gloomy  expression  of  countenance* 

.  *^  Indeed,  sir,''  said  Walter,  <'  I  should  not,  to  look  at 
you*  iHiagine  that  you  suffered  under  any  complaint.  You 
teem  still  the  same  picture  of  health  that  my  uncle  de- 
■eribes  you  to  have  been  when  you  knew  him  so  many 
years  ago." 

"  Yes,  sir,  yes ;  the  confounded  malaria  fixed  the  colour 
to  my  cheeks :  the  blood  is  stagnant,  sir.  Would  to  God 
I  ooald  see  myself  a  shade  paler! — the  blood  does  not 
flow ;  I  am  like  a  pool  in  a  citizen's  garden,  with  a  willow 
at  each  corner  ; — but  a  truce  to  my  complaints.  You  see, 
itfy  I  am  no  hypochondriac,  as  my  fool  of  a  doctor  wants 
to  persuade  me :  a  hypochondriac  shudders  at  every  breath 
of  air,  trembles  when  a  door  is  open,  and  looks  upon  a 
vindow  as  the  entrance  of  death.  But  I,  sir,  never  can 
{lave  enough  air ;  thorough  draught  or  east  wind,  it  is  all 
the  same  to  me,  so  that  I  do  but  breathe.  Is  that  like 
hypochondria  ? — pshaw  I  But  tell  me,  young  gentleman, 
aboat  your  uncle  ;  is  he  quite  well, — stout, — hearty, — 
does  he  breathe  easily, — no  oppression  ?  " 

"  Sir,  he  enjoys  exceedingly  good  health ;  he  did  please 
himself  with  the  hope  that  I  should  give  him  good  tidings 
of  yourself,  and  another  of  his  old  friends  whom  I  acci- 
dentally saw  yesterday, — Sir  Peter  Hales." 

**  Hales  I  Peter  Hales  I — ah  I  a  clever  little  fellow  that. 
How  delighted  Lester's  good  heart  will  be  to  hear  that  little 
Peter  is  so  improved ; — no  longer  a  dissolute,  harum- 
scarum  fellow,  throwing  away  his  money,  and  always  in 
debt.  No,  no ;  a  respectable,  steady  character,  an  excellent 
manager,  an  active  member  of  parliament,  domestic  in 
private  life, — oh  I  a  very  worthy  man,  sir;  a  very  worthy 
man  I" 

<  "  He  seems  altered,  indeed,  sir,"  said  Walter,  who  was 
young  enough  in  the  world  to  be  surprised  at  this  eulogy ; 
^  bat  IB  BtiU  agreeable  and  fond  of  anecdote.  He  told  me 
of  hia  race  with  you  for  a  thousand  guineas." 

*'  Ah,  don't  talk  of  those  days,"  said  Mr.  Courtland, 
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shaking  his  head  pensively :  *'  it  makes  me  melaochol|fi^' 
Yes,  Peter  ought  to  recollect  that,  for  he  has  never  pa^ft* 
me  to  this  day ;  affected  to  treat  it  as  a  jest,  and  swore. iie 
could  have  beat  me  if  he  would.  But  indeed  it  was  my': 
fault,  sir;  Peter  had  not  then  a  thousand  forthiogB  io^ 
the  world ;  and  when  he  grew  rich,  he  became  a  steady! 
character,  and  I  did  not  like  to  remind  him  of  our  former; 
follies.  Aha!  can  1  offer  you  a  pinch  of  snuff? — YoU' 
look  feverish,  sir ;  surely  this  room  must  affect  you,  thoug]|» 
you  are  too  polite  to  say  so.  Pray  open  that  door,  and: 
then  this  window,  and  put  your  chair  right  between  tb^- 
two.     You  have  no  notion  how  refreshing  the  draught  is^^* 

Walter  politely  declined  the  proffered  ague,  and  tldiik'*'^ 
ing  he  had  now  made  sufficient  progress  in  the  acquaintr^ 
ance  of  this  singular  non-hypochondriac  to  introduce  the^ 
subject  he  had  most  at  heart,  hastened  to  speak  of  hiS' 
father.  » 

"I  have  chanced,  sir,"  said  he,  "very  unexpectedly 
upon  something  that  once  belonged  to  my  poor  father  ;'^; 
here  he  shewed  the  whip.  "  I  find  from  the  saddler  of 
whom  I  bought  it,  that  the  owner  was  at  your  house  some 
twelve  or  fourteen  years  ago.  I  do  not  know  whether  you 
are  aware  that  our  family  have  heard  nothing  respecting 
my  father  s  fate  for  a  considerably  longer  time  than  that 
which  has  elapsed  since  you  appear  to  have  seen  him,  if  at 
least  I  may  hope  that  he  was  your  guest,  and  the  owner  of 
this  whip ;  and  any  news  you  can  give  me  of  him,  any  clue 
by  which  he  can  possibly  be  traced,  would  be  to  us  all — 
to  me  in  particular — an  inestimable  obligation." 

"  Your  father ! "  said  Mr.  Courtland.    "  Oh, — ay,  your 
uncle's  brother.  What  was  his  Christian  name  ? — Henry  ?  "  ' 

«  Geoffrey." 

"  Ay,  exactly ;  Geoffrey  I  What  I  not  been  heard  of? 
— his  family  not  know  where  he  is?  A  sad  thing,  sir;- 
but  he  was  always  a  wild  fellow;  now  here,  now  there, 
like  a  flash  of  lightning.  But  it  is  true,  it  is  true,  he  did 
stay  a  day  here,  several  years  ago,  when  I  first  bought  the 
place.  I  can  tell  you  all  about  it ;  but  you  seem  agitated, 
— do  come  nearer  the  window:  —  there,  that's  right. 
Well,  sir,  it  is,  as  I  said,  a  great  many  years  ago, — per- 
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li^l^'ftrarteen, — and  I  was  speaking  to  the  landlord  of  the 
m^hdund  about  some  hay  he  wished  to  sell,  when  a 
gebdeman  rode  into  the  yard  full  tear,  as  your  father 
aI#ayB  did  ride,  and  in  getting  out  of  his  way  I  recognised 
Geoffirey  Lester.  I  did  not  know  him  well — far  from  it; 
bat  r  had  seen  him  once  or  twice  with  your  uncle,  and 
thoiigh  he  was  a  strange  pickle,  he  sang  a  good  song,  and 
was'  deaced  amusing.  Well,  sir,  I  accosted  him ;  and,  for 
t^  Bake  of  your  uncle,  I  asked  him  to  dine  with  me,  and 
take  a  bed  at  my  new  house.  Ah  !  I  little  thought  what  a 
dein*  bai^ain  it  was  to  be.  He  accepted  my  invitation ; 
for  I  fancy — no  offence,  sir, — there  were  few  invitations 
that  Mr.  Geoffrey  Lester  ever  refused  to  accept.  We  dined 
tde-d-iSiey — I  am  an  old  bachelor,  sir, — and  very  enter- 
taining he  was,  though  his  sentiments  seemed  to  me  broader 
than  ever.  He  was  capital,  however,  about  the  tricks  he 
had  played  his  creditors,  —  such  manoeuvres  —  such 
escapes  I  After  dinner  he  asked  me  if  I  ever  corre- 
sponded with  his  brother.  I  told  him  no ;  that  we  were 
very  good  friends,  but  never  heard  from  each  other ;  and 
he  then  said,  *Well,  I  shall  surprise  him  with  a  visit 
shortly;  but  in  case  you  should  unexpectedly  have  any 
oommnnication  with  him,  don't  mention  having  seen  me ; 
for,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  just  returned  from  India, 
where  I  should  have  scraped  up  a  little  money,  but  that 
I  spent  it  as  fast  as  I  got  it.  However,  you  know  that  I 
was  always  proverbially  the  luckiest  fellow  in  the  world, 
(and  so,  sir,  your  father  was  I)  and  while  I  was  in  India, 
I  saved  an  old  colonel's  life  at  a  tiger-hunt :  he  went 
home  shortly  afterwards,  and  settled  in  Yorkshire ;  and 
the  other  day,  on  my  return  to  England,  to  which  my 
ill  health  drove  me,  I  learned  that  my  old  colonel  was 
really  dead,  and  had  left  me  a  handsome  legacy,  with  his 
house  in  Yorkshire.  I  am  now  going  down  to  Yorkshire 
toconvert  the  chattels  into  gold — to  receive  my  money; 
and  I  shall  then  seek  out  my  good  brother,  my  household 
gods,  and,  perhaps,  though  it  's  not  likely,  settle  into  a 
sober  fellow  for  the  rest  of  my  life.*  I  don't  tell  you, 
young  gentleman,  that  those  were  your  father's  exact 
words, — Gne  can't  remember  verbatim  so  many  years  ago ; 
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but  it  was  to  that  effect.  He  left  me  the  next  day,  ra»4  I 
never  heard  any  thing  more  of  him :  to  say  the  trutbn  Jh6 
was  looking  wonderfully  yellow,  and  fearfully  rtd«ced. 
And  I  fancied  at  the  time  he  could  not  live  long :  he  W8s 
prematurely  old,  and  decrepit  in  body,  though  gay  in 
spirit ;  so  that  I  had  tacitly  imagined,  in  never  hearing  of 
him  more,  that  he  had  departed  life.  But,  good  Heayensr! 
did  you  never  hear  of  this  legacy  ?*' 

<*  Never :  not  a  word  I "  said  Walter,  who  had  listened 
to  these  particulars  in  great  surprise.  '^  And  to  what 
part  of  Yorkshire  did  he  say  he  was  going  ?  " 

"  That  he  did  not  mention." 

"  Nor  the  colonel's  name  ?  " 

<<  Not  as  I  remember ;  he  might,  but  I  think  not. 
But  I  am  certain  that  the  county  was  Yorkshire;  and  the 
gentleman,  whatever  his  name,  was  a  colonel.  Stay : 
I  recollect  one  more  particular,  which  it  is  lucky  I  do 
remember.  Your  father,  in  giving  me  as  I  said  before^ 
in  his  own  humorous  strain,  the  history  of  his  adventures^ 
his  hair-breadth  escapes  from  his  duns,  the  various  dis- 
guises and  the  numerous  aliases  he  had  assumed,  qfien- 
tioned  that  the  name  he  had  borne  in  India — and  by 
which,  he  assured  me,  he  had  made  quite  a  good 
character — was  Clarke  :  he  also  said,  by  the  way,  that  he 
still  kept  to  that  name,  and  was  very  merry  on  the 
advantages  of  having  so  common  a  one.  *  By  which,'  he 
said,  wittingly,  <  he  could  father  all  his  own  sins  on  some 
other  Mr.  Clarke,  at  the  same  time  that  he  could  seize 
and  appropriate  all  the  merits  of  all  his  other  namesakes.' 
Ah,  no  offence,  but  he  was  a  sad  dog,  that  father  of 
yours  !  So  you  see  that,  in  all  probability,  if  he  ever 
reached  Yorkshire,  it  was  imder  the  name  of  Clarke  that 
he  claimed  and  received  his  legacy." 

"  You  have  told  me  more,"  said  Walter,  joyfully, 
"  than  we  have  heard  since  his  disappearance ;  and  I  shall 
turn  my  horses'  heads  northward  to-morrow,  by  break  of 
day.  But  you  say,  *  if  he  ever  reached  Yorkshire.' 
What  should  prevent  him  ?  " 

"  His  health  I "  said  the  non-hypochondriac.  "  I 
should  not  be  greatly  surprised  if — if — in  short,  you 
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bid  better  look  at  the  gravestones  by  the  way,  for  the 
mum  of  Clarke." 

**  Perhaps  you  can  give  me  the  dates,  sir,"  said 
Walter,  somewhat  cast  down  from  his  elation. 

**  Ay  1  I  Ml  see — I  *ll  see  after  dinner ;  the  commonness 
of  the  name  has  its  disadvantages  now.  Poor  Geoffrey ! 
I  dare  say  there  are  fifty  tombs  to  the  memory  of  fifty 
Clarkes  between  this  and  York.  But  come,  sir,  there's 
the  dinner-bell.'* 

Whatever  might  have  been  the  maladies  entailed  upon 
the  portly  frame  of  Mr.  Courtland  by  the  vegetable  life  of 
the  departed  trees,  a  want  of  appetite  was  not  among  the 
Dumber.  Whenever  a  man  is  not  abstinent  from  rule,  or 
from  early  habit,  as  in  the  case  of  Aram,  solitude  makes 
its  Totaries  particularly  fond  of  their  dinner.  They  have 
DO  other  event  wherewith  to  mark  their  day  ;  they  think 
over  it,  they  anticipate  it,  they  nourish  its  soft  idea  with 
their  imagination  :  if  they  do  look  forward  to  any  thing 
else  more  than  dinner,  it  is — supper  I 

Mr.  Courtland  deliberately  pinned  the  napkin  to  his 
waistcoat,  ordered  all  the  windows  to  be  thrown  open,  and 
set  to  work  like  the  good  canon  in  Gil  Bias,  He  still 
retained  enough  of  his  former  self  to  preserve  an  excellent 
cook ;  so  far,  at  least,  as  the  excellence  of  a  she-artist 
goes ;  and  though  most  of  his  viands  were  of  the  plainest, 
who  does  not  know  what  skill  it  requires  to  produce  an 
nnexceptionable  roast,  or  a  blameless  boil  ?  Talk  of  good  ' 
professed  cooks,  indeed !  they  are  plentiful  as  black- 
berries ;  it  is  the  good,  plain  cook,  who  is  the  rarity  I 

Haifa  tureen  of  strong  soup, — three  pounds,  at  least, 
of  stewed  carp, — all  the  under  part  of  a  sirloin  of  beef, — 
tiiree  quarters  of  a  tongue, — the  moiety  of  a  chicken, — 
BIX  pancakes  and  a  tartlet,  having  severally  disappeared 
down  the  jaws  of  the  invalid, 

"  £t  cuncta  terraram  suhacta 

Praeter  atrocem  animum  Catonis," 

he  still  called  for  two  devilled  biscuits  and  an  anchovy  I 
When  these  were  gone,  he  had  the  wine  set  on  a  little 
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table  by  the  window,  and  declared  that  the  air  seemed 
closer  than  ever.  Walter  was  no  longer  surprised  at  the 
singular  nature  of  the  non-hypochondriac's  complaint. 

Walter  declined  the  bed  that  Mr.  Courtland  offered 
him, — though  his  host  kindly  assured  him  that  it  had  no 
curtains,  and  that  there  was  not  a  shutter  to  the  house, — 
upon  the  plea  of  starting  the  next  morning  at  daybreak, 
and  his  consequent  unwillingness  to  disturb  the  regular 
establishment  of  the  invalid ;  and  Courtland,  who  was  still 
an  excellent,  hospitable,  friendly  man,  suffered  his  friend's 
nephew  to  depart  with  regret.  He  supplied  him,  however, 
by  a  reference  to  an  old  note-book,  with  the  date  of  the 
year,  and  even  month,  in  which  he  had  been  favoured  by 
a  visit  from  Mr.  Clarke,  who,  it  seemed,  had  also  changed 
his  Christian  name  from  Geoffrey  to  one  beginning  with 

D ;    but  whether  it  was  David  or  Daniel  the  host 

remembered  not.  In  parting  with  Walter,  Courtland 
shook  his  head,  and  observed, — 

**  Entre  nous,  sir,  I  fear  this  may  be  a  wild-goose 
chase.  Your  father  was  too  facetious  to  confine  himself 
to  fact — excuse  me,  sir ;  and,  perhaps,  the  colonel  and  the 
legacy  were  merely  inventions  pour  passer  le  temps  j 
there  was  only  oue  reason,  indeed,  that  made  me  fully 
believe  the  story." 

"  What  was  that,  sir  ? "  asked  Walter,  blushing 
deeply,  at  the  universality  of  that  estimation  his  father 
had  obtained.  . 

'*  Excuse  me,  my  young  friend." 

"  Nay  sir,  let  me  press  you." 

"  Why,  then,  Mr.  Geoffrey  Lester  did  not  ask  me  to 
lend  him  any  money." 

The  next  morning,  instead  of  repairing  to  the  gaieties 
of  the  metropolis,  Walter  had,  upon  this  slight  and  dubious 
clue,  altered  his  journey  northward  ;  and  with  an  unquiet 
yet  sanguine  spirit,  the  adventurous  son  commenced  his 
search  after  the  fate  of  a  father  evidently  so  unworthy  of 
the  anxiety  he  had  excited. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 
Walter's  meditations. — the  corporal's  grief  and 

'•  ■  ANGER. the    corporal  PERSONALLY  DESCRIBED. 

*       AN  EXPLANATION  WITH  HIS  MASTER. THE  CORPORAL 

-     OPENS    HIMSELF    TO    THE    YOUNG    TRAVELLER.  —  HIS 

OPINIONS     ON     LOVE;  —  ON    THE    WORLD; ON    THE 

PLEASURE  AND   RESPECTABILITY  OF  CHEATING;  —  ON 

LADIES AND  A  PARTICULAR  CLASS  OF   LADIES  ; ON 

AUTHORS; ON  THE  VALUE    OF  WORDS; — ON  FIGHT- 
ING;  WITH    SUNDRY     OTHER    MATTERS     OF     EQUAL 

DELECTATION  AND  IMPROVEMENT.  —  AN  UNEXPECTED 
EVENT. 

"  Qaale  per  incertam  Lunam  sub  luce  malign^ 
Est  iter."  —  Vihgiu 

The  road  prescribed  to  our  travellers  by  the  change  in 
their  destination  led  them  back  over  a  considerable  por- 
tion of  the  ground  they  had  already  traversed  ;  and  since 
the  corporal  took  care  that  they  should  remain  some 
hours  in  the  place  where  they  dined,  night  fell  upon 
them  as  they  found  themselves  in  the  midst  of  the  same 
long  and  dreary  stage  in  which  they  had  encountered 
Sir  Peter  Hales  and  the  two  suspected  highwaymen. 

Walter's  mind  was  full  of  the  project  on  which  he  was 
bent.  The  reader  can  fully  comprehend  how  vivid  must 
bave  been  his  emotions  at  thus  chancing  on  what  might 
prove  a  clue  to  the  mystery  that  hung  over  his  father's 
bte ;  and  sanguinely  did  he  now  indulge  those  intense 
meditations  with  which  the  imaginative  minds  of  the 
young  always  brood  over  every  more  favourite  idea,  until 
they  exalt  the  hope  into  a  passion.  Every  thing  con- 
nected with  this  strange  and  roving  parent  had  possessed 
for  the  breast  of  his  son  not  only  an  anxious,  but,  so  to 
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speak,  indulgent  interest.  The  judgment  of  a  young  maa 
is  always  inclined  to  sympathise  with  the  wilder  and  more 
enterprising  order  of  spirits ;  and  Walter  had  been  at  no 
loss  for  secret  excuses  wherewith  to  defend  the  irregular 
life  and  reckless  habits  of  his  parent.  Amidst  all  hia 
father's  evident  and  utter  want  of  principle,  Walter  dung 
with  a  natural  and  self-deceptive  partiality  to  the  few 
traits  of  courage  or  generosity  which  relieved,  if  they  did 
not  redeem,  his  character ;  'traits  which,  with  a  character 
of  that  stamp,  are  so  often,  though  always  so  unprofitably 
blended,  and  which  generally  cease  with  the  commence- 
ment of  age.  He  now  felt  elated  by  the  conviction,  as  he 
had  always  been  inspired  by  the  hope,  that  it  was  to  be 
his  lot  to  discover  one  whom  he  still  believed  living,  and 
whom  he  trusted  to  find  amended.  The  same  intimate 
persuasion  of  the  "  good  luck  "  of  Geoffrey  Lester,  which 
all  who  had  known  him  appeared  to  entertain,  was  felt 
even  in  a  more  credulous  and  earnest  degree  by  hia  son. 
W^alter  gave  way  now,  indeed,  to  a  variety  of  conjectures 
as  to  the  motives  which  could  have  induced  his  father  to 
persist  in  the  concealment  of  his  fate  after  his  return  to 
England ;  but  such  of  those  conjectures  as,  if  the  more 
rational,  were  also  the  more  despondent,  he  speedily  and 
resolutely  dismissed.  Sometimes  he  thought  that  his 
father,  on  learning  the  death  of  the  wife  he  had  aban* 
doned,  might  have  been  possessed  with  a  remorse  which 
rendered  him  unwilling  to  disclose  himself  to  the  rest  of 
his  family,  and  a  feeling  that  the  main  tie  of  home  was 
broken  ;  sometimes  he  thought  that  the  wanderer  had 
been  disappointed  in  his  expected  legacy,  and,  dreading 
the  attacks  of  his  creditors,  or  unwilling  to  throw  himself 
once  more  on  the  generosity  of  his  brother,  had  again 
suddenly  quitted  England,  and  entered  on  some  enterprise 
or  occupation  abroad.  It  was  also  possible,  to  one  so 
reckless  and  changeful,  that  even,  after  receiving  the 
legacy,  a  proposition  from  some  wild  comrade  might  have 
hurried  him  away  on  any  continental  project  on  the  mere 
impulse  of  the  moment,  for  the  impulse  of  the  moment 
had  always  been  the  guide  of  his  life ;  and  once  abroad, 
he  might  have  returned  to  India,  and  in  new  connexions 
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faigottcp  the  old  ties  at  home.  Letters  from  abroad,  too, 
mmemnyx  and  it  was  not  improbable  that  the  wanderer 
Hught  hmwe  written  repeatedly,  and  receiving  no  answer  to 
Iria  eommraiications,  imagined  that  the  dissoluteness  of  his 
life  had  deprived  him  of  the  affections  of  his  family ;  and 
so  well  to  have  the  proffer  of  renewed  inter* 
rejected,  believed  that  it  actually  was  so.  These, 
nd  a  hnndred  nmilar  conjectures,  found  favour  in  the 
eyes  of  the  young  traveller ;  but  the  chances  of  a  fatal 
aecideiity  or  sudden  death,  he  pertinaciously  refused  at 
picaeiit  to  include  in  the  number  of  probabilities.  Had 
hii  fiither  been  seized  with  a  mortal  illness  on  the  road, 
WK  it  not  likely  that  he  would,  in  the  remorse  occasioned 
in  the  hardiest  by  approaching  death,  have  written  to  his 
bnther,  and,  recommending  his  child  to  his  care,  have 
apprised  him  of  the  addition  to  his  fortune?  Walter, 
tkco,  did  not  meditate  embarrassing  his  present  journey 
fay  those  researches  among  the  dead  which  the  worthy 
Courtland  had  so  considerately  recommended  to  his  pru- 
dence :  should  his  expedition,  contrary  to  his  hopes,  prove 
wholly  unsuccessful,  it  might  then  be  well  to  retrace  his 
steps  and  adopt  the  suggestion.  But  what  man,  at  the 
age  of  twenty-one,  ever  took  much  precaution  on  the 
darker  side  of  a  question  on  which  his  heart  was 
interested? 

With  what  pleasure,  escaping  from  conjecture  to  a 
more  ultimate  conclusion,  did  he,  in  recalling  those  words, 
in  which  his  father  had  more  than  hinted  to  Courtland  of 
hit  future  amendment,  contei#plate  recovering  a  parent 
made  wise  by  years  and  sober  by  misfortunes,  and  restoring 
hiai  to  a  hearth  of  tranquil  virtues  and  peaceful  enjoy- 
ments !  He  imaged  to  himself  a  scene  of  that  domestic 
happiness  which  is  so  perfect  in  our  dreams,  because  in 
our  dreams  monotony  is  always  excluded  from  the  picture. 
And,  in  this  creation  of  Fancy,  the  form  of  Ellinor — his 
bri^t-eyed  and  gentle  cousin,  was  not  the  least  con- 
^HOions.  Since  his  altercation  with  Madeline,  the  love 
he  had  once  thought  so  ineffaceable  had  faded  into  a  dim 
and  sollen  hue;  and,  in  proportion  as  the  image  of 
Madeline  grew  indistinct,  that  of  her  sister  became  more 
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brilliant.  Often,  now,  as  he  rode  slowly  onward,  in  the 
quiet  of  the  deepening  night,  and  the  mellow  stars  softening 
all  on  which  they  shone,  he  pressed  the  little  token  d 
Ellinor  s  affection  to  his  heart,  and  wondered  that  it  was 
only  within  the  last  few  days  he  had  discovered  that  her 
eyes  were  more  beautiful  than  Madeline's  and  her  inute 
more  touching.  Meanwhile  the  redoubted  corporal,  who 
was  by  no  means  pleased  with  the  change  in  his  master*! 
plans,  lingered  behind,  whistling  the  most  melancholy. 
tune  in  his  collection.  No  young  lady,  anticipative  of 
balls  or  coronets,  had  ever  felt  more  complacent  satis&c* 
tion  in  a  journey  to  London  than  that  which  had  cheered 
the  athletic  breast  of  the  veteran  on  finding  himself,  at 
last,  within  one  day's  gentle  march  of  the  metropolis. 
And  no  young  lady,  suddenly  summoned  back  in  the  first 
flush  of  her  dibut  by  an  unseasonable  fit  of  gout  or 
economy  in  papa,  ever  felt  more  irreparably  aggrieved 
than  now  did  the  dejected  corporal.  His  master  had  not 
yet  even  acquainted  him  with  the  cause  of  the  counter^* 
march ;  and,  in  his  own  heart,  he  believed  it  nothing  but 
the  wanton  levity  and  unpardonable  fickleness  *^  common 
to  all  them  ere  boys  afore  they  have  seen  the  world." 
He  certainly  considered  himself  a  singularly  ill-used  and 
injured  man,  and  drawing  himself  up  to  his  full  height, 
as  if  it  were  a  matter  in  which  heaven  should  be 
acquainted  at  the  earliest  possible  opportunity,  he  in- 
dulged, as  we  before  said,  in  the  melancholy  consolation 
of  a  whistled  death-dirge,  occasionally  interrupted  by  a 
long-drawn  interlude,  half  iigh,  half  snuffle,  of  his  favourite 
atiffh — havgh. 

And  here,  we  remember,  that  we  have  not  as  yet  given 
to  our  reader  a  fitting  portrait  of  the  corporal  on  horse- 
back. Perhaps  no  better  opportunity  than  the  present 
may  occur;  and  perhaps,  also.  Corporal  Bunting,  as  well  as 
Melrose  Abbey,  may  seem  a  yet  more  interesting  picture 
when  viewed  by  the  pale  moonlight. 

The  corporal,  then,  wore  on  his  head  a  small  cocked 
hat,  which  had  formerly  belonged  to  the  colonel  of  the 
forty -second — the  prints  of  my  uncle  Toby  may  serve 
to  suggest  its  shape ;  it  had  once  boasted  a  feather — 


BUGSNE  ARAM.  171 

tibttt  was  gone:  but  the  gold  lace,  though  taruished, 
ivd  the  cockade,  though  battered,  still  remained.  From 
linder  this  shade  the  profile  of  the  corporal  assumed  a 
pardcular  aspect  of  heroism  :  though  a  good-looking  man 
on  the  main,  it  was  his  air,  height,  and  complexion, 
which  made  him  so ;  and  a  side  view,  unlike  Lucian*s  one- 
eyed  prince,  was  not  the  most  favourable  point  in  which 
Us  features  could  be  regarded.  His  eyes,  which  were 
soiaO  and  shrewd,  were  half  hid  by  a  pair  of  thick,  shaggy 
brows,  which,  while  he  whistled,  he  moved  too  and  fro, 
as  a  horse  moves  his  ears  when  he  gives  warning  that 
he  intends  to  shy  ;  his  nose  was  straight — so  far  so  good 
— but  then  it  did  not  go  far  enough ;  for  though  it 
seemed  no  despicable  proboscis  in  front,  somehow  or 
another  it  appeared  exceedingly  short  in  profile  :  to  make 
np  for  this,  the  upper  lip  was  of  a  length  the  more 
striking  from  being  exceedingly  straight; — it  had  learned 
to  hold  itself  upright,  and  make  the  most  of  its  length 
as  well  as  its  master  I  his  under  lip,  alone  protruded  in 
the  act  of  whistling,  served  yet  more  markedly  to  throw 
the  nose  into  the  back-ground;  and,  as  for  Uie  chin  — 
talk  of  the  upper  lip  being  long  indeed! — the  chin  would 
have  made  two  of  it ;  such  a  chin  I  so  long,  so  broad, 
80  massive,  had  it  been  put  on  a  dish  might  have  passed, 
without  discredit,  for  a  round  of  beef!  it  looked  yet 
larger  than  it  was  from  the  exceeding  tightness  of  the 
stiif  black«leather  stock  below,  which  forced  forth  all  the 
flesh  it  encountered  into  another  chin  —  a  remove  to  the 
round.  The  hat,  being  somewhat  too  small  for  the 
corporal,  and  being  cocked  knowingly  in  front,  left  the 
hinder  half  of  the  head  exposed.  And  the  hair,  carried 
into  a  club  according  to  the  fashion,  lay  thick,  and  of  a 
grizzled  black,  on  the  brawny  shoulders  below.  The 
veteran  was  dressed  in  a  blue  coat,  originally  a  frock; 
but  the  skirts  having  once,  to  the  imminent  peril  of  the 
place  they  guarded,  caught  fire,  as  the  corporal  stood 
basking  himself  at  Peter  Dealtry's,  had  been  so  far 
amputated  as  to  leave  only  the  stump  of  a  tail,  which 
just  covered,  and  no  more,  that  part  which  neither  Art 
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in  bipeds  nor  Nature  in  quadrupeds  loves  to  leave  trholly 
exposed.  And  that  part,  ah,  how  ample  I  Had  Listtm 
seen  it,  he  would  have  hid  for  ever  his  diminished**^ 
opposite  to  head!  No  wonder  the  corporal  had  been 
so  annoyed  by  the  parcel  of  the  previous  day,  a  coat  00 

short,  and  a ;  but  no  matter,  pass  we  to  the  rest  I 

It  was  not  only  in  its  skirts  that  this  wicked  ooat  was 
deficient ;  the  corporal,  who  had  within  the  last  few  years 
thriven  lustily  in  the  inactive  serenity  of  Grassdale,  had 
outgrown  it  prodigiously  across  the  chest  and  girth; 
nevertheless  he  managed  to  button  it  up.  And  thus 
the  muscular  proportions  of  the  wearer  bursting  forth  in 
all  quarters,  gave  him  the  ludicrous  appearance  of  -a 
gigantic  schoolboy.  His  wrists,  and  large  sinewy  hands, 
both  employed  at  the  bridle  of  his  hard-mouthed  charger, 
were  markedly  visible;  for  it  was  the  corporal's  eastern, 
whenever  he  came  into  an  obscure  part  of  the  road,  care- 
fully to  take  off,  and  prudently  to  pocket,  a  pair  of 
scrupulously  clean  white  leather  gloves,  which  smartened 
up  his  appearance  prodigiously  in  passing  through  the 
towns  in  their  route.  His  breeches  were  of  yellow 
buckskin,  and  ineffably  tight ;  his  stockings  were  of  grey 
worsted,  and  a  pair  of  laced  boots,  that  reached  the  ascent 
of  a  very  mountainous  calf,  but  declined  any  further 
progress,  completed  his  attire. 

Fancy  then  this  figure,  seated  with  laborious  and  un- 
swerving perpendicularity  on  a  demi-pique  saddle,  orna- 
mented with  a  huge  pair  of  well-stuffed  saddle-bags,  and 
holsters  revealing  the  stocks  of  a  brace  of  immense  pistols, 
the  horse  with  its  obstinate  mouth  thrust  out,  and  the 
bridle  drawn  as  tight  as  a  bowstring!  its  ears  laid  sullenly 
down,  as  if,  like  the  corporal,  it  complained  of  going  to 
Yorkshire  ;  and  its  long  thick  tail,  not  set  up  in  a  comely 
and  well-educated  arch,  but  hanging  sheepishly  down, 
as  if  resolved  that  its  buttock  should  at  least  be  better 
covered  than  its  master's  I 

And  now,  reader,  it  is  not  our  fault  if  you  cannot 
form  some  conception  of  the  physical  perfections  of  the 
corporal  and  his  steed. 
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The  reveiy  of  the  contemplative  Bunting  was  inter- 
npted  by  the  voice  of  his  master  calling  upon  him  to 

•*  Well,  well,"  muttered  he,  "  the  younker  can't  expect 
ooe  as  close  at  his  heels  as  if  we  were  trotting  into 
Lonnon,  which  we  might  be  at  this  time,  sure  enough,  if 
he  had  not  been  so  d d  flighty — augh  I" 

**  Bunting,  I  say,  do  you  hear  ?  " 

^'  Yes,  your  honour,  yes ;  this  ere  horse  is  so  nation 
sluggish." 

*^  Sluggish  I  why  I  thought  he  was  too  much  the 
reverse,  Bunting.  I  thought  he  was  one  rather  requiring 
the  bridle  than  the  spur." 

"  Augh !  your  honour,  he's  slow  when  he  should  not, 
and  fast  when  he  should  not :  changes  his  mind  from  pure 
whhn,  T>r  pure  spite:  new  to  the  world,  your  honour, 
tint's  aU ;  a  different  thing  if  properly  broke.  There  be 
a  many  like  him  I " 

*♦  Yon  mean  to  be  personal,  Mr.  Bunting,"  said  Walter, 
laughing  at  the  evident  ill-humour  of  his  attendant. 

**  Augh  I  indeed  and  no  I — ^I  daren't — a  poor  man  like 
me — go  for  to  presume  to  be  parsonal, — unless  I  get 
hold  of  a  poorer!" 

**  Why,  Bunting,  you  do  not  mean  to  say  that  you 
would  be  so  ungenerous  as  to  affront  a  man  because  he 
was  poorer  than  you  ? — fie  ! " 

**Whaugh,  your  honour!  and  is  not  that  the  very 
reason  why  I'd  affront  him  ?  Surely  it  is  not  my  betters 
I  should  affront ;  that  would  be  ill-bred,  your  honour, — 
quite  want  of  discipline." 

"But  we  owe  it  to  our  great  commander,"  said 
Walter,  "  to  love  all  men." 

"Aughl  sir,  that's  very  good  maxim, — none  better 
—but  shews  ignorance  of  the  world,  sir — great !" 

<<  Bunting,  your  way  of  thinking  is  quite  disgraceful. 
Do  you  know,  sir,  that  it  is  the  Bible  you  were  speak- 
ing of?" 

"Angh,  sir!  but  the  Bible  was  addressed  to  them 
Jew  creturs  !     Howsomever,  it's  an  excellent  book  for  the 
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poor;    keeps    'em  in   order,   favours   discipline, ^ikme 
more  so/*  ■  i' 

<<  Hold  your  tongue.  I  called  you,  Bunting,  because 
I  think  I  heard  you  say  you  had  once  been  at  York.  Do 
you  know  what  towns  we  shall  pass  on  our  road  thitheir?^' 

"  Not  I,  your  honour  ;  it's  a  mighty  long  way.  What 
would  the  squire  think  ?  — just  at  Lunnon,  too  !  Cofnld 
have  learned  the  whole  road,  sir,  inns  and  all,  if  you  had 
but  gone  on  to  Lunnon  first.  Howsomever,  young  gentle- 
men will  be  hasty, — no  confidence  in  those  older,  and  who 
are  experienced  in  the  world.  I  knows  what  I  knows," 
and  the  corporal  recommenced  his  whistle. 

"  Why,  Bunting,  you  seem  quite  discontented  at  my 
change  of  journey.  Are  you  tired  of  riding,  or  were  you 
very  eager  to  get  to  town  ?  " 

"  Augh  I  sir ;  I  was  only  thinking  of  what's  best  for 
your  honour,  —  1 1  *Tis  not  for  me  to  like  or  (}islike 
Howsomever,  the  horses,  poor  creturs,  must  want  rest  for 
some  days.  Them  dumb  animals  can't  go  on  for  ever, 
bumpety,  bumpety,  as  your  honour  and  I  do.     Whaugh  I " 

"It  is  very  true.  Bunting;  and  I  have  had  some 
thoughts  of  sending  you  home  again  with  the  horses,  and 
travelling  post." 

"  Eh  I "  grunted  the  corporal,  opening  his  eyes,  "  hopes 
your  honour  ben't  serious." 

"  Why,  if  you  continue  to  look  so  serious,  I  must  be 
serious  too.     You  understand,  Bunting  ?  " 

"  Augh,  and  that's  all,  your  honour,"  cried  the 
corporal,  brightening  up ;  "  shall  look  merry  enough 
to-morrow,  when  one's  in,  as  it  were,  like,  to  the  change 
of  the  road.  But  you  see,  sir,  it  took  me  by  surprise. 
Said  I  to  myself,  says  I,  it  is  an  odd  thing  for  you,  Jacob 
Bunting,  on  the  faith  of  a  man,  it  is !  to  go  tramp  here, 
tramp  there,  without  knowing  why  or  wherefore,  as  if  you 
were  still  a  private  in  the  forty-second,  'stead  of  a  retired 
corporal.  You  see,  your  honour,  my  pride  was  a-hurt; 
but  it's  all  over  now;  only  spites  those  beneath  me, — I 
knows  the  world  at  my  time  o'  life." 

"Well,  Bunting,  when  you  learn  the  reason  of  my 
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haage  of  plan,  you  11  be  perfectly  satisfied  that  I  do 
uite  right.  In  a  word,  you  know  that  my  father  has 
een  long  missing ;  I  have  found  a  clue  by  which  I  yet 
ope  to  trace  him.  This  is  the  reason  of  my  journey  to 
fori^shire." 

;  *♦  Aagh  I  *'  said  the  corporal,  "and  a  very  good  reason  : 
!QU  're  a  most  excellent  son,  sir ; — and  Lunnon  so  nigh  I  '* 
,  "The  thought  of  London  seems  to  have  bewitched 
mu  Did  you  expect  to  find  the  streets  of  gold  since 
'•a  were  there  last  ?'* 

*•  A — well,  sir ;  I  hears  they  be  greatly  improved." 

**  Pshaw !  you  talk  of  knowing  the  world,  Bunting, 
ind  yet  you  pant  to  enter  it  with  all  the  inexperience  of  a 
»y.     Why  even  I  could  set  you  an  example." 

"*Tis  'cause  I  knows  the  world,"  said  the  corporal, 
iiceedingly  nettled,  "  that  I  wants  to  get  back  to  it.  I 
UKve  heard  of  some  spoonies  as  never  kist  a  girl,  but  never 
MEud  of  any  one  who  had  kist  a  girl  once  that  did  not 
(Hig  to  be  at  it  again." 

"  And  I  suppose,  Mr.  Profligate,  it  is  that  longing 
rhich  makes  you  so  hot  for  London  ?  " 

"  There  have  been  worse  longings  nor  that,"  quoth  the 
lorporal,  gravely. 

"  Perhaps  you  meditate  marrying  one  of  the  London 
lelles ;  an  heiress, — eh  ?  " 

"Can't  but  say,"  said  the  corporal,  very  solemnly, 
*  but  that  might  be  'ticed  to  marry  a  fortin,  if  so  be  she 
fras  young,  pretty,  good-tempered,  and  fell  desperately  in 
ave  with  wf«,  —  best  quality  of  all." 

"  You  *re  a  modest  fellow." 

"  Why,  the  longer  a  man  lives,  the  more  knows  his 
Blue;  would  not  sell  myself  a  bargain  now,  whatever 
aight  at  twenty-one ! " 

"At  that  rate  you  would  be  beyond  all  price  at 
eventy,"  said  Walter.  **  But  now  tell  me,  Bunting,  were 
ou  ever  in  love, — really  and  honestly  in  love  ?" 

"  Indeed,  your  honour,"  said  the  corporal,  "  I  have 
een  over  head  and  ears ;  but  that  was  afore  I  learnt  to 
wlwu  Love's  very  like  bathing.  At  first  we  go  souse 
3  the  bottom,  but  if  we  're  not  drowned  then  we  gather 
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pluck,  grow  calm,  strike  out  gently,  and  make  a  deal 
pleasanter  thing  of  it  afore  we  've  done.  I  *11  tell  jvm, 
sir,  what  I  thinks  of  love:  'twixt  you  and  me^  nr^'tui 
not  that  great  thing  in  life  boys  and  girls  want  to  make 
it  out  to  be ;  if  'twere  one's  dinner,  that  would  be  sommu^ 
for  one  can 't  do  without  that ;  but  lauk,  sir,  love's  all  in 
the  fancy.  One  does  not  eat  it,  nor  drink  it ;  and  m  for 
the  rest,  —  why  it 's  bother  I " 

<<  Bunting,  you  're  a  beast,"  said  Walter,  in  a  rage ; 
for  though  the  corporal  hadjsome  off  with  a  slight  rebafce 
for  his  sneer  at  religion,  we  grieve  to  say  that  an  attack 
on  the  sacredness  of  love  seemed  a  crime  beyond  all 
toleration  to  the  theologian  of  twenty-one. 

The  corporal  bowed,  and  thrust  his  tongue  in  his  cheek. 

There  was  a  pause  of  some  moments. 

"  And  what,"  said  Walter,  for  his  spirits  were  raised, 
and  he  liked  recurring  to  the  quaint  shrewdness  of  the 
cprporal,  ^*  and  what,  after  all,  is  the  great  charm  of  the 
world,  that  you  so  much  wished  to  return  to  it  ?  " 

"  Augh  I "  replied  the  corporal,  "  'tis  a  pleasant  thing 
to  look  about  un  with  all  one's  eyes  open ;  rogue  here^ 
rogue  there, — keeps  one  alive; — life  in  Lunnon,  lifjB  in  a 
village — all  the  difference  'twixt  healthy  walk  and  a  doze 
in  arm-chair  ;  by  the  faith  of  a  man,  'tis ! " 

"  What !  it  is  pleasant  to  have  rascals  about  one  ?  " 

"  Sure/y  yes,"  returned  the  corporal,  dryly ;  "  what  so 
delightful  like  as  to  feel  one's  cliverness  and  'bility  all  set 
an  end — bristling  up  like  a  porkypine?  Nothing  makes 
a  man  tread  so  light,  feel  so  proud,  breathe  so  briskly,  as 
the  knowledge  that  he 's  all  his  wits  about  him,  that  he 's  a 
match  for  any  one,  that  the  divil  himself  could  not  take 
him  in.  Augh  !  that 's  what  /  call  the  use  of  an  inmiortal 
soul — bother  I" 

Walter  laughed. 

"  And  to  feel  one  is  likely  to  be  cheated  is  the  plea^ 
santest  way  of  passing  one's  time  in  town,  Bunting,  eh  ?" 

"Augh  !  and  in  cheating  too  I"  answered  the  corporal; 
"  'cause  you  sees,  sir,  there  be  two  ways  o'  living ;  one  to 
cheat, — one  to  be  cheated.  Tis  pleasant  enough  to  be 
cheated  for  a  little  while,  as  the  younkers  are^  and  as 
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yon  'li  be,  year  honour ;  but  that 's  a  pleasure  don't  last 
lang-r—t'  otiier  lasts  all  your  life ;  dar^  say  your  honour 's 
cfien  heard  rich  gentlemen  say  to  their  sons,  <  You  ought, 
lor  your  own  happiness'  sake,  like,  my  lad,  to  have 
sannnat  to  do;  ought  to  have  some  profession,  be  you 
mrer  bo  rich :'  very  true,  your  honour ;  and  what  does  that 
mean?— why  it  means  that,  *stead  of  being  idle  and  cheated, 
the  boy  ought  to  be  busy  and  cheat — augh  I" 

^  Most  a  man  who  follows  a  profession  necessarily 
dieat,theii?" 

.  *^  Bangh  I  can  your  honour  ask  that  ?  Does  not  the 
lawyer  cheat  ?  and  the  doctor  cheat  ?  and  the  parson  cheat, 
more  than  any  ?  And  that 's  the  reason  they  all  takes  so 
much  interest  in  their  profession —  bother  I " 

**  But  the  soldier  ?  you  say  nothing  of  him." 

**Why,  the  soldier,*'  said  the  corporal,  with  dignity, — 
"  the  private  soldier,  poor  fellow  I  is  only  cheated  ;  but 
when  he  comes  for  to  get  for  to  be  as  high  as  a  corporal,  or 
a  sargent,  he  comes  for  to  get  to  bully  others,  and  to  cheat. 
Angfa  I  then,  't  is  not  for  the  privates  to  cheat ;  that  would 
be  'sumption  indeed, — save  us ! '' 

*•  The  general,  then,  cheats  niore  than  any,  I  suppose  ?" 

**  'Course,  your  honour ;  he  talks  to  the  world  'bout 
honour,  an*  glory,  and  love  of  his  country,  and  such  like ! 
Augh  I  jthat  's  proper  cheating  I " 

"  You're  a  bitter  fellow,  Mr.  Bunting.  And,  pray,  what 
do  you  think  of  the  ladies ;  are  they  as  bad  as  the  men  ?  " 

^Ladies — augh  I  when  they  're  married — yes  I  but  of 
all  them  ere  creturs,  I  respects  the  kept  ladies  the  most ; 
on  the  faith  of  a  man,  I  do  I  Gad  I  how  well  they  knows 
the  worid  —  one  quite  envies  the  she-rogues ;  they  beats 
the  wives  hollow  I  Augh  I  and  your  honour  should  see 
how  they  fawns,  and  flatters,  and  butters  up  a  man,  and 
makes  him  think  they  loves  him  like  winkey,  all  the  time 
they  ruins  him  I  They  kisses  money  out  of  the  miser,  and 
sits  in  their  satins,  while  the  wife — ^'drot  her  I — sulks  in  a 
gingham.  Oh,  they  be  clivir  creturs,  and  they  '11  do  what 
they  likes  with  Old  Nick,  when  they  gets  there,  for  'tis  the 
old  gentlemen  they  cozens  the  best ;  and  then,"  continued 
the  QQrppmXy  waxing  more  and  more  loquacious, — for  his 
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appetite  in  talking  grew  with  that  it  fed  on,-*^^  dite  tlenr 
be  another  set  o'  queer  f(^ks  you  11  see  in  Lunnun,  aurythat 
is,  if  you  falls,  in  with  'em,--^hang  all  together,  qaite  in  i^ 
clink.  I  seed  lots  on  'em  when  lived  with  the  colonel  — 
Colonel  Dysart,  you  knows — augh  I " 

"  And  what  are  they  ?  " 

<<  Rum  ones,  your  honour ;  what  they  ctlb  anthcHn.*' 

**  Authors  I  what  the  deuce  had  you  or  the  ocdcod  td 
do  with  authors  ?  " 

<<  Augh  I  then,  the  colonel  was  a  very  fine  gentleman, 
what  the  lamed  csdls  a  my-seen-ass ;  wrote  little  songs  hinn 
self — 'crossticks,  you  knows,  your  honour :  once  he  made  a 
play — *cause  why? — he  lived  with  an  actress  1" 

<<  A  very  good*  reason,  indeed,  for  emulating  Shak- 
speare :  and  did  the  play  succeed  ?  " 

<<  Fancy  it  did,  your  honour ;  for  the  colcmel  waa  a  dab 
with  the  scissors." 

<<  Scissors  I  the  pen,  you  mean  ?" 

'<  No  !  that 's  what  the  dirty  authors  make  plays  with; 
a  lord  and  a  colonel,  my-seen-asses,  always  takes  the 
scissors." 

"How?" 

*<  Why,  the  colonel's  lady  had  lots  of  plays,  and  she 
marked  a  scene  here,  a  jest  there,  a  line  in  one  place,  a 
sentiment  in  t'  other ;  and  the  colonel  sat  by  with  a  great 
paper  book,  cut  'em  out,  pasted  them  in  book.  Augh  I  but 
the  colonel  pleased  the  town  mightily." 

"  Well,  so  he  saw  a  great  many  authors :  and  did  not 
they  please  you  ?  " 

*'  Why,  they  be  so  d d  quarrelsome,"  said  the  cor- 
poral ;  "  wringle,  wrangle,  wrongle,  snap,  growl,  scratch ; 
that 's  not  what  a  man  of  the  world  does ;  man  of  the  world 
niver  quarrels :  then,  too,  these  creturs  always  fancy  yon 
forgets  that  their  father  was  a  clargyman;  they  siways 
thinks  more  of  their  family,  like,  than  their  writings ;  and 
if  they  does  not  get  money  when  they  wants  it,  they  bristles 
up  and  cries,  *  Not  treated  like  a  gentleman,  by  G—  V  Yet, 
after  all,  they  We  a  deal  of  kindness  in  'em,  if  you  knows 
how  to  manage  'em — augh  I  but,  cat-kindness, — paw  to-day, 
claw  to-morrow.    And,  then,  they  always  marries  young — 
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Ifck^lMMr  diiiig8l--and  iMtve  apower  of  children,  and  live  on 
tdieftBie  and  forten  they  art  to  get  one  of  these  days ;  for, 
my  eye !  tkey  be  the  most  sanguinest  folks  alive  I " 

'^Why,  Bunting,  what  an  observer  you  have  been  I 
Who  could  ever  have  imi^ined  that  you  had  made  yourself 
sutfler  of  so  many  varieties  in  men  !'' 

^  Angh,  your  honour,  I  had  nothing  to  do  when  I  was 
tiie  oolond*s  valley  but  to  take  notes  to  ladies  and  make 
uae  of  my  eyes.    Always  a  'flective  man/' 

**It  is  odd  that,  with  all  your  abilities,  you  did  not 
provide  better  for  yourself." 

*<  'T  was  not  my  fault,'*  said  the  corporal,  quickly ; 
**  but,  somehow,  do  what  will,  't  is  not  always  the  diverest 
as  foresees  the  best.    But  I  be  young  yet,  your  honour  I " 

Walter  stared  at  the  corporal,  and  laughed  outright:  the 
ocnporal  was  exceedingly  piqued. 

^*  Augh  I  mayhap  you  thinks,  sir,  that  'cause  not  so 
young  as  you,  not  young  at  all ;  but  what 's  forty,  or  fifty, 
or  fifty-five,  in  public  life  ?  Never  hear  much  of  men 
afore  then.  *Ti8  the  autumn  that  reaps,  spring  sows, 
augh  I— bother  I" 

"  Very  true,  and  very  poeticaL  I  see  you  did  not  live 
among  authors  for  nothings" 

^I  knows  summut  of  language,  your  honour,"  quoth 
tiM  corporal,  pedantically. 

"It  is  evident." 

<*  For,  to  be  a  man  of  the  world,  sir,  must  know  all  the 
ina  and  outs  of  speechifying ;  't  is  words,  sir,  that  makes 
another  man's  mare  go  your  road.  Augh  !  that  must  have 
been  a  cliver  man  as  invented  language  ;  wonders  who 
'twas — mayhap  Moses,  your  honour?" 

••  Never  mind  who  it  was,"  said  Walter,  gravely ;  "  use 
the  gift  discreetly." 

*•  Umph  I "  scud  the  corporal.  "  Yes,  your  honour," 
renewed  be,  after  a  pause,  ^*it  be  a  marvel  to  think  on 
bow  mn^  a  man  does  in  the  way  of  cheating  as  has  the 
gift  of  the  gab.  Wants  a  missis,  talks  her  over ;  wants 
your  purse,  talks  you  out  on  it ;  wants  a  place,  talks  him- 
s^into  it*  What  makes  the  parson  ? — words ;  the  law- 
yer? •—>  words  ;  the  parliament-man  ?  —  words  !     Words 
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can  rtiin  a  country,  in  the  big  house ;  words  sare  sotA^ 
in  the  pulpits;  words  make  even  them  ere  authofis^poor 
cretursi  in  every  man's  mouth.  Augh!  sir,. take ^  note  , of 
the  tDordsy  and  the  things  will  take  care  of  themsdlTea-*^ 
bother!" 

**  Your  reflections  amaze  me,  Bunting,*'  said  Walter, 
smiling.  ^'  But  the  night  begins  to  close  in  :  I  trust  we 
shall  not  meet  with  any  mbadventure." 

<<  'T  is  an  ugsome  bit  of  road  I "  said  the  oorporai, 
looking  round  him. 

"The  pistols? 

"  Primed  and  loaded,  your  honour.' 

"  After  all.  Bunting,  a  little  skirmish  would  be  no  bad 
sport — eh  ?  especially  to  an  old  soldier  like  you." 

"  Augh,  baugh  I  't  is  no  pleasant  work  fighting,  without 
pay  at  least ;  't  is  not  like  love  and  eating,  your  honoar^* 
the  better  for  being  what  they  calls  ^gratis I*  " 

"  Yet  I  have  heard  you  talk  of  the  pleasure  of  fighting  x, 
not  for  pay,  Bunting,  but  for  your  king  and  country  I  ** 

"  Augh  I  and  that 's  when  I  wanted  to  cheat  the  poor 
creturs  at  Grassdale,  your  honour;  don't  take  the  liberty 
to  talk  stufl"  to  my  master  I " 

They  continued  thus  to  beguile  the  way  till  Walter 
again  sank  into  a  revery,  while  the  corporal,  who  began 
more  and  more  to  dislike  the  aspect  of  the  ground  they  had 
entered  on,  still  rode  by  his  side. 

The  road  was  heavy,  and  wound  down  the  long  hill 
which  had  stricken  so  much  dismay  into  the  corporal's 
stout  heart  on  the  previous  day,  when  he  had  beheld  its 
commencement  at  the  extremity  of  the  town,  where  but  for 
him  they  had  not  dined.  They  were  now  a  little  more  than 
a  mile  from  the  said  town,  the  whole  of  the  way  was  taken 
up  by  this  hill,  and  the  road,  very  different  from  the 
smoothened  declivities  of  the  present  day,  seemed  to  have 
been  cut  down  the  very  steepest  part  of  its  centre ;  loose 
stones  and  deep  ruts  increased  the  difficulty  of  the  descent, 
and  it  was  with  a  slow  pace  and  a  guarded  rein  that  both 
our  travellers  now  continued  their  journey.  On  the  left 
side  of  the  road  was  a  thick  and  lofty  hedge ;  to  the  right, 
a  wild,  bare,  savage  heath,  sloped   downward,  and  just 
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aibrded  a  glimpse  of  the  spires  and  chimneys  of  the  town, 
at  which  the  corporal  was  already  supping  in  idea  I  That 
incomparable  personage  was,  however,  abruptly  recalled  to 
the  present  instant,  by  a  most  violent  stumble  on  the  part 
of  his  hard-mouthed,  Roman-nosed  horse.  The  horse  was 
aH  but  down,  and  the  corporal  all  but  over. 

*<  D n  it,"  said  the  corporal,  slowly  recovering  his 

perpendicularity,  "  and,  the  way  to  Lunnun  was  as  smooth 
as  a  bowling-green  I  '* 

Ere  this  rueful  exclamation  was  well  out  of  the  corpo- 
ral's  mouth,  a  bullet  whizzed  past  him  from  the  hedge ;  it 
went  so  close  to  his  ear,  that  but  for  that  lucky  stumble 
Jacob  Banting  had  been  as  the  grass  of  the  field,  which 
flourisheth  one  moment  and  is  cut  down  the  next  I 

Startled  by  the  sound,  the  corporal's  horse  made  off  full 
tear  down  the  hill,  and  carried  him  several  paces  beyond 
his  master  ere  he  had  power  to  stop  its  career.  But 
Walter,  reining  up  his  better-managed  steed,  looked  round 
for  the  enemy,  nor  looked  in  vain. 

Three  men  started  from  the  hedge  with  a  simultaneous 
shont.  Walter  fired,  but  without  effect ;  ere  he  could  lay 
hand  on  the  second  pistol  his  bridle  was  seized,  and  a 
violent  blow  from  a  long  double-handed  bludgeon  brought 
him  to  the  ground. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


jPRAUD  AND  VIOLENCE  ENTER  EVEN  GRASSDALE. — PETER's 
NEWS. THE  lovers'  WALK. — THE  REAPPEARANCE. 


« 


Auf.  Whence  comest  thoa  1 — What  wouldest  thou?'* — Corialaaiuu 


One  evening  Aram  and  Madeline  were  passing  through 
the  village  in  their  accustomed  walk,  when  Peter  Dealtry 
sallied  forth  from  the  Spotted  Dog,  and  hurried  up  to  the 
lovers  with  a  countenance  full  of  importance,  and  a  little 
ruffled  by  fear. 

"Oh,  sir,  sir  (miss,  your  servant!),  —  have  you  heard 
the  news?  Two  houses  at  Checkington  (a  small  town^ 
some  miles  distant  from  Grassdale)  were  forcibly  entered 
last  night — robbed,  your  honour,  robbed.  Squire  Tibson 
was  tied  to  his  bed,  his  bureau  rifled,  himself  shockingly 
confused  on  the  head;  and  the  maidservant,  Sally  —  her 
sister  lived  with  me,  a  very  good  girl  she  was,  —  was 
locked  up  in  the — the — the — I  beg  pardon,  miss — was 
locked  up  in  the  cupboard.  As  to  the  other  house,  they 
carried  off  all  the  plate.  There  were  no  less  than  four 
men,  all  masked,  your  honour,  and  armed  with  pbtob. 
What  if  they  should  come  here  I  such  a  thing  was  never 
beard  of  before  in  these  parts.     But,  sir — but,  miss — do 
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not  be  afraid ;  do  not  ye,  now,  for  I  may  say  with  tlie 
Psalmist, — 

'  But  wicked  men  shall  drink  the  dregs 
Which  the  J  in  wrath  shall  wring; 
For  I  will  lift  my  voice,  and  make 
Them  flee  while  I  do  sing.* " 

"  You  could  not  find  a  more  effectual  method  of  patting 
them  to  flight,  Peter,"  said  Madeline,  smiling;  **  bat  go 
and  talk  to  my  uncle.  I  know  we  have  a  whole  magasiiie 
of  blunderbusses  and  guns  at  home :  they  may  be  nsefal 
now.  But  you  are  well  provided  in  case  of  attack.  Have 
you  not  the  corporal's  famous  cat,  Jacobina  ? — surdy  a 
match  for  fifty  robbers  I  *' 

<<  Ay,  miss,  on  the  principle  of  set  a  thief  to  catch  a 
thief,  perhaps  she  may :  but,  really,  it  is  no  jesting  matter* 
Them  ere  robbers  flourish  like  a  green  bay-tree,  for  -a 
space,  at  least;  and  it  is  nation  bad  sport  for  us  poor 
lambs,  till  they  be  cut  down  and  withered  like  gnuM.  But 
your  house,  Mr.  Aram,  is  very  lonesome  like ;  it  is  out  of 
reach  of  all  your  neighbours.  Hadn't  you  better,  sir,  take 
up  your  lodgings  at  the  squire's  for  the  present  ? " 

Madeline  pressed  Aram's  arm,  and  looked  up  fearfully 
in  his  face.  "  Why,  my  good  friend,"  said  he  to  Dealtry, 
^'  robbers  will  have  little  to  gain  in  my  house,  unless  they 
are  given  to  learned  pursuits.  It  would  be  something  new, 
Peter,  to  see  a  gang  of  housebreakers  making  ofl^  with  a 
telescope,  or  a  pair  of  globes,  or  a  great  folio,  covered  with 
dust." 

**  Ay,  your  honour,  but  they  may  be  the  more  savage 
for  being  disappointed." 

"  Well,  well,  Peter,  we  will  see,"  replied  Aram,  impa* 
tiently ;  *'  meanwhile  we  may  meet  you  again  at  the  hall. 
Good  evening  for  the  present." 

"  Do,  dearest  Eugene — do,  for  Heaven's  sake,"  said 
Madeline,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  as  they,  now  turning  from 
Dealtry,  directed  their  steps  towards  the  quiet  valley,  at 
the  end  of  which  the  student's  house  was  situated,  and 
which  was  now  more  than  ever  Madeline's  favourite  walk, 
—  "  do,  dearest  Eugene,  come  up  to  the  manor*house  till 
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ihase  wretehes  are  apiNPdiended.  Consider  how  open  your 
house  is  to  attack ;  and  surely  there  can  be  no  necessity  to 
remain  in  it  now.'* 

Aram's  calm  brow  darkened  for  a  moment.  *'  What  I 
dearesty"  said  he ;  **  can  you  be  affected  by  the  foolish  fears 
of  yon  dotard  ?  How  do  we  know,  as  yet,  whether  this 
imjMTobable  story  have  any  foundation  in  truth  ?  At  all 
tvcBis,  it  is  evidently  exaggerated.  Perhaps  an  invasion 
^the  poultry-yard,  in  which  some  hungry  fox  was  the  real 
^SeodeTf  may  be  the  true  origin  of  this  terrible  tale.  Nay, 
love — nay,  do  not  look  thus  reproachfully ;  it  will  be  time 
enough  for  us,  when  we  have  sifted  the  grounds  of  alarm, 
to  take  our  precautions ;  meanwhile,  do  not  blame  me  if  in 
your  presence  I  cannot  admit  fear.  Oh,  Madeline — dear, 
dear  Madeline,  could  you  know,  could  you  dream,  how 
different  life  has  become  to  me  since  I  knew  you  I  For* 
nerly,  I  will  frankly  own  to  you,  that  dark  and  boding 
apprehensions  were  wont  to  lie  heavy  at  my  heart:  the 
cloud  was  more  familiar  to  me  than  the  sunshine.  But 
now  I  have  grown  a  child,  and  can  see  around  me  nothing 
but  hope;  my  life  was  winter — your  love  has  breathed  it 
into  spring." 

•*  And  yet,  Eugene — yet " 

•*  Yet  what,  my  Madeline  ?  " 

^  There  are  still  moments  when  I  have  no  power  over 
your  thoughts ;  moments  when  you  break  away  from  me ; 
when  you  mutter  to  yourself  feelings  in  which  I  have  no 
share,  and  which  seem  to  steal  the  consciousness  from  your 
eye  and  the  colour  from  your  lip.'' 

^^Ah,  indeed!"  said  Aram,  quickly;  <<  what  I  you 
watch  me  so  closely  ?  " 

^Can  you  wonder  that  I  do  ?"  said  Madeline,  with  an 
earnest  tenderness  in  her  voice. 

^*  You  must  not,  then  —  you  must  not,"  returned  her 
knrer,  almost  fiercely.  **  I  cannot  bear  too  nice  and  sudden 
a  scrutiny ;  consider  how  long  I  have  clung  to  a  stem  and 
solitary  independence  of  thought,  which  allows  no  watch, 
and  forbids  account  of  itself  to  any  one.  Leave  it  to  time 
and  your  love  to  win  their  inevitable  way.  Ask  not  too 
much  from  me  now.     And  mark — mark,  I  pray  you. 
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whenever,  in  spite  of  myself,  these  moods  you  l^er  i^ 
darken  over  me,  heed  not  —  listen  not  —  Leave  tne  /-^ 
solitude  is  their  only  cure  I  Promise  me  this,  love  — 
promise." 

"  It  is  a  harsh  request,  Eugene ;  and  I  do  not  think  I 
will  grant  you  so  complete  a  monopoly  of  thought,*'  an- 
swered Madeline,  playfully,  yet  half  in  earnest, 

<'  Maddine,"  said  Aram,  with  a  deep  solemnity  of 
manner  "  I  ask  a  request  on  which  my  very  love  for  you 
depends.  From  the  depths  of  my  soul,  I  implore  you  to 
grant  it :  yea,  to  the  very  letter." 

"  Why,  why,  this  is "  began  Madeline,  when,  en- 
countering the  full,  the  dark,  the  inscrutable  gaze  of  her 
strange  lover,  she  broke  off  in  a  sudden  fear,  which  she 
could  not  analyse;  and  only  added,  in  a  low  and  subdued 
voice, — "  I  promise  to  obey  you." 

As  if  a  weight  were  lifted  from  his  heart,  Aram  now 
brightened  at  once  into  himself  in  his  happiest  mood.  He 
poured  forth  a  torrent  of  grateful  confidence,  of  buoyant 
love,  that  soon  swept  from  the  remembrance  of  the  blush- 
ing and  enchanted  Madeline  the  momentary  fear,  the  sud-* 
den  chillness,  which  his  look  had  involuntarily  stricken 
into  her  mind.  And  as  they  now  wound  along  the  most 
lonely  part  of  that  wild  valley,  his  arm  twined  round  her 
waist,  and  his  low  but  silver  voice  pouring  magic  into  the 
very  air  she  breathed — she  felt,  perhaps,  a  more  entire  and 
unruffled  sentiment  of  present,  and  a  more  credulous  per- 
suasion of  future,  happiness,  than  she  had  ever  experienced 
before.  And  Aram  himself  dwelt  with  a  more  lively  and 
detailed  fulness  than  he  was  wont,  on  the  prospects  they 
were  to  share,  and  the  security  and  peace  which  retire- 
ment would  instil  into  their  mode  of  life. 

"  Is  it  not,"  said  he,  "  with  a  lofty  triumph  that  we 
shall  look  from  our  retreat  upon  the  shifting  passions 
and  the  hollow  loves  of  the  distant  world  ?  We  can  have 
no  petty  object,  no  vain  allurement,  to  distract  the  unity  of 
our  affection ;  we  must  be  all  in  all  to  each  other :  for 
what  else  can  there  be  to  engross  our  thoughts  and  occupy 
our  feelings  here  f 

"  If,  my  beautiful  love,  you  have  selected  one  whom 
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thejrorld  might  deem  a  straDge  choice  for  youth  and  love- 
fiiiesa  like  yours ;  you  have,  at  least,  selected  one  who  can 
have  no  idol  but  yourself.  The  poets  tell  you,  and  rightly, 
that  solitude  is  the  fit  sphere  for  love ;  but  how  few  are 
the  lovers  whom  solitude  does  not  fatigue  I  They  rush  into 
retirement,  with  souls  unprepared  for  its  stem  joys  and 
its  unvarying  tranquillity:  they  weary  of  each  other,  be-* 
cause  the  solitude  itself  to  which  they  fled  palls  upon  and 
oppresses  them.  But  to  me,  the  freedom  which  low  minds 
call  obscurity  is  the  aliment  of  life ;  I  do  not  enter  the 
temples  of  Nature  as  a  stranger,  but  the  priest :  nothing 
can  ever  tire  roe  of  the  lone  and  august  altars  on  which  I 
sacrificed  my  youth :  and  now,  what  Nature,  what  Wisdom 
once  were  to  me — no,  no,  more,  immeasurably  more  than 
these — you  are!  Oh,  Madeline  I  methinks  there  is  nothing 
under  heaven  like  the  feeling  which  puts  us  apart  from  aU 
that  agitates,  and  fevers,  and  degrades  the  herd  of  men ; 
which  grants  us  to  control  the  tenor  of  our  future  life, 
because  it  annihilates  our  dependence  upon  others ;  and, 
while  the  rest  of  earth  are  hurried  on,  blind  and  uncon-* 
scions,  by  the  hand  of  Fate,  leaves  us  the  sole  lords  of  our 
destiny ;  and  able,  from  the  Past,  which  we  have  governed, 
to  become  the  Prophets  of  our  Future  I " 

At  this  moment  Madeline  uttered  a  faint  shriek,  and 
clung  trembling  to  Aram*s  arm.  Amazed,  and  aroused 
from  his  enthusiasm,  he  looked  up,  and  on  seeing  the  cause 
of  her  alarm,  seemed  himself  transfixed,  as  by  a  sudden 
terror,  to  the  earth. 

But  a  few  paces  distant,  standing  amidst  the  long  and 
rank  fern  that  grew  on  either  side  of  their  path,  quite 
motionless,  and  looking  on  the  pair  with  a  sarcastic  smile, 
stood  the  ominous  stranger,  whom  the  second  chapter  of 
our  first  volume  introduced  to  the  reader. 

For  one  instant  Aram  seemed  utterly  appalled  and 
overcome;  his  cheek  grew  the  colour  of  death;  and 
Madeline  felt  his  heart  beat  with  a  loud,  a  fearful  force 
beneath  the  breast  to  which  she  clung.  But  his  was  not 
the  nature  any  earthly  dread  could  long  abash.  He 
whispered  to  Madeline  to  come  on-:  and  slowly,  and  with 
his  usual  firm  but  gliding  step,  continued  his  way. 
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^<Good  evening,  Eugene  Aram/'  said  the  stranger; 
and  as  he  spoke,  he  touched  his  hat  slightly  to  M ad^ine« 

<<  I  thank  you,"  replied  the  student,  in  a  calm  voice ; 
«  do  you  want  aught  with  me  ?" 

"  Humph  I— yes,  if  it  so  please  you.** 

**  Pardon  me,  dear  Madeline,*'  said  Aram,  softly,  and 
disengaging  himself  from  her,  '<  but  for  one  moment*" 

He  advanced  to  the  stranger,  and  Madeline  could  not 
but  note  that,  as  Aram  accosted  him,  his  brow  fell,  and  hli 
manner  seemed  violent  and  agitated :  but  she  could  not  bear- 
the  words  of  either ;  nor  did  the  conference  last  above  a 
minute.  The  stranger  bowed,  and  turning  away,  bood 
vanished  among  the  shrubs.  Aram  regained  the  tide  of 
his  mistress. 

^*  Who,*'  cried  she  eagerly,  <<  is  that  fearful  man  ?  What 
is  his  business  ?     What  his  name  ?  " 

^<  He  is  a  man  whom  I  knew  well  some  fourteen  years 
ago,**  replied  Aram,  coldly,  and  with  ease;  *^I  did  not 
then  lead  quite  so  lonely  a  life,  and  we  were  thrown  much 
together.  Since  that  time,  he  has  been  in  unfortunate 
circumstances -—rejoined  the  army—- ^he  was  in  early  life  a 
soldier,  and  had  been  disbanded — entered  into  business, 
and  failed ;  in  short,  he  has  partaken  of  those  vicissitudes 
inseparable  from  the  life  of  one  driven  to  seek  the  world. 
When  he  travelled  this  road  some  months  ago,  he  acci-* 
dentally  heard  of  ray  residence  in  the  neighbourhood,  and 
naturally  sought  me.  Poor  as  I  am,  I  was  of  some  assist- 
ance to  him.  His  route  brings  him  hither  9gain,  and  he 
again  seeks  me :  I  suppose,  too,  that  I  must  again  aid 
him." 

<<  And  is  that,  indeed,  all  ?  "  said  Madeline,  breathing 
more  freely.  "  Well,  poor  man,  if  he  be  your  friend,  he 
must  be  inoffensive---^ I  have  done  him  wrong.  And  does 
he  want  money?  I  have  some  to  give  him  —  here, 
Eugene  I "  And  the  simple-hearted  girl  put  her  purse  into 
Aram's  hand. 

<<  No,  dearest,"  said  he,  shrinking  back  ;  "  no,  we  shall 
not  require  your  contribution :  I  can  easily  spare  him 
enough  for  the  present.  But  let  us  turn  back,  it  grows 
chill." 


fiUGBNB  A&AM.  191 

**  And  why  did  he  leave  us,  Eugene  ?  ** 

**  Because  I  deured  him  to  visit  me  at  home  an  hour 
heDoe.'* 

**  An  hour  I  then  you  will  not  sup  with  us  to-night?  " 

**  N09  not  this  night,  dearest." 

The  conversation  now  ceased ;  Madeline  in  vain  en- 
deavoured to  renew  it.  Aram,  though  without  relapsing 
into  any  of  his  absorbed  reveries,  answered  her  only  in 
moooayllables.  They  arrived  at  the  manor-house,  and 
Anua  at  the  garden-gate  took  leave  of  her  for  the  night, 
aad  hastened  backward  towards  his  home.  Madeline,  after 
watching  his  form  .through  the  deepening  shadows  until  it 
dui^ppeared,  entered  the  house  with  a  listless  step;  a 
nameless  and  thrilling  presentiment  crept  to  her  heart; 
and  she  could  have  sat  down  and  wept,  though  without 
a  cause. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THB  IMTBRVIEW  BETWEEN  ARAM  AND  THE  STRANGER. 

"  Hie  Bpirits  I  have  raised  abandon  me ; 

The  spells  which  I  have  studied  baffle  me/'.^  Manfred, 

Meanwhile  Aram  strode  rapidly  through  the  village,  and 
not  till  he  had  regained  the  solitary  valley  did  he  relax  his 
step. 

The  evening  had  already  deepened  into  night.  Along 
the  sere  and  melancholy  wood  the  autumnal  winds  crept 
with  a  lowly  but  gathering  moan.  Where  the  water  held 
its  course,  a  damp  and  ghostly  mist  clogged  the  air;  but 
the  skies  were  calm,  and  chequered  only  by  a  few  clouds, 
that  swept  in  long,  white,  spectral  streaks,  over  the  solemn 
stars.  Now  and  then  the  bat  wheeled  swiftly  round,^ 
almost  touching  the  figure  of  the  student,  as  he  walked 
musingfy  onward.  And  the  owl  *  that  before  the  month 
waned  many  days,  would  be  seen  no  more  in  that  region, 

*  That  species  called  the  short*eared  owl. 
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came  heavily  from  the  trees,  like  a  guilty  tho^g^jftftl 
deserts  its  shade.  It  was  ODe  of  those  nights^  h^f/flifiPi 
half  glorious,  which  mark  the  early  decline  of  the  yeaiv 
Nature  seemed  restless  and  instinct  with  change  {-there 
were  those  signs  in  the  atmosphere  which  leave  the  nuNt 
experienced  in  doubt  whether  the  morning  may  rise  in 
storm  or  sunshine.  And  in  this  particular  peripdf  the 
skyey  influences  seem  to  tincture  the  animal  life  with  ihev 
own  mysterious  and  wayward  spirit  of  change.  The  birds 
desert  their  summer  haunts ;  an  unaccountable  inquietude 
pervades  the  brute  creation ;  even  men  in  this  unsettkd 
season  have  considered  themselves,  mpre  than  at  otkeiVi 
stirred  by  the  motion  and  whisperings  of  their  genius. 
And  every  creature  that  flows  upon  the  tide  of  the  Uni- 
versal Life  of  Things,  feels  upon  the  ruffled  surfbce  the 
mighty  and  solemn  change  which  is  at  work  within  its 
depths. 

And  now  Aram  had  nearly  threaded  the  valley,  and  his 
own  abode  became  visible  on  the  opening  plain,  when  the 
stranger  emerged  from  the  trees  to  the  right,  and  suddenly 
stood  before  the  student.  "  I  tarried  for  you  here,  Aram,'' 
said  he,  '^  instead  of  seeking  you  at  home,  at  the  time  yen 
fixed ;  for  there  are  certain  private  reasons  which  make  it 
prudent  I  should  keep  as  much  as  possible  among  the  owls, 
and  it  was  therefore  safer,  if  not  more  pleasant,  to  lie  here 
amidst  the  fern,  than  to  make  myself  merry  in  the  village 
yonder." 

"  And  what,"  said  Aram,  "  again  brings  you  hither  ? 
Did  you  not  say,  when  you  visited  me  some  months  since, 
that  you  were  about  to  settle  in  a  different  part  of  the 
country,  with  a  relation  ?  " 

"  And  so  I  intended ;  but  Fate,  as  you  would  say,  or 
the  Devil,  as  I  should,  ordered  it  otherwise.  I  had  not 
long  left  you,  when  I  fell  in  with  some  old  friends,  bold 
spirits  and  true ;  the  brave  outlaws  of  the  road  and  the 
field.  Shall  I  have  any  shame  in  confessing  that  I  pre- 
ferred their  society,  a  society  not  unfamiliar  to  me^  to  the 
dull  and  solitary  life  that  I  might  have  led  in  tending  my 
old  bed-ridden  rielation  in  Wales,  who,  after  all,  may  live 
these  twenty  years,  and  at  the  end  can  scarcely  leave  me 
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ettougik  f (U*  a  week's  ill-luck  at  the '  hazard-table  ?  Iq  a 
vwd,  I  joined  my  gallant  friends,  and  intrusted  myself. 
fli>  their  guidance.  Since  then,  we  have  cruised  around  the 
country,  regaled  ourselves  cheerly,  frightened  the  timid, 
iOenced  the  fractious,  and  by  the  help  of  your  fate,  or  my 
devfly  have  ibnnd  ourselves,  by  accident,  brought  to  exhibit 
our  valonr  in  this  very  district,  honoured  by  the  dwelling- 
plaee  of  my  learned  friend,  Eugene  Aram." 
--  -  *^  Trifle  not  with  me.  Houseman,**  said  Aram  sternly ; 
^  I  scarcely  yet  understand  you.  Do  you  mean  to  imply 
that  yourself,  and  the  lawless  associates  you  say  you  have 
joined,  are  lying  out  now  for  plunder  in  these  parts  ?  ** 

•*  .You  say  it :  perhaps  you  heard  of  our  exploits  last 
night,  some  four  miles  hence  ?  ** 

**  Ha  I  was  that  villany  yours  ?  " 

•*  Villany  I "  repeated  Houseman,  in  a  tone  of  sullen 
offence.  "  Come,  Master  Aram,  these  words  must  not 
pass  between  you  and  me,  friends  of  such  date,  and  on 
such  a  footing.'* 

"  Talk  not  of  the  past,**  replied  Aram,  with  a  livid  lip, 
**  and  call  not  those  whom  Destiny  once,  in  despite  of 
Nature,  drove  down  her  dark  tide  in  a  momentary  com- 
panionship, by  the  name  of  friends.  Friends  we  are  not ; 
bat  while  we  live  there  is  a  tie  between  us  stronger  than 
that  of  friendship.** 

"  You  speak  truth  and  wisdom,'*  said  Houseman,  sneer- 
ingly ;  "  for  my  part,  I  care  not  what  you  call  us,  friends 
or  foes.*' 

'*  Foes,  foes!  **  exclaimed  Aram,  abruptly;  "  not  that. 
Has  life  no  medium  in  its  ties  ? — Pooh — pooh !  not  foes ; 
yoe  may  not  be  foes  to  each  other.** 

^^It.were  foolish,  at  least  at  present,**  said  Houseman, 
carelessly. 

**  LfOok  you.  Houseman,'*  continued  Aram,  drawing  his 
comrade  from  the  path  into  a  wilder  part  of  the  scene, 
and,  as  be  spoke,  his  words  were  couched  in  a  more  low 
tod  inward  voice  than  heretofore.  **  Look  you,  I  cannot 
live,  and  have  my  life  darkened  thus  by  your  presence.  I* 
not  the  world  wide  enough  for  us  both  ?  Why  haunt  each 
other?  what  have  you  to  gain  from  me?    Can  the  thoughts 
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that  my  sight  recalls  to  you  be  brighter^  or  more-peaccftil^ 
than  those  which  start  upon  me  when  i  gaae  on.yoa/? 
Does  not  a  ghastly  air,  a  chamel  breath,  hover  aboot'iis 
both?  Why  perversely  incur  a  torture  it  is  bo  eBSf  to 
avoid?  Leave  me — leave  these  scenes.  All  earth  ajpreacb 
before  you  —  choose  your  pursuits,  and  your  resting-pdaoe 
elsewhere^  but  grudge  me  not  this  little  spot." 

<<  I  have  no  wish  to  disturb  you,  Eugene  Aram*  hot  I 
must  live ;  and  in  order  to  live  I  must  obey  my  compa- 
nions :  if  I  deserted  them,  it  would  be  to  starve.  •  They 
will  not  linger  long  in  this  district ;  a  week,  it  may  be ; 
a  fortnight,  at  most:  then,  like  the  Indian  animal^they 
will  strip  the  leaves,  and  desert  the  tree.  In  a  w«>id,  after 
we  have  swept  the  country,  we  are  gone." 

<*  Houseman,  Houseman  I "  said  Aram,  passionatdiyy 
and  frowning  till  his  brows  almost  hid  his  eyes;  bat  that 
part  of  the  orb  which  they  did  not  hide,  seemed  as  living- 
fire  ;  <'  I  now  implore,  but  1  can  threaten ->«-beware!-—^ 
silence,  I  say ''  (and  he  stamped  his  foot  violently  on  iba 
ground,  as  he  saw  Houseman  about  to  interrupt  him) ; 
'*  listen  to  me  throughout.  Speak  not  to  me  of  tarrying 
here — speak  not  of  days,  of  weeks — every  hour  of  which 
would  sound  upon  my  ear  like  a  death-knell.  Dream  not 
of  a  sojourn  in  these  tranquil  shades,  upon  an  errand  of 
dread  and  violence  —  the  minions  of  the  law  aroused  against 
you,  girt  with  the  chances  of  apprehension  and  a  shameful 
death " 

*'  And  a  full  confession  of  my  past  sins,"  interrupted 
Houseman,  laughing  wildly. 

"  Fiend  I  devil  I  **  cried  Aram,  grasping  his  comrade  by 
the  throat,  and  shaking  him  with  a  vehemence  that  House- 
man, though  a  man  of  great  strength  and  sinevr,  impo- 
tently  attempted  to  resist.  "  Breathe  but  another  word 
of  such  import ;  dare  to  menace  me  with  the  v^igeanoe 
of  such  a  thing  as  thou,  and,  by  the  God  above  us>  I  will 
lay  thee  dead  at  my  feet  I " 

"  Release  my  throat,  or  you  will  commit  mvrder," 
gasped  Houseman,  with  difficulty,  and  growing*  already 
black  in  the  face. 

Aram  suddenly  relinquished  his  gripe,  and  walked  away 
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vilh.*  .hnrried  step,  muttering  to  himself.  He  thed  re- 
tamed  to  the  side  of  Houseman,  whose  flesh  still  quivered 
dtheriritfa  i»ge  or  fear,  and,  his  own  self-possession  com- 
pletalj  restored,  stood  gasing  upon  him  with  folded  arms, 
andrlui  unnl  deep  and  passionless  composure  of  counte«> 
MBoe;  <«Bd  Houseman,  if  he  could  not  boldly  confront, 
did  not  altogether  shrink  from,  his  eye.  So  there  and 
llu»  they  stood,  at  a  little  distance  from  each  other,  both 
•flout)  and  yet  wiUi  something  unutterably  fearful  in  their 

^HooBeman,"  said  Aram  at  length  in  a  calm,  yet  a 
hollow  Toice,  **  it  may  be  that  I  was  wrong ;  but  there 
Ihoea  no  man  on  earth,  save  you,  who  could  thus  stir  my 
bloody'— nOr  you  with  ease.  And  know,  when  you  menace 
ne^  that  it  is  not  your  menace  that  subdues  or  shakes  my 
Wfiixit;  but  that  which  robs  my  veins  of  their  even  tenor 
m^  that  you  should  deem  your  menace  could  have  such 
poiirav  or  tbat  you, — that  any  man, —  should  arrogate  to 
Umaelf  the  thought  that  he  could,  by  the  pro£pect  of  wbat- 
loevar  danger,  humble  the  soul  and  curb  the  will  of  Eugene 
Anun.  And  now  I  am  calm ;  say  what  you  will,  I  cannot 
be  Yexed  again." 

**  I  have  done,"  replied  Houseman,  coldly.  "  I  have 
ailliiiy  to  say;  farewell  I "  and  he  moved  away  among  the 


**  Stay,**  cried  Aram,  in  some  agitation;  "  stay ;  we 
must  not  part  thus.  Look  you.  Houseman,  you  say  you 
woaid  vtaurve  should  you  leave  your  present  associates. 
That  may  not  be;  quit  them  this  night, — this  moment: 
leave  the  neighbourhood,  and  the  little  in  my  power  is  at 
ycRVWilL" 

**  Asto  that,"  said  Houseman,  dryly,  "  what  is  in  your 
power  18, 1  fear  me,  so  little  as  not  to  counterbalance  the 
advaalB|^  1  should  lose  in  quitting  my  companions.  I 
expect  to  net  some  three  hundreds  before  I  leave  these 
parts." 

•f^'fleme  three  hundreds  I "  repeated  Aram,  recoiling : 
^that  vera  indeed  beyond  me.  I  told  you  when  we  last 
met  that  it  is  only  by  an  annual  payment  I  draw  the 
Ulda  iraaltb  I  have." 
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''  I  remember  it  I  do  not  ask  you  for  money<|. J^^D^ime 
Aram ;  these  hands  can  maintain  me/*  replied  Jipujf^i|^ 
smiling  grimly.  *<  I  told  you  at  once  the  sum  l'(S3(^e^|b{4 
to  receive  somewlierey  in  order  to  prove  that  yo^  ne^jf^ 
vex  your  benevolent  heart  to  afford  me  relief.  .:  iJuMiif 
well  the  sum  I  named  was  out  of  your  pow^  yS^ 
indeed  it  be  part  of  the  marriage  portion  you  are.atjpif^ 
receive  with  your  bride.  Fie,  Aram  I  what^  secret||  ^^^ 
your  old  friend  !  You  see  I  pick  up  the  news  of.tl^if  plaee 
without  your  confidence."  ,;  j  .,vii 

Again  Aram's  face  worked,  and  his  lip  quiv^redj^.^ 
he  conquered  his  passion  with  a  surprising  self-c^iyiniyifj^ 
and  answered  mildly, —     "  ..*':.;*» 

<<  I  do  not  know,  Houseman,  whether  I  shall  rejceiFe,(i||n(f 
marriage  portion  whatsoever;  if  I  do,  I  am.  williog.;lt? 
make  some  arrangement  by  which  I  could  engage  ypv^  -^ 
molest  me  no  more.  But  it  yet  wants  several  days  ^  iqj 
marriage  ;  quit  the  neighbourhood  now,  and  a  month  iieiM^ 
let  us  meet  again.  Whatever  at  that  time  may  -be  my  re- 
sources, you  shall  frankly  know  them."  .,.m 

"  It  cannot  be,"  said  Houseman.  "  I  quit  not  tlf^ 
districts  without  a  certain  sum,  not  in  hope,  but  possession. 
But  why  interfere  with  me  ?  I  seek  not  my  hoards  in 
your  coffer.  Why  so  anxious  that  I  should  not  br^atb^ 
the  same  air  as  yourself  ?  "  .     : 

"It  matters  not,"  replied  Aram,  with  a  deep  and 
ghastly  voice ;  "  but  when  you  are  near  me,  I  feel  as  if  I 
were  with  the  dead :  it  is  a  spectre  that  I  would  exorcise 
in  ridding  me  of  your  presence.  Yet  this  is  not  whalt 
I  now  speak  of.  You  are  engaged,  according  to  your 
own  lips,  in  lawless  and  midnight  schemes,  in  which  you 
may  (and  the  tide  of  chances  runs  towards  that  bourn) 
be  seized  by  the  hand  of  Justice." 

"  Ho  I "  said  Houseman,  sullenly ;  "  and  was  it  not  fiw 
saying  that  you  feared  this,  and  its  probable  coi^sequences, 
that  you  well-nigh  stifled  me,  but  now  ? — So  truth  may  be 
said  one  moment  with  impunity,  and  the  next  at  perU  of 
life  !  These  are  the  subtleties  of  you  wise  schoolmej2»  \  sqp- 
pose.  Your  Aristotles  and  your  Zenos,  your  Pianos  ^oid 
your  Epicuruses,  teach  you  notable  distinctions,  trulj:!" 
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^^iWiSp  ?"  said  Aram ;  "  are  w6  at  all  times  ourselves  ? 
ViSPWA  ^jassloiis  never  our  masters  ?  You  maddened  me 
Md  jlifei'glBf ;  behold,  I  am  now  calm :  the  subjects  discussed 
iKl#eeiti'  illyself  and  you  are  of  life  and  death ;  let  us 
Mfi^MbBh '  them  with  our  senses  collected  and  prepared. 
fnlMf  Houseman,  are  you  bent  upon  your  own  destruc- 
toil;'  dir  Well  as  mine,  that  you  persevere  in  courses  which 
maii  Hid  in  a  death  of  shame  ?  ** 

'i>iiia  What  else  can  I  do?  I  will  not  work,  and  I  cannot 
ire  like  you  in  a  lone  wilderness  on  a  crust  of  bread.  Nor 
i'my  iiaMe  like  yours,  mouthed  by  the  praise  of  honest 
iMbt  iny  character  is  marked  ;  those  who  once  knew  me 
dian  now.  I  have  no  resource  for  society  (for  /  cannot 
iibe  inyself  alone),  but  in  the  fellowship  of  men  like 
itjmSfj  whom  the  world  has  thrust  from  its  pale.  I  have 
fo' resource  for  bread,  save  in  the  pursuits  that  are  branded 
M^^  jiistice,  and  accompanied  with  snares  and  danger; 
Vrfaat  -would  you  have  me  do  ?  *' 

'*•  *•  Is  it  not  better,"  said  Aram,  "  to  enjoy  peace  and 
ttfety  upon  a  small  but  certain  pittance,  than  to  live  thus 
fhm  hand  to  mouth?  vibrating  from  wealth  to  famine, 
M'th^  rope  around  your  neck,  sleeping  and  awake  ?  Seek 
fwir'  relation  ;  in  that  quarter,  you  yourself  said  your  cha- 
nictier  was  not  branded :  live  with  him,  and  know  the  quiet 
if  easy  days,  and  I  promise  you,  that  if  aught  be  in  my 
[Kywer  to  make  your  lot  more  suitable  to  your  wants,  so 
lobg  as  you  lead  the  life  of  honest  men,  it  shall  be  freely 
^'rs.  Is  not  this  better,  Houseman,  than  a  short  and 
tespless  career  of  dread  ? '' 

**  Aram,*'  answered  Houseman,  "  are  you,  in  truth, 
iBbn  enough  to  hear  me  speak  ?  I  warn  you,  that  if  again 
fim  fbrget  yourself,  and  lay  hands  on  me " 

**  Threaten  not,  threaten  not,"  interrupted  Aram,  "  but 
iroceed  ;  all  within  me  is  now  still  and  cold  as  ice.  Pro- 
ioed  without  fear  or  scruple." 

•*'Be  it  so;  we  do  not  love  one  another:  you  have 
kflTeetdd  contempt  for  me — and  I — I — no  matter — I  am 
ibttf  stone  or  a  stick,  that  I  should  not  feel.  You  have 
leOnled  me — you  have  outraged  me — you  have  not 
iwamed  towards  me  even  the  decent  hypocrisies  of  pru- 
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dem^e — yet  now  you  would  ask  of  methe  cofiddjet^'ilie 
sympathy,  the  forbearaDce,  the  concession  ofiriendAijk 
You  wish  that  I  should  quit  these  scenes,  wher^  to'  my 
judgment,  a  certain  advantage  awaits  me,  solely  liiaitT  muS^ 
lighten  your  breast  of  its  selfish  fears.  You  dfiead^  tirt 
dangers  that  await  me  on  your  own  account.  And  faiihy 
apprehension,  you  forebode  your  own  doom.  You  ask  me, 
nay,  not  ask,  you  would  command,  you  would  awe  laie  to 
sacrifice  my  will  and  wishes,  in  order  to  soothe  yOar 
anxieties  and  strengthen  your  own  safety.  Mask 'me  I 
Eugene  Aram,  I  have  been  treated  as  a  tool,  and  I  will 
not  be  governed  as  a  friend.  I  will  not  stir  from  tht 
vicinity  of  your  home  till  my  designs  be  fulfilled,— ~  I 
enjoy,  I  hug  myself  in  your  torments.  I  exult  in  the 
terror  with  which  you  inll  hear  of  each  new  enterpriset 
each  new  daring,  each  new  triumph  of  myself  and  my 
gallant  comrades.  And  now  I  am  avenged  for  the  affront 
you  put  upon  me." 

Though  Aram  trembled,  with  suppressed  passions,  from 
limb  to  limb,  his  voice  was  still  calm,  and  his  lip  even 
wore  a  smile  as  he  answered, — 

**  I  was  prepared  for  this,  Houseman  ;  you  utter  nothing 
that  surprises  or  appals  me.  You  hate  me ;  it  is  natural : 
men  united  as  we  are,  rarely  look  on  each  other  with  a 
friendly  or  a  pitying  eye.  But,  Houseman,  I  know  you  I 
— you  are  a  man  of  vehement  passions,  but  interest  with 
you  is  yet  stronger  than  passion.  If  not,  our  conference 
is  over.     Go — and  do  your  worst.*' 

**  You  are  right,  most  learned  scholar ;  I  can  fetter  the 
tiger  within,  in  his  deadliest  rage,  by  a  golden  chain." 

"  Well,  then,  Houseman,  it  is  not  your "  interest  to 
betray  me — my  destruction  is  your  own." 

"  I  grant  it ;  but  if  I  am  apprehended,  and  to  be  hung 
for  robbery?" 

"  It  will  be  no  longer  an  object  to  you,  to  care  for  my 
safety.  Assuredly,  I  comprehend  this.  But  my  interest 
induces  me  to  wish  that  you  be  removed  from  the  peril  of 
apprehension,  and  your  interest  replies,  that  if  you  can 
obtain  equal  advantages  in  security,  you  would  Ibrego 
advantages  accompanied  by   peril.     Say  what  we  will, 
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i|yf|ii4^]Mf,  lire  will,  it  is  to  tliis  point  that  we  must  return 

'iir  ^^.tN^Qtbiag  can  be  clearer ;  and  were  you  a  rich  man, 
^^gm^A^wsUi  or  could  you  obtain  your  bride*s  dowry  (no 
4piilH^  a  respectable  sum)  in  advance,  the  arrangement 
f^kt  At  once  be  settled." 

[■,,p  J^TjKOK  gasped  for  breath,  and,  as  usual  with  him  in 
(/amtif>Qt;Jvai/ie  several  strides  forward,  muttering  rapidly, 
iM^^iiHlisilUictly  to  himself,  and  then  returned. 
.,  .T^^Cvnn  were  this  possible,  it  would  be  but  a  short 
|ieprieTe>}  I  could  not  trqst  you  ;  the  sum  would  be  spent, 
flUMi  I  agaiQ  in  the  state  to  which  you  have  compelled  me 
now,  hot  without  the  means  again  to  relieve  myself.  No, 
no  I  if  the  blow  must  fall,  be  it  so  one  day  as  another.'' 

"  As  you  will,*'  said  Houseman ;  "  but **  Just  at 

that  moment,  a  long  shrill  whistle  sounded  below,  as  from 
Uie  water.  Houseman  paused  abruptly — <<  That  signal 
is  from  my  comrades ;  I  must  away*  Hark,  again  I  Fare- 
w^  Aram." 

' .  ^  J^arewell,  if  it  must  be  so,"  said  Aram,  in  a  tone 
of  dogged  sullenness ;  ^<  but  to-morrow,  should  you  know 
of  Miyi  means  by  which  I  could  feel  secure,  beyond  the 
security  of  your  own  word,  from  your  future  molestation, 
I  might-^yet  how  ?  " 

**  To-morrow,"  said  Houseman,  "  I  cannot  answer  for 
myself;  it  is  not  always  that  I  can  leave  my  comrades  :  a 
natural  jealousy  makes  them  suspicious  of  the  absence  of 
their  friends.  Yet  hold ;  the  night  after  to-morrow,  the 
Sabbath  night,  most  virtuous  Aram,  I  can  meet  you — but 
not  here — some  miles  hence.  You  know  the  foot  of  the 
Devil's  Crag,  by  the  waterfall ;  it  is  a  spot  quiet  and  shaded 
enough  in  all  conscience  for  our  interview ;  and  I  will  tell 
you  a  secret  I  would  trust  to  no  other  man  (hark,  again  I) 
•^it  is  doee  by  our  present  lurking-place.  Meet  me  there ! 
f«-it  would,  indeed,  be  pleasanter  to  hold  our  conference 
miKJI^r  shelter»«-but  just  at  present,  I  would  rather  not 
inuft  myself  beneath  any  honest  man's  roof  in  this  neigh- 
iigaiiipod*    Adieu  I   on  Sunday  night,  one  hour  before 


Tte  robber,  for  such  then  he  was,  waved  his  hand,  and 
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hurried  away  in  the  direction  from  whioh  the  signil 

to  come.  tirj  .:j 

Aram  gazed  after  him,  but  with  vjacant  eyve^'and 
remained  for  several  minutes  rooted  to  the  gpot,  as  If  thift 
very  life  had  left  him. 

<^  The  Sabbath  night  I "  said  he,  at  length,  -moving 
slowly  on  ;  <<  and  I  must  spin  forth  my  existence  in  trdii<^ 
ble  and  fear  till  then — Hll  then  I  what  remedy  can*  I  0aM 
invent?  It  is  clear  that  I  can  have  no  dependence  on  his 
word,  if  won ;  and  I  have  not  even  aught  Wherewith  tb 
buy  it.  But  courage,  courage  my  heart ;  and  work  iA90i 
my  busy  brain  I     Ye  have  never  failed  me  yet  l^ 


CHAPTER  III. 

T'RESH  ALARM  IN  THE  VILLAGE. —  LESTER*S  VISIT  TO 
ARAM. —  A  TRAIT  OP  DELICATE  KINDNESS  IK  THE 
STUDENT. MADELINE. HER  PRONENESS  TO  CON- 
FIDE.  THE    CONVERSATION    BETWEEN    LESTER   AKD 

ARAM. THE  PERSONS  BY  WHOM  IT  IS    INTERRUPTED. 

"  Not  my  own  fears,  nor  the  prophetic  soul 
Of  the  wide  world,  dreaming  on  things  to  come. 
Can  yet  the  lease  of  my  true  love  control." 

Shakspeare's  Sonnetu 

'*  Commend  me  to  their  love,  and  I  am  proud,  say. 
That  my  occasions  have  found  time  to  use  them. 
Toward  a  supply  of  money ;  let  the  request 
Be  fifty  talents.  * —  Timon  ofAUiens, 

The  next  morning  the  whole  village  was  alive  lUid 
bustling  with  terror  and  consternation.  Another,  and 
a  yet  more  daring  robbery,  had  been  committed  in  the 
neighbourhood,  and  the  police  of  the  county  town  had 
been  summoned,  and  were  now  busy  in  search  of  the 
offenders.  Aram  had  been  early  disturbed  by  the  officious 
Anxiety  of  some  of  his  neighbours;  and  it  wanted  yet 
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hiHQlMnM>f  noon^  when  Lester  himself  came  to  seek  and 
CRMWidt  with  the  student. 

i..T.^Anutt  was  alone  in  his  large  and  gloomy  chamber^  sur- 
<9ptt0ed,  aa  usual,  by  his  books,  but  not,  as  usual,  engaged 
"in  their  contents.  With  his  face  leaning  on  his  hand,  and 
hJAeyes  gaiKing  on  a  dull  fire,  that  crept  lieavily  upward 
lim^gii  the  damp  fuel,  he  sat  by  his  hearth,  listless,  but 
mtpfed  in  thought. 

:.i:  ^  W^l,  my  friend,'*  said  Lester,  displacing  the  books 
fipnob  one  4>f  the-  chairs,  and  drawing  the  seat  near  the 
itii|denk't-«- *<  you  have  ere  this  heard  the  news;  and, 
indeed,  in  a  county  so  quiet  a3  ours,  these  outrages 
iq[)pear  the  more  fearful  from  their  being  so  unlooked 
for.  We  must  set  a  guard  in  the  village,  Aram,  and 
you  mtut  leave  this  defenceless  hermitage  and  come  down 
to  tts, — not  for  your  own  sake,  but  consider  you  will 
be  an  additional  safeguard  to  Madeline.  You  will  lock 
up  the  house,  dismiss  your  poor  old  govemant  to  her 
friends  in  the  village,  and  walk  back  with  me  at  once  to 
tbf  hAU." 

.  :Aram  turned  uneasily  in  his  chair. 

**  I  feel  your  kindness,"  said  he,  after  a  pause,  "  but 

I  eanaot  accept  it, — Madeline "  he  stopped   short 

9t  that  name,  and  added,  in  an  altered  voice, — '^  no, 
I  will  be  one  of  the  watch,  Lester ;  I  will  look  to  her 
—to  your — safety ;  but  I  cannot  sleep  under  another 
roof.  I  am  superstitious,  Lester — superstitious.  I  have 
made  a  vow,  a  foolish  one,  perhaps,  but  I  dare  not  break 
it  And  my  vow  binds  me,  save  on  indispensable  and 
urgent  necessity,  not  to  pass  a  night  any  where  but  in 
my  own  home." 

**  But  there  is  necessity." 

"  My  conscience  says  not,"  said  Aram,  smiling* 
^  FesuoBf  my  good  friend,  we  cannot  conquer  men  s  foibles, 
or  wrestle  with  men*s  scruples." 

.'-Lester  in  vain  attempted  to  shake  Aram's  resolution 
dB'^tlufr  headr  he  found  him  immovable,  and  gave  up  the 
dKrtin  despair. 
'.i..  *f:(.Weiy  said  he>  "at  all  events  we  have  set  up  a 
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watch,  and  can  spare  you  a  coople  of  de£end«iB...oSkiSf 
shall  reconnoitre  in  the  neighbourhood  of  your  k(Hjm,it 
you  persevere  in  your  determination  ;  and  this  wiU-^elCf«^ 
in  some  slight  measure,  to  satisfy  poor  Madeline.*'     •  .i 

"  Be  it  so,''  replied  Aram ;  <*  and  dear  Madelme 
self,  is  she  so  alarmed  ?  " 

And  now,  in  spite  of  all  the  more  wearing  and  ha^;gaiid 
thoughts  that  preyed  upon  his  breast,  and  the  dangers  iby 
which  he  conceived  himself  beset,  the  student's  &C€|  as  he 
listened  with  eager  attention  to  every  word  that  Loitet 
uttered  concerning  his  niece,  testified  how  alive  he  yet  wm 
to  the  least  incident  that  related  to  Madeline,  «nd  how 
easily  her  innocent  and  peaceful  remembrance  oonld  aUw0 
him  from  himself. 

^<  This  room,"  said  Lester,  looking  round,  ^  will  be^  I 
conclude,  after  Madeline's  own  heart ;  but  will  you  always 
suffer  her  here  ?  Students  do  not  sometimes  like  «ven  the 
gentlest  interruption." 

*'  I  have  not  forgotten  that  Madeline's  comfort  le^ 
quires  some  more  cheerful  retreat  than  this,"  said  AraaUt 
with  a  melancholy  expression  of  countenance^  **  Fol- 
low me,  Lester;  I  meant  this  for  a  little  surprise  to 
her.  But  Heaven  only  knows  if  I  shall  ever  shew  it 
to  herself." 

"  Why  ?  what  doubt  of  that  can  even  your  boding 
temper  discover  ?  " 

"  We  are  as  the  wanderers  in  the  desert,"  answered 
Aram,  "  who  are  taught  wisely  to  distrust  their  own 
senses :  that  which  they  gaze  upon  as  the  waters  of 
existence,  is  often  but  a  faithless  vapour  that  would  lure 
them  to  destruction." 

In  thus  speaking  he  had  traversed  the  room,  and, 
opening  a  door,  shewed  a  small  chamber  with  which  it 
communicated,  and  which  Aram  had  fitted  up  with  evi- 
dent, and  not  ungraceful  care.  Every  article  of  furniture 
that  Madeline  might  most  fancy,  he  had  sent  for  from  the 
neighbouring  town.  And  some  of  the  lighter  and  more 
attractive  books  that  he  possessed,  were  ranged  around  on 
shelves,  above  which  were  vases,  intended  for  flowers ;:  the 
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Viiitow  Opened  upon  a  little  plot  that  had  been  lately 
lireiEieB  ^dp  into  a  small  garden,  and  was  already  intersected 
witlif'walks,  and  rich  with  shrubs. 

'  There  was  something  in  this  chamber  that  so  entirely 
eoatnusted  the  one  it  adjoined,  something  so  light,  and 
cheerful,  and  even  gay  in  its  decoration  and  its  tout  e»» 
iHvMs^  that  Lester  uttered  an  exclamation  of  delight  and 
ftfrpriw  And  indeed  it  did  appear  to  him  touching,  that 
thi^  austere  scholar,  so  wrapped  in  thought,  and  so  inatten- 
tiffe  to  the  common  forms  of  life,  should  have  manifested 
this  lender  and  delicate  consideration.  In  another  it  would 
have  been  nothing,  but;  in  Aram  it  was  a  trait  that  brought 
involuntary  tears  to  the  eyes  of  the  good  Lester.  Aram 
observed  them ;  he  walked  hastily  away  to  the  window, 
aed  sighed  heavily ;  this  did  not  escape  his  friend's  notice, 
and  after  commenting  on  the  attractions  of  the  little  roomt 
Lester  said, 

'^  You  seem  oppressed  in  spirits,  Eugene :  can  any- 
thing have  chanced  to  disturb  you,  beyond,  at  least,  these 
ihtma  which  are  enough  to  agitate  the  nerves  of  the 
tardiest  of  us  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Aram ;  "  I  had  no  sleep  last  night, and  my 
healtii  is  easily  affected,  and  with  my  health  my  mind. 
But  let  us  go  to  Madeline  ;  the  sight  of  her  will  revive  me." 

They  then  strolled  down  to  the  manor-house',  and  met 
by  the  way  a  band  of  the  younger  horoes  of  the  village, 
who  bad  volunteered  to  act  as  a  patrol,  and  who  were 
now  marshalled  by  Peter  Dealtry,  in  a  fit  of  heroic  en- 
thusiasm. 

Although  it  was  broad  daylight,  and,  consequently  there 
was  little  cause  of  immediate  alarm,  the  worthy  publican 
carried  on  his  shoulder  a  musket  on  full  cock ;  and  each 
mofettent  he  kept  peeping  about,  as  if  not  only  every  bush, 
bat  ervery  blade  of  grass,  contained  an  ambuscade,  ready  to 
spring  up  the  instant  he  was  off  his  guard.  By  his  side 
4&e  mloubted  Jacobina,  who  had  transferred  to  her  new 
master  the  attachment  she  had  originally  possessed  for  the 
€orpoiral,  trotted  peeringly  along,  her  tail  perpendicularly 
cocked,  and  her  ears  moving  to  and  fro  with  a  most  in^ 
comparable  air  of  vigilant  sagacity.    The  cautious  Peter 


% 

204  EUGENE  ARAM. 

isvery  now  and  then  checked  her  ardour,  as  she'wns'aWAit 
to  quicken  her  step,  and  enliven  the  march  by  tb(5  gaahbcte 
better  adapted  to  serener  times.  '■'   '    "•' 

"  Soho,  Jacobina,  soho  I  gently,  girl^  gebtly ;  .thou 
little  knowest  the  dangers  that  may  beset  thee.  Come 
up,  my  good  fellows,  come  to  the  Spotted  Dog;  I 'will  ta^ 
a  barrel  on  purpose  for  you :  and  we  will  settle  the  plan^dF 
defence  for  the  night.   Jacobina,  come  in,  I  say ;  come!  in^ 

*  Lest,  like  a  lion,  they  thee  tear. 
And  rend  in  pieces  small : 
,  While  there  is  none  to  succour  thee. 

And  rid  thee  out  of  thralL' 

What  ho,  there  I  Oh  I  I  beg  your  honour's  pardont 
Your  servant,  Mr.  Aram." 

"  What,  patroling  already?"  said  the  Squire;  "your 
men  will  be  tired  before  they  are  wanted ;  reserve  their 
ardour  for  the  night." 

*<  Oh,  your  honour,  I  have  only  been  beating  up  for 
recruits ;  and  we  are  going  to  consult  a  bit  at  home*  Ahl 
what  a  pity  the  corporal  isn't  here:  he  would  have  been  a 
tower  of  strength  unto  the  righteous.  But  howsomever,  I 
do  my  best  to  supply  his  place — Jacobina,  child,  be  still: 
I  can't  say  as  I  knows  the  musket-sarvice,  your  honour; 
but  I  fancy's  as  how,  like  Joe  lloarjug,  the  Methodist,  we 
can  do  it  extemporaneous-like  at  a  pinch." 

"  A  bold  heart,  Peter,  is  the  best  preparation,"  sai4 
the  squire. 

**  And,"  quoth  Peter,  quickly,  "  what  saith  the  worship- 
ful Mister  Sternhold,  in  the  45th  Psalm,  5th  verse  ?  — 

*  Go  forth  with  godly  speed,  in  meekness,  truth  and  miorht, 
And  thy  right  hand  shall  thee  instruct  in  works  of  drcAdi'ul  might.'" 

<  Peter  quoted  these  verses,  especially  the  last,  'with  a 
truculent  frown,  and  a  brandishing  of  the  musket,  that 
surprisingly  encouraged  the  hearts  of  his  little  armament; 
and  with  a  general  murmur  of  enthusiasm,  the  warlike 
band  marched  off  to  the  Spotted  Dog. 

Lester  and  his  companion  found  Madeline  and  Ellinor 
standing  at  the  window  of  the  hall;  and  Madeline's  light 
atep  was  the  first  that  sptau^  forward  to  welcome  jtheir 
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i^^DfESp^-eFen  the  hce  of  the  student  brightened,  when  he 
iipr.tbe  IfJocUing  eye,  the  parted  lip,  the  buoyant  form, 
Crom  w&ich  the  pure  and  innocent  ghulness  she  felt  on  see- 
iilg  him. broke  forth. 

There  was  a  remarkable  irtuiingnessy  if  I  may  so  speaks 
in  Madeline's  disposition.  Thoughtful  and  grave  as  she 
Wit  by  mtore,  she  was  yet  ever  inclined  to  the  more  san- 
guine colourings  of  life ;  she  never  turned  to  the  future 
with  fear — a  placid  sentiment  of  hope  slept  at  her  heart 
— she  was  one  who  surrendered  herself  with  a  fond  and 
implicit  fiuth  to  the  guidance  of  all  she  loved ;  and  to  the 
chances  of  life.  It  was  a  sweet  indolence  of  the  mind, 
which  made  one  of  her  most  beautiful  traits  of  character; 
there  is  something  so  unselfish  in  tempers  reluctant  to 
despond.  You  see  that  such  persons  afe  not  occupied  with 
their  own  existence ;  they  are  not  fretting  the  calm  of  the 
present  life  with  the  egotisms  of  care,  and  conjecture,  and 
calculation :  if  they  learn  anxiety,  it  is  for  another ;  but  in 
At  keeart  of  that  other,  how  entire  is  their  trust ! 

It  was  this  disposition  in  Madeline  which  perpetually 
charmed,  and  yet  perpetually  wrung,  the  soul  of  her  wild 
lover ;  and  as  she  now  delightedly  hung  upon  his  arm,  ut- 
tering her  joy  at  seeing  him  safe,  and  presently  forgetting 
that  there  ever  had  been  cause  for  alarm,  his  heart  was 
filled  with  the  most  gloomy  sense  of  hoi*ror  and  desolation. 
"  What,"  thought  he,  "  if  this  poor  unconscious  girl  could 
dream  that  at  this  moment  I  am  girded  with  peril,  from 
which  I  see  no  ultimate  escape  ?  Delay  it  as  I  will,  it 
seems  as  if  the  blow  must  come  at  last.  What,  if  she 
could  think  how  fearful  is  my  interest  in  these  outrages, 
that  in  all  probability,  if  their  authors  are  detected,  there 
is  one  who  will  drag  me  into  their  ruin  ;  that  I  am  given 
over,  bound  and  blinded,  into  the  hands  of  another ;  and 
that  otheTy  a  n^an  steeled  to  mercy,  and  withheld  from  my 
destruction  by  a  thread — a  thread  that  a  blow  on  himself 
wo«ld  sn^p.  Great  God  I  wherever  I  turn,  I  see  despair  I 
And  she — she  clings  to  me;  and  beholding  me,  thinks 
^  wl)(4e  ^artb  is  filled  with  hope!  *' 

While  these  thoughts  darkened  his  mind,  Madeline 
4i^  l^m^  onward  into  the  more  sequestered  walks  q1\.\i<& 
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garden,  to  shew  him  some  flowers  she  had  traittpUHilpdl^' 
And  when  an  hour  afterwards  he  returned  to  the  haB;"f9 
soothing  had  been  the  influence  of  her  looks  and  word* 
upon  Aram,  that  if  he  had  not  forgotten  the  sitsatioii  is 
which  he  stood,  he  had  at  least  csJmed  himself  to  vegafd 
with  a  steady  eye  the  chances  of  escape. 

The  meal  of  the  day  passed  as  cheerfully  as  ubvoA^  wbA 
when  Aram  and  his  host  were  left  over  their  abstMlouB 
potations,  the  former  proposed  a  walk  before  the  ewetatiff 
deepened.  Lester  readily  consented,  and  they  sanntend 
into  the  fields.  The  squire  soon  perceived  that  soniethiiig 
was  on  Aram's  mind,  of  which  he  felt  evident  embarfSflk 
ment  in  ridding  himself:  at  length  the  student  saidy  rather 
abruptly, —  *    • 

<<  My  dear  friend,  I  am  but  a  bad  beggar,  and  therefbrb 
let  me  get  over  my  request  as  expeditiously  as  possiUk 
You  said  to  me  once  that  you  intended  bestowing  some 
dowry  upon  Madeline — a  dowry  I  would  and  could  wil-' 
lingly  dispense  with  ;  but  should  you  of  that  sum  be  now 
able  to  spare  me  some  portion  as  a  loan, — should  you  have 
some  three  hundred  pounds  with  which  you  could  accom- 
modate me " 

"  Say  no  more,  Eugene,  say  no  more,"  interrupted  the 
squire:  "you  can  have  double  that  amount.  Your  pre- 
parations for  your  approaching  marriage,  I  ought  to  have 
foreseen,  must  have  occasioned  you  some  inconvenience: 
you  can  have  six  hundred  pounds  from  me  to-morrow." 

Aram's  eyes  brightened.  "  It  is  too  much,  too  much, 
my  generous  friend,"  said  he ;  "  the  half  suffices ;  —  but, 
but,  a  debt  of  old  standing  presses  me  urgently,  and  to- 
morrow, or  rather  Monday  morning,  is  the  time  fixed  for 
payment." 

"  Consider  it  arranged,"  said  Lester,  putting  his  hand 
on  Aram's  arm ;  and  then  leaning  on  it  gently,  he  added, 
"  And  now  that  we  are  on  this  subject,  let  me  tell  you 
what  I  intended  as  a  gift  to  you  and  my  dear  Madeline ; 
it  is  but  small,  but  my  estates  are  rigidly  entailed  on  Wal- 
ter, and  of  poor  value  in  themselves,  and  it  is  half  the 
savings  of  many  years." 

The  squire  then  named  a  sum,  which^  however  small  it 
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tot  our  reader,  was  not  considered  a  despicable 
portiiHa  fior  the  daughter  of  a  small  country  squire  at  that 
Agr^  end  vas,  in  reality,  a  generous  sacrifice  for  one  whose 
whole 'kwoiiie  waa  scarcely,  at  the  most,  seven  hundred 
i^fBsr.  ■  The  sum  mentioned  doubled  that  now  to  be  lent, 
and  which  was  of  course  a  part  of  it;  an  equal  porticm  was 
SBRTved  for  Ellinor. 

«<And  to  tell  you  the  truth,'*  said  the  squire,  <<you 
mint  give  me  some  little  time  for  the  remainder — for  not 
jgekiiig.  Bome  months  ago  it  would  be  so  soon  wanted,  I 
Ud.Oii;| -eighteen  hundred  pounds  in  the  purchase  of  Win- 
dow fum,  six  of  which  (the  remainder  of  your  share)  I 
en  fiey:  off  at  the  end  of  the  year:  the  other  twelve, 
Ellinor's  portion,  will  remsun  a  mortgage  on  the  farm  itself* 
And  between  us,"  added  the  squire,  <<  I  do  hope  that  I 
used  be  in  no  hurry  respecting  her,  dear  girl.  When 
\Killec  returns^  I  trust  matters  may  be  arranged,  in  a  man- 
ocr»  and  through  a  channel,  that  would  gratify  the  most 
dberndied  wbh  of  my  heart  I  am  convinced  that  Ellinor 
is  eaactiy  suited  to  him ;  and,  unless  he  should  lose  his 
senaea  for  some  one  else  in  the  course  of  his  travels,  I  trust 
that  he  will  not  be  long  returned  before  he  will  make  the 
same  discovery.  I  think  of  writing  to  him  very  shortly 
after  jo«r  marriage,  and  making  him  promise,  at  all  events, 
to  revisit  us  at  Christmas.  Ah  I  Eugene,  we  shall  be  a 
happy  party  then,  I  trust.  And  be  assured  that  we  shall 
h^  up  your  quarters,  and  put  your  hospitality,  and  Ma- 
deline's housewifery  to  the  test." 

Therewith  the  good  squire  fan  on  for  some  minutes  in 
the  wannth  of  his  heart,  dilating  on  the  fireside  prospects 
before  them,  and  rallying  the  student  on  those  secluded 
habits,  which  he  promised  him  he  should  no  longer  indulge 
with  impunity. 

^  But  it  is  growing  dark,"  said  he,  awakening  from  the 
theme  vhieh  had  carried  him  away,  '^aud  by  this  time 
Peter  tod  our  patrol  will  be  at  the  hall.  I  told  them  to 
look /up.  in  the  evening,  in  order  to  appoint  their  several 
detiea  and  stations — let  us  turn  back.  Indeed,  Aram,  I 
oan  assure  you,  that  I,  for  my  own  part,  have  some  strong 
naaooB^to  take  precautions  against  any  attack ;  for  be£des 
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the  old  family cplate  (though  that's  not  mucli);  FfijN^b^ 
you  know  the  bureau  in  the  parlour  to  the  left  of  ti^li^llStf 
— well,  I  have  in  that  bureau  three  hundred  guineasty^^hie 
I  have  not  as  yet  been  able  to  take  to  safe  hands  at-^ 
and  which,  by  the  way,  will  be  yours  to-morrow*  '  & 
you  see,  it  would  be  no  light  misfortune  to  me  to  b 
robbed."  ' 

"  Hist!"  said  Aram,  stopping  short;  "I  think  I  beaii 
steps  on  the  other  side  of  the  hedge." 

The  squire  listened,  but  heard  nothing ;  the  senses  o 
his  companion  were,  however,  remarkably  acute,  mati 
especially  that  of  hearing. 

"  There  is  certainly  some  one ;  nay,  I  catch  the  step 
of  ttco  persons,"  whispered  he  to  Lester. 

"  Let  us  come  round  the  hedge  by  the  gap  below." 

They  both  quickened  their  pace  ;  and  gaining  the  oth^ 
side  of  the  hedge,  did  indeed  perceive  two  men  in  carten 
frocks,  strolling  on  towards  the  village. 

"  They  are  strangers,  too,"  said  the  squire,  suspiciously 
"  not  Grassdale  men.  Humph  I  could  they  have  over' 
heard  us,  think  you  ?" 

"  If  men  whose  business  it  is  to  overhear  their  neigh- 
bours— yes ;  but  not  if  they  be  honest  men,"  answeirec 
Aram,  in  one  of  those  shrewd  remarks  which  he  oftei 
uttered,  and  which  seemed  almost  incompatible  with  thf 
tenor  of  the  quiet  and  abstruse  pursuits  that  he  had 
adopted,  and  thar  generally  deaden  the  mmd  to  worldlj 
wisdom. 

They  had  now  approached  the  strangers,  who,  however, 
appeared  mere  rustic  clowns,  and  who  pulled  off  their  hatt 
with  the  wonted  obeisance  of  their  tribe. 

"  Holla,  my  men,"  said  the  squire,  assuming  his  magis- 
terial  air;  for  the  mildest  squire  in  Christendom  can  plaj 
the  bashaw  when  he  remembers  he  is  a  justice  of  the 
peace.  "  Holla  I  what  are  you  doing  here  this  time  ol 
day  ?  You  are  not  after  any  good,  I  fear." 

"  We  ax  pardon,  your  honour,"  said  the  elder  clowflj 
in  the  peculiar  accent  of  the  country,  "  but  we  be  conM 
from  Gladsmuir,  and  be  going  to  work  at  Squire  NixonV 
At  MowhaU,  on  Monday ;  so  as  I  has  a  brother  lining  qs 
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jthftjpwyp  aibre  the  squire's,  we  be  a-going  to  sleep  there 
tiHfiiglitiiiid  spend  the  Sunday,  your  honour." 
.  **  Homphl  humph!     Wh«i's  your  name  ? " 

**  Joe  Wood,  your  honour;  and  this  here  chap  it  Will 
Hstchings." 

.  ^Wdl,  well,  go  along  with  you,"  said  the  squire; 
'^  and  mind  what  you  are  about.  I  should  not  be  surprised 
if  you  snare  one  of  Squire  Nixon's  hares  by  the  way." 

**  Oh,  well  and  indeed,  your  honour." 

*\  Go  along,  go  along,"  said  the  squire,  and  away  went 
the  men. 

^  They  seem  honest  bumpkins  enough,"  observed 
Lester. 

"  It  would  have  pleased  me  better,"  said  Aram,  "  had 
the  speaker  of  the  two  particularised  less ;  and  you  observed 
that  hie  seemed  eager  not  to  let  his  companion  speak :  that 
is  a  little  suspicious." 

**  Shall  I  call  them  back? "  asked  the  squire. 

**  Why  it  is  scarcely  worth  while,"  said  Aram ;  "  per- 
haps I  over-refine.  And  now  I  look  again  at  them,  they 
seem  really  what  they  affect  to  be.  No,  it  is  useless  to 
molest  the  poor  wretches  any  more.  There  is  something, 
Lester,  humbling  to  human  pride  in  a  rustic's  life.  It 
grates  against  the  heart  to  think  of  the  tone  in  which  we 
unconsciously  permit  ourselves  to  address  him.  We  see  in 
him  humanity  in  its  simple  state :  it  is  a  sad  thought  to 
feel  that  we  despise  it ;  that  all  we  respect  in  our  species 
is  what  has  been  created  by  art ;  the  gaudy  dress,  the  glit- 
tering equipage,  or  even  the  cultivated  intellect;  the  mere 
and  naked  material  of  nature  we  eye  with  indifference  or 
trample  on  with  disdain.  Poor  child  of  toil,  from  the  grey 
dawn  to  the  setting  sun,  one  long  task  ! — no  idea  elicited 
— no  thought  awakened  beyond  those  that  suffice  to  make 
him  the  machine  of  others  — the  serf  of  the  hard  soil.  And 
then»  too,  mark  how  we  scowl  upon  his  scanty  holydays, 
how  we  hedge  in  his  mirth  with  laws,  and  turn  his  hilarity 
into  erimel  We  make  the  whole  of  the  gay  world,  where- 
in we  walk  and  take  our  pleasure,  to  him  a  place  of  snares 
and  perils.  If  he  leave  his  labour  for  an  instant,  in  that 
instant  how  many  temptations  spring  up  to  him  I     AAiiiV 
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yet  we  have  no  mercy  for  hii  ermrs;  the  gaol — the  1nui»- 
port  ship — the  gallows ;  those  are  our  sole  lectuie-booka^ 
and  our  only  methods  of  expostulation.  Ah,  fie  oq  the 
disparities  of  the  world  I  They  -cripple  the  heart,  they 
blind  the  sense,  they  concentrate  the  thousand  Uiiks  be- 
tween man  and  man,  into  the  two  basest  of  earthly  ties — 
servility  and  pride.  Methinks  the  devils  laugh  out  wfaeD 
they  hear  us  tell  the  boor  that  his  soul  is  as  glorioiu 
and  eternal  as  our  own ;  and  yet  when  in  the  grinding 
drudgery  of  his  life,  not  a  spark  of  that  soul  can  be  called 
forth ;  when  it  sleeps,  walled  around  in  its  lumpish  elay, 
from  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  without  a  dream  to  stir  the 
deadness  of  its  torpor.'' 

"  And  yet,  Aram,"  said  Lester,  <'  the  lords  of  science 
have  their  ills.  Exalt  the  soul  as  you  will,  you  cannot 
raise  it  above  pain.  Better,  perhaps,  to  let  it  sleep,  when 
in  waking  it  looks  only  upon  a  world  of  trial." 

*^  You  say  well,  you  say  well,"  said  Aram,  smiting  hii 
heart;  ^<and  I  suffered  a  foolish  sentiment  to  cany  me 
beyond  the  sober  boundaries  of  our  daily  sense," 


CHAPTER  IV. 

MILITARY     PREPA.RATIONS. THE     COMMANDER   AND   HIS 

MAN. ARAM    IS  PERSUADED   TO    PASS  THE    NIGHT   AT 

THE  MANOR-HOUSE. 

«*  Fahtaff, — Bid  my  lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the  town's  end. 
♦  »  •  *  I  pressed  me  none  but  such  toasts  and  butter,  with 
hearts  in  their  bellies  no  bigger  than  pins*  heads/' 

Pint  Part  of  King  Henry  IV, 

They  had  scarcely  reached  the  manor-house  before  the 
rain,  which  the  clouds  had  portended  throughout  the  whole 
day,  began  to  descend  in  torrents,  and,  to  use  the  stroDg 
expression  of  the  Roman  poet,  the  night  rushed  down, 
black  and  sudden,  over  the  face  of  the  earth. 

The  new  watch  were  not  by  any  means  the  hardy  and 
afpenenced  soldiery,  by  whom  rain   and  darkness  are 
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wdraededL  Tliey  looked  with  great  dismay  upon  the  cha^ 
MfclM  qf^the  night  in  which  their  campaign  was  to  com«- 
amoe.  The  valorous  Peter,  who  had  sostained  his  own 
by  repeated  applications  to  a  little  bottle,  which  he 
*&iled  to  carry  about  him  in  ail  the  more  bustling 
iBd^ifletprising  occasions  of  life,  endeavoured,  but  with 
•pntiBl  «Boe66s,  to  maintain  the  ardour  of  his  band.  Seated 
ii  the  servants'  hall  of  the  manor-house,  in  a  lai^e  arm 
dttity  Jacobina  on  his  knee,  and  his  trusty  musket,  which, 
to liie. great  terror  of  the  womankind,  had  never  been  un- 
mtkad  throughout  the  day,  still  grasped  in  his  right  hand, 
wkile^the  stock  was  grounded  on  the  floor ;  he  indulged  in 
martial  harangues,  plentifully  interlarded  with  plagiarisms 
firom  the  worshipful  translations  of  Messrs.  Stemhold  and 
flopkini^'and  psalmodic  versions  of  a  more  doubtful  author- 
dnpb  And  when  at  the  hour  of  ten,  which  was  the 
{^pointed  time,  he  led  his  warlike  force,  which  consisted 
of  six  rustics,  armed  with  sticks  of  incredible  thickness, 
three  guns,  one  pistol,  a  broadsword,  and  a  pitchfork  (a 
weapon  likely  to  be  more  effectively  used  than  all  the  rest 
pat  together); — when  at  the  hour  of  ten  he  led  them  up  to 
the  room  above,  where  they  were  to  be  passed  in  review 
before  the  critical  eye  of  the  squire,  with  Jacobina  leading 
the  on-guard,  you  could  not  fancy  a  prettier  picture  for  a 
hero  in  a  little  way  than  mine  host  of  the  Spotted  Dog. 

His  hat  was  fastened  tight  on  his  brows  by  a  blue 
pocket-handkerchief;  he  wore  a  spencer  of  a  light  brown 
drugget,  a  world  too  loose,  above  a  leather  jerkin ;  his 
breeches  of  corduroy  were  met  all  of  a  sudden,  half  way  up 
the  thigh,  by  a  detachment  of  Hessians,  formerly  in  the 
•service  of  the  corporal,  and  bought  some  time  since  by 
Peter  Dealtry  to  wear  when  employed  in  shooting  snipes 
for  the  squire,  to  whom  he  occasionally  performed  the 
office  of  gamekeeper ;  suspended  round  his  wrist  by  a  bit 
of  blaek  riband  was  his  constable*s  baton  :  he  shouldered 
his  musket  gallantly,  and  he  carried  his  person  as  erect  as 
if  the  least  deflection  from  its  perpendicularity  were  to  cost 
him  his  life.  One  may  judge  of  the  revolution  that  had 
taken.place  in  the  village,  when  so  peaceable  a  man  as  Peter 
Dealtry  was  thus  metamorphosed  into  a  commaLTv^<£c*v\v- 
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chief.  The  reat  of  the  regiment  huDg  sheepishly  itack, 
each  trying  to  get  as  near  to  the  door,  and  aa  far  from  the 
ladi^  as  possible.  But  Peter  having  made  up  bis  otind 
that  a  hero  should  only  look  straight  forward,  did  not  con- 
descend to  turn  round  to  perceive  the  irregularity  of  hi» 
line.  Secure  in  bis  own  existence,  he  stood  truculently 
forth,  facing  the  squire,  and  prepared  to  receive  his  plaudits. 

Madeline  and  Aram  sat  apart  at  one  corner  of  the  hearth, 
and  EUinor  leaned  over  the  chair  of  the  former ;  the  mirth 
that  she  struggled  to  suppress  from  being  audible  naotlipg 
over  her  arch  face  and  laughing  eyes;  while  the  aqiiii^ 
taking  the  pipe  from  his  mouth,  turned  round  on  bis  e^BJ 
chair,  and  nodded  complacently  to  the  little  corp»  aad  at 
great  commander, 

"  We  are  all  r6ady  now,  your  honour,"  said  Peter,  in  a 
voice  that  did  not  seem  to  belong  to  his  body,  so  big- did 
it  sound, — "all  hot,  all  eager." 

"  Why  you  yourself  are  a  host,  Peter,"  said  ElUnor, 
with  affected  gravity  ;  "  your  sight  alone  would  frightea 
an  army  of  robbers :  who  could  have  thought  you  coald 
assume  so  military  an  air?  The  corporal  himself  wa» 
never  so  upright!" 

"  I  have  practised  my  present  nattitude  all  the  day, 
miss,"  said  Peter,  proudly;  "aud  1  believe  I  may  now  say 
as  Mr.  Stemhold  says  or  sings,  in  the  twenty-sixth  Psaln^ 
verse  twelfth,  — 

'  Mv  fool  IB  Btajsd  for  all  saBajs, 
II  BtBDd«lh  well  and  rigllC; 
■Wberefore  to  God  will  1  give  praiaa 
Id  all  tlie  people's  siglil  I ' 

Jacobina,  behave  yourself,  child.  I  don't  think,  your 
honour,  that  we  miss  the  corporal  so  much  as  1  fancied 
at  first,  for  we  all  does  very  well  without  him." 

"  Indeed,  you  are  a  most  worthy  substitute,  Pebei. 
And  now,  Nell,  just  reach  me  my  hat  and  cloak :  I  will  tet 
you  at  your  posts  :  you  will  have  an  ugly  night  of  k." 

"  Very,  indeed,  your  honour,"  cried  all  the  arayi 
speaking  tor  the  first  time, 

"  Silence —  order — discipline,"  said  Peter,  gniffly. 
"March  I" 
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•^j^^BuiJ  'instead  of  marching  across  the  hall,  the  recruits 
Uk^cHftd'  ttp  one  after  the  other,  like  a  flock  of  geese, 


tllidtti  Jacobina  might  be  supposed  to  have  set  in  motion, 
Ithlt.ekch  scraping  to  the  ladies,  as  they  shuiBBed,  sneaked, 
b^nffled,  and  bustled  out  at  the  door. 
\ ;:  u=^,j  are  well  guarded  now,  Madeline,"  said  EUinor. 
*I  fkh6y  we  may  go  to  sleep  as  safely  as  if  there  were  not 
Cii^otutebreaker  in  the  world." 

■  "Why,"  said  Madeline,  "let  us  trust  they  will  be 
iikM'  efficient  than  they  seem,  though  I  cannot  persuade 
niyMlf  that  we  shall  really  need  them.  One  might  almost 
as  irell  conceive  a  tiger  in  our  arbour,  as  a  robber  in 
Ghrassdale.  But  dear,  dear  Eugene,  do  not — do  not  leave 
08 this  night :  Walters  room  is  ready  for  you,  and  if  it 
irere  only  to  walk  across  that  valley  in  such  weather,  it 
would  be  eroel  to  leave  us.  Let  me  beseech  you  ;  come, 
you  cannot,  you  dare  not,  refuse  me  such  a  favour." 

Ariim  pleaded  his  vow,  but  it  was  over-ruled ;  Made- 
fine  proved  herself  a  most  exquisite  casuist  in  setting  it 
irfde^  One  by  one  his  objections  were  broken  down  ; 
Ad  how,  as  he  gazed  into  those  eyes,  could  he  keep  any 
resolution  that  Madeline  wished  him  to  break?  The 
power  she  possessed  over  him  seemed  exactly  in  proportion 
lo  his  impregnability  to  every  one  else.  The  surface  on 
which  the  diamond  cuts  its  easy  way  will  yield  to  no 
more  ignoble  instrument ;  it  is  easy  to  shatter  it,  but  by 
only  one  substance  can  it  be  impressed.  And  in  this 
instance  Aram  had  but  one  secret  and  strong  cause  to 
prevent  his  yielding  to  Madeline's  wishes;  —  if  he  re- 
mained at  the  house  this  night,  how  could  he  well  avoid 
ft  similar  compliance  the  next?  And  on  the  next  was 
hu  interview  with  Houseman.  This  reason  was  not,  how- 
ever, strong  enough  to  enable  him  to  resist  Madeline's 
•oft  entreaties;  he  trusted  to  the  time  to  furnish  him 
With  excuses ;  and  when  Lester  returned,  Madeline,  with 
a  tritmiphant  air,  informed  him  that  Aram  had  consented 
Co  be  their  guest  for  the  night. 

**  Your  influence  is,  indeed,  greater  than  mine,"  said 
Z^estefv  wringing  his  hat  as  the  delicate  Angers  of  EUinor 
kxMened  his  cloak ;  <<  yet  one  can  scarcely  think  our  friend 
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»acrifices  much  in  concession,  after  proving  tlie  weather 
without.  I  should  pity  our  poor  patrol  most  exceedingly, 
if  I  were  not  thoroughly  assured  that  within  two  hoon 
every  one  of  them  will  have  quietly  slunk  home ;  and  even 
Peter  himself,  when  he  has  exhausted  his  bottle,  will  be 
the  first  to  set  the  example.  However,  I  have  stationed 
two  of  the  men  near  our  house,  and  the  rest  at  equal 
distances  along  the  village." 

"Do  you  really  think  they  will  go  home,  sir?*'  said 
EUinor,  in  a  little  alarm ;  "  why  they  would  be  worse 
than  I  thought  them,  if  they  were  driven  to  bed  by  the 
rain.  I  knew  they  could  not  stand  a  pistol,  but  a 
shower,  however  hard,  I  did  imagine  would  scarcely 
quench  their  valour." 

"  Never  mind,  girl,"  said  Lester,  gaily  chucking  het 
under  the  chin,  "  we  are  quite  strong  enough  now  to  reatk 
them.  You  see  Madeline  has  grown  as  brave  as  a  lumessi 
— Come,  girls,  come,  let's  have  supper,- and  stir  up  ^ 
fire.     And,  Nell,  where  are  my  slippers  ?  " 

And  thus  on  the  little  family  scene,  the  cheerful  wood 
fire  fiickeriug  against  the  polished  wainscot;  the  supper^ 
table  arranged,  the  squire  drawing  his  oak  chair  towards 
it,  Ellinor  mixing  his  negus ;  and  Aram  and  Madeline, 
though  three  times  summoned  to  the  table,  and  having 
three  times  answered  to  the  summons,  still  lingering  apart 
by  the  hearth — let  us  drop  the  curtain. 

We  have  only,  ere  we  close  our  chapter,  to  observe^ 
that  when  Lester  condncted  Aram  to  his  chamber  he 
placed  in  his  hands  an  order,  payable  at  the  county  town, 
for  three  hundred  pounds.  **  The  rest,"  he  said  in  a 
whisper,  "  is  below,  where  I  mentioned  ;  and  there,  in  my 
secret  drawer,  it  had  better  rest  till  the  morning." 

The  good  squire  then,  putting  his  finger  to  his  lip, 
hurried  away,  to  avoid  the  thanks;  which,  indeed,  how* 
ever  he  might  feel  them,  Aram  was  no  dexterous  adept  is 
expressing. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THE  SISTERS  ALONE. — THE  GOSSIP  OF  LOVE. — AN  ALARM, 

AND  AN  EVENT. 

"  Juliet.  My  trae  love  is  grown  to  such  excess, 
I  cinnot  Slim  up  half  my  sum  of  wealth.'-— .Borneo  and  Juliet* 

**  Eros,  Oh,  a  man  in  arms ; 
His  weapon  drawn  too  !'*_  The  False  One, 

It  was  la  Cttstom  with  the  two  sisters,  when  they  repaired 
taiheir  chamber  for  the  night,  to  sit  conversing,  some- 
tuiiea  even  for  hours,  before  they  finally  retired  to  hedi. 
This,  indeed,  was  the  usual  time  for  their  little  con- 
fidenoea,  and  their  mutual  dilations  over  those  hopes  and 
plans  for  the  future,  which  always  occupy  the  larger 
•bare  of  the  thoughts  and  conversation  of  the  young.  I 
do  not  know  any  thing  in  the  world  more  lovely  than 
fuch  conferences  between  two  beings  who  have  no  secrets 
to  relate  but  what  arise,  all  fresh,  from  the  springs  of  a 
guiltless  heart, — those  pure  and  beautiM  mysteries  of  an 
unsullied  nature  which  warm  us  to  hear ;  and  we  think '' 
with  a  sort  of  wonder  when  we  feel  how  arid  experience 
has  niade  ourselves,  that  so  much  of  the  dew  and  sparkle 
of  existence  still  linger  in  the  nooks  and  valleys,  which 
are  aa  yet  virgin  of  the  sun  and  of  mankind. 

The  sisters  this  night  were  more  than  commonly  in- 
^ifferaat  to  sleep.  Madeline  sat  by  the  small  but  bright 
hearth  of  the  chamber,  in  her  night  dress,  and  Ellinor, 
vlio  was  fnuch  prouder  of  her  sisters  beauty  than  her 
pwn,  was  employed  in  knotting  up  the  long  and  lustrous 
hair  which  fell  in  rich  luxuriance  over  Madeline's  throat 
;uid  shoulders. 

"  There  certainly  never  taas  such  beautiful  hair  I "  said 
flliapr,  admirinjBfly.   **  And,  let  me  see, — yes,  —on  Thurs- 
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day  fortnight  I  may  be  dressing  it,  perhapo,  fer 
time — heigho  r*  * ^:  •' 

'<  Don't  flatter  yourself  that  you  are  so  near  the  end  of 
your  troublesome  duties/'  said  Madeline,  with  her  pretlgr 
smile,  which  had  been  much  brighter  and  more  Ireqaent 
of  late  than  it  was  formerly  wont  to  be ;  so  that  Letter  had 
remarked,  '*  That  Madeline  really  appeared  to  have  he* 
come  the  lighter  and  gayer  of  the  two." 

**  You  will  often  come  to  stay  with  us  for  weeks  toge- 
ther, at  least  till^ — till  you  have  a  double  right. to  be  nuB* 
tress  here.  Ah  I  my  poor  hair, — you  need  not  puH  it  ee 
hard." 

<<Be  quiet,  then,"  said  Ellinor,  half  langhiiigy  and 
wholly  blushing. 

<<  Trust  me,  I  have  not  been  in  love  mjrself  wiUumt 
learning  its  signs ;  and  I  venture  to  prophesy  that  within 
six  months  you  will  come  to  consult  me  whether  or  sot 
•-^for  there  is  a  great  deal  to  be  said  on  both  side»6f  the 
question — you  can  make  up  your  mind  to  sacrifice  yoar 
own  wishes  and  marry  Walter  Lester.  Ah!-— geii^9 
gently  I     Nell  — 

"  Promise  to  be  quiet. 
"  I  will — I  will ;  but  you  began  it. 
As  Ellinor  now  finished   her  task,  and   kissed  her 
sister's  forehead,  she  sighed  deeply. 
"  Happy  Walter  !  *'  said  Madeline. 
"  I  was  not  sighing  for  Walter,  but  for  you." 
"  For  me  ? — impossible  I     I  cannot  imagine  any  pait 
of  my  future  life  that  can  cost  you  a  sigh.     Ah,  that  I 
were  more  worthy  of  my  happiness ! " 

"Well,  then,"  said  Ellinor,  "I  sighed  for  myself; — I 
sighed  to  think  we  should  so  soon  be  parted,  and  that 
the  continuance  of  your  society  would  then  depend,  not 
on  our  mutual  love,  but  the  will  of  another." 

"  What,  Ellinor,  and  can  you  suppose  that  Eugeney— 
— my  Eugene, — would  not  welcome  you  as  warmly  as 
myself?  Ah  I  you  misjudge  him;  1  know  you  have  not 
yet  perceived  how  tender  a  heart  lies  beneath  all  thai 
melancholy  and  reserve." 

^^I  feel,  indeed,"  said  Ellinor,  warmly^  *<a8  if  it 
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mfbmSbimABt  one  whom  you  love  should  not  be  all  that 
•  good  and  noble :  yet  if  this  reserve  of  his  should  in- 
avisttt  least  possible,  with  increasing  years;  if  our 
■bottld  become  again,  as  it  once  was,  distasteful  to 
flkouki  I  not  lose  you,  Madeline  ? '' 
bi«:**^SBfc  Jiis  reserve  caunot  increase :  do  you  not  perceive 
hvir  wmA  it  is  softened  already  ?  Ah  I  be  assured  that  I 
will  charm  it  away." 

•^.'^Jftnt  what  is  the  cause  of  the  melancholy  that  even 
tmi  9t  tnaes,  evidently  preys  upon  him  ?  Has  he  never 
nrealai  it  to  you  ?  " 

"  It  is  merely  the  early  and  long  habit  of  solitude  and 
iMy,  Eltinor,'*  replied  Madeline :  <<  and  shall  I  own  to 
you,  I  would  scarcely  wish  that  away?  His  tenderness 
itetf  seems  linked  with  his  melancholy ;  it  is  like  a  sad 
bQH. gentle  music,  that  brings  tears  into  our  eyes,  but 
vhich  we  would  not  change  for  gayer  airs  for  the  world." 
.•.•►r**W-efl,  I  must  own,"  said  EUinor,  reluctantly,  "that  I 
nv, longer  wonder  at  your  infatuation;  I  can  no  longer 
Mittj^  as  I  once  did :  there  is,  assuredly,  something  in 
his  voice,  his  look,  which  irresistibly  sinks  into  the  heart. 
And  there  are  moments  when,  what  with  his  eyes  and 
forehead,  his  countenance  seems  more  beautiful,  more  im- 
(NMsive^  than  any  I  ever  beheld.  Perhaps,  too,  for  you, 
it  is  better  that  your  lover  should  be  no  longer  in  the  first 
ftush  of  youth.  Your  nature  seems  to  require  something 
to  venerate  as  well  as  to  love.  And  I  have  ever  observed 
it  prayef^  that  you  seem  more  especially  rapt  and  carried 
beyond  yourself,  in  those  passages  which  call  peculiarly 
Tor  worship  and  adoration." 

*  -- "  Yesj  dearest,"  said  Madeline,  fervently,  "  I  own  that 
Bnpeaeis  of  all  beings,  not  only  of  all  whom  I  ever  knew 
botoitwiiom  I  ever  dreamed,  or  imagined,  the  one  that  I 
Eun  most  fitted  to  love  and  to  appreciate.  His  wisdom, 
but noer  than  that  the  lofty  tenpr  of  his  mind,  calb  forth 
A  tjAot*  iv  laghest  and  best  in  my  own  nature.  I  feel 
eRaltodL:when  I  listen  to  him  ; — and  yet,  how  gentle,  with 
ril4)iaAjiobleness  I  And  to  think  that  he  should  descend 
to  love  me,  and  so  to  love  me  I  It  is  as  if  a  star  were  to 
IcfHFwitBiiplierer' 
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<<  Hark  I  one  o*clock/'  said  Ellino?)  as  tiie  dcepivmoe 
of  the  clock  told  the  first  hour  of  morning.  *<  HeanreBs^ 
how  much  louder  the  winds  rave  I  And  how  the  heawgi 
tXeet  drives  against  the  window  I  Our  poor  watch  srith- 
out !  — but  you  may  be  sure  my  father  was  right,  and  they 
are  safe  at  home  by  this  time ;  nor  is  it  likelj,  I  diould 
think,  that  even  robbers  would  be  abroad  in  such  wear 
ther ! " 

*^I  have  heard,"  said  Madeline,  <Uhat  robbers  gene- 
rally choose  these  dark  stormy  nights  for  their  dengBS ; 
but  I  confess  I  don't  feel  much  alarm,  and  Ae  is  in  the 
house.  Draw  nearer  to  the  fire,  EUinor ;  is  it  not  pleasant 
to  see  how  serenely  it  bums,  while  the  storm  howla  wiUh 
out?  It  is  like  my  Eugene*s  soul,  luminous  and  lone 
amidst  the  roar  and  darkness  of  this  unquiet  world !" 

*^  There  spoke  himself,"  said  EUinor,  smiling  to  per* 
ceive  how  invariably  women,  who  love,  instate  the  tone  of 
the  beloved  one.     And  Madeline  felt  it,  and  smiled  too. 

"  Hist ! "  said  l^llinor,  abruptly  ;  "  did  you  not  hear  a 
low,  grating  noise  below  ?  Ah  I  the  winds  now  prevent 
your  catching  the  sound ;  but  hush,  hush  I — now  the  wind 
pauses,  —  there  it  is  again  ! " 

"  Yes,  I  hear  it/'  said  Madeline,  turning  pale  j  "  it 
seems  in  the  little  parlour ;  a  continued,  harsh,  but  very 
low,  noise.  Good  heavens  I  it  seems  at  the  window 
below.'' 

"  It  is  like  a  file,"  whispered  EUinor ;  "  perhaps " 

"  You  are  right,"  said  Madeline,  suddenly  rising ;  "  it 
is  a  file,  and  at  the  bars  my  father  had  fixed  against  the 
window  yesterday.    Let  us  go  down  and  alarm  the  house." 

"  No,  no ;  for  God's  sake,  don't  be  so  rash,"  cried 
EUinor^  losing  all  presence  of  mind :  "  hark  I  the  soui^d 
ceases,  there  is  a  louder  noise  below, — and  steps.  Let  us 
lock  the  door." 

But  Madeline  was  of  that  fine  and  high  order  of  spirit 
which  rises  in  proportion  to  danger,  and  calming  her  sbter 
as  well  as  she  couid,  till  she  found  her  attempts  wholly 
ineffectual,  she  seized  the  light  with  a  steady  hand,  opened 
the  door,  and,  EUinor  still  cUnging  to  her,  passed  the 
/ai2dii7g-place,  and  liastened  lo  her  father'^  room :  he  9k^ 
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flbitiie  ^oyipdsite  corner  of  the  staircase.  Aram's  chamber 
Iras  «fe  tkft  extreme  end  of  the  house.  Before  she  reached 
lhB!^l6or  of  Lester's  apartment,  the  nobe  below  grew  loud 
aiBd  dutinet — a  scuffle  —  voices — curses — and  now — the 
sound  oi  a  pistol  I  —  in  a  moment  more  the  whole  house 
«fe»  atirringw  Lester  in  his  night  robe,  his  broad  sword 
m  Us  hand,  and  his  long  grey  hair  floating  behind,  was 
the  first  to  appear :  the  servants,  old  and  young,  male  and 
femaley  now  came  thronging  simultaneously  round ;  and 
in-a  gmeni  body,  Lester  several  paces  at  their  head,  his 
dsoghtevB  following  next  to  him,  they  rushed  to  the 
fpartment  whence  the  noise,  now  suddenly  stilled,  had 
proceeded. 

The  window  was  opened,  evidently  by  force:  an 
inatrument  like  a  wedge  was  fixed  in  the  bureau  con-* 
taning  Lester's  money,  and  seemed  to  have  been  left 
ihefe^  a^  if  the  person  using  it  had  been  disturbed  before 
the  design  for  which  it  was  introduced  had  been  accom- 
plished, and  (the  only  evidence  of  life)  Aram  stood, 
dtemedf  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  a  pistol  in  his  left 
hand,  a  sword  in  his  right ;  a  bludgeon  severed  in  two  lay 
at  his  feet,  and  on  the  floor  within  two  yards  of  him, 
towards  the  window,  drops  of  blood  yet  warm,  shewed 
that  the  pistol  had  not  been  discharged  in  vain. 

**  And  is  it  you,  my  brave  friend,  that  I  have  to  thank 
for  our  safety  ?  "  cried  Lester,  in  great  emotion. 

*^  Yon,  Eugene  I "  repeated  Madeline,  sinking  on  his 
breast. 

**But  thanks  hereafter,"  continued  Lester;  "let  us 
now  to  the  pursuit,  —  perhaps  the  villain  may  have 
perished  beneath  your  bullet?" 

"Hal"  muttered  Aram,  who  had  hitherto  seemed 
vnconacious  of  all  around  him  ;  so  fixed  had  been  his  eye, 
80  colourless  his  cheek,  so  motionless  his  posture.  "  Ha  \ 
say  yen  so  ?  —  think  you  I  have  slain  him  ?  — No,  it  can^ 
not  be— r the  ball  did  not  slay  ;  I  saw  him  stagger ;  but  he 
nllMd'— not  so  one  who  receives  a  mortal  wound  I — Ha  I 
ha  !-— there  is  blood,  you  say :  that  is  true ;  but  what  then? 
—it  18  not  the  first  wound  that  kills;  you  must  strike 
•gaiB.-^Poob,  pooh  I  what  is  a  little  blood?" 
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While  he  was  thus  muttering,  Lester  and  ^  tike 'W6?9 
active  of  the  servants  had  already  sallied  throrogfa^^tli^ 
window;  but  the  night  was  so  intensely  dark . th3\^(h^ 
could  not  penetrate  a  step  beyond  them.  Lester  TetdniedL 
therefore,  in  a  few  moments ;  and  met  AramV  daft''  ^Mf 
fixed  upon  him  with  an  unutterable  expression  of  iinitieijri 

"  You  h&ve  found  no  one  ?"  said  he,  "no  dying  iprAJir? 
—Ha  I — well — ^well — well  I  they  must  both  have 'esdipdi'i 
the  night  must  favour  them."  i  ^*y-  f 

"  Do  you  fancy  the  villain  was  severely  wounded  ?**■ ' 

"Not  so — I  trust  not  so;  he  seemed  able  to -^^ — ^ 
But  stop — oh  God  I — stop  I — your  foot  is  dabbling  id 
blood — blood  shed  by  mc, — off  I  offi" 

Lester  moved  aside  with  a  quick  abhorrence,  |i  he 
saw  that  his  feet  were  indeed  smearing  the  blood "ovtf 
the  polished  and  slippery  surface  of  the  oak  boards  and 
in  moving  he  stumbled  against  a  dark  lantern  iir  whieli 
the  light  still  burned,  and  which  the  robbers  in  thdir  JBjglJt 
had  left. 

"  Yes,"  said  Aram,  observing  it,  "  it  was  by  that, 
their  own  light,  that  I  saw  them  —  saw  their  faces — and 
— and — ^^(bursting  into  a  loud,  wild  laugh)  they  were  (o£ll 
strangers  I " 

"  Ah,  I  thought  so,  I  knew  so,"  said  Lester,  pluckmg 
the  instrument  from  the  bureau.  "I  knew  they  could  be 
no  Grassdale  men.  What  did  you  fancy  they  could  be  ? 
But  —  bless  me,  Madeline — what  ho  !  help  I  —  Aram,  she 
has  fainted  at  your  feet  I " 

And  it  was  indeed  true  and  remarkable,  that  so  utter 
had  been  the  absorption  of  Aram*s  mind,  that  he  had  been 
insensible  not  only  to  the  entrance  of  Madeline,  but  even 
that  she  had  thrown  herself  on  his  breast.  And  she,  over- 
come by  her  feelings,  had  slid  to  the  ground  from  that 
momentary  resting-place,  in  a  swoon  which  Lester,  in  the 
general  tumult  and  confusion,  was  now  the  first  to 
perceive. 

At  this  exclamation,  at  the  sound  of  Madeline's  name^ 

the  blood  rushed  back  from  Aram's  heart,  where  it  had 

gathered,  icy  and  curdling;  and,  awakened  thoroughly  and 

at  once  to  himself,  he  kueVt  dQN7w>  and  weaving  his  arms 
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l^jgl^id.l^r,  supported  her  head  on  his  breast,  and  called 
iQipi^iJE^.  with  the  most  passionate  and  moving  excla-^ 

j^^fpnt  when  the  faint  bloom  retinged  her  cheek,  and  her 
fl^lTf^  Jhe  printed  a  long  kiss  on  that  cheek — on  those 
i -surrendered  his  post  to  Ellinor;  who,  blushing]  j 
the  robe  over  the  beautiful  breast  from  which  it 
jc|Q,  .slightly  drawn,  now  entreated  all,  save  the 
vcHtfen  of  the  house,  to  withdraw  till  her  sister  was 
rertovedbv 

_  Iiester>  eager  to  hear  what  his  guest  could  relate,  there- 
ftire  ^Ofgik;  Aram  to  his  own  apartment,  where  the  parti- 
imlan  were  briefly  told. 

^ .  3Qspccting,  which  indeed  was  the  chief  reason  that  ex- 
onieid  him  to  himself  in  yielding  to  Madeline's  request, 
ifjia^  the  men  Lester  and  himself  had  encountered  in  their 
HJ^ixig  walk  might  be  other  than  they  seemed,  and  that 
lt|ira[:'|iught  have  well  overheard  Lester's  communication  as 
iotne  sum  in  his  house,  and  the  place  where  it  was  stored; 
]g^:i|ad  not  undressed  himself,  but  kept  the  door  of  his 
min  open  to  listen  if  any  thing  stirred.  The  keen  sense 
i^beaxing,  which  we  have  before  remarked  him  to  possess, 
*nabled  him  to  catch  the  sound  of  the  file  at  the  bars,  even 
lefore,  Ellinor,  notwithstanding  the  distance  of  his  own 
wmber  from  the  place,  and  seizing  the  sword  which  had 
>e^  left  in  his  room  (the  pistol  was  his  own),  he  had 
I^Bcended  to  the  room  below. 

«  What  I "  said  Lester,  «  and  without  a  light  ?  " 
.  "  The  darkness  is  familiar  to  me,"  said  Aram.  "  I 
i^ld  walk  by  the  edge  of  a  precipice  in  the  darkest  night 
[f^)u>at  one  false  step,  if  I  had  but  once  passed  it  before. 
[.dicl  not  gain  the  room,  however,  till  the  window  had  been 
Oi)Bed;^  and  by  the  light  of  a  dark  lantern  which' one 
lll'^hein  held,  1  perceived  two  men  standing  by  the  bureau 
n-tb^  Best,  you  can  imagine  ;  my  victory  was  easy,  for  the 
uadgeon,  which  one  of  them  aimed  at  me,  gave  way  at 
IMft^t^  .the  edge  of  your  good  sword,  and  my  pistol 
^uv^red  nae  of  the  other. — There  ends  the  history." 
.,^qJLe8ter  overwhelmed  him  with  thanks  and  praises,  but 
-jglad  to  escape  them,  hurried  away  to  &e^  ^^\fi:t 
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Madeline,  whom  he  now  met  on  the  laodiog-plaoe^  leisiiig 
on  £llinor*s  arm,  and  still  pale.  -  ■.' 

She  gave  him  her  hand,  which  he  for  one  monent 
pressed  passionately  to  his  lips,  but  dropped  the  neit^ 
with  an  altered  and  chilled  air.  And  hastily  obsecvingJit 
would  not  now  detain  her  from  a  rest  which  she 
•much  require,  he  turned  away  and  descended  the 
Some  of  the  servants  were  grouped  around  the  ]^oe -•flf 
encounter ;  he  entered  the  room,  and  again  started  -ct  the 
sight  of  the  blood. 

^<  Bring  water,''  said  he,  fiercely :  ^'  will  you  lei  the 
stagnant  gore  ooze  and  rot  into  the  boards,  to  startle  the 
eye  and  still  the  heart  with  its  filthy  and  unutterable  stain? 
"—Water,  I  say  I  water  I" 

They  hurried  to  obey  him,  and  Lester  coming  into  the 
room  to  see  the  window  redosed  by  the  help  of  boards,  to 
found  the  student  bending  over  the  servants  as  they  pa** 
formed  their  reluctant  task,  and  rating  them  with  a  raleel 
and  harsh  voice  for  the  hastiness  with  which  he  accuaei 
them  of  seeking  to  slur  it  over. 


CHAPTER   VI. 

ARAM  ALONE   AMONG    THE    MOUNTAINS. HIS    SOLILOQUY 

AND    PROJECT.  —  SCENE   BETWEEN   HIMSELF    AND   MA- 
DELINE. 

"  Luce  non  grata  fruor 
Trepidante  semper  corde,  non  mortis  metu 
Sed  "   Seneca  :  Oetaviaf  Act  I. 

The  two  men-servants  of  the  house  remained  up  the  rett 
of  the  night ;  but  it  was  not  till  the  morning  had  pn^resaed 
far  beyond  the  usual  time  of  rising  in  the  fresh  shades  of 
Grassdale,  that  Madeline  and  Ellinor  became  visible ;  even 
Lester  left  his  bed  an  hour  later  than  his  wont;  ud 
knocking  at  Aram's  door,  found  the  student  was  already 
abroad,  while  it  was  evident  that  his  bed  had  not  been 
pressed  during  the  whole  of  the  night.  Lester  descended 
into  the  garden,  and  was  there  met  bj  Peter  Dealtrjf  and 
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t  ^ketacbment  <if  the  band ;  who,  as  common  sense  and 
Lester  had  predicted,  were  indeed,  at  a  very  early  period 
of  the  WBteh,  driven  to  their  respective  homes.  They 
«ere  now  seriously  concerned  for  their  unmanliness,  which 
tkey  passed  off  as  well  as  they  could  upon  their  conviction 
^iiat  nobody  at  Grassdale  could  ever  really  be  robbed ;" 
'  promised,  with  sincere  contrition,  that  they  would  be 
ezcdlent  guards  for  the  future.  Peter  was,  in  sooth, 
wigalariy  chop-fallen,  and  could  only  defend  himself  by 
tn  incoherent  mutter ;  from  which  the  squire  turned  some- 
what impatiently  when  he  heard,  louder  than  the  rest, 
iht  words  **  seventy-seventh  psalm,  seventeenth  verse, — 

"  The  clouds  that  were  both  thick  and  black, 
Did  rain  full  plenteouslj." 

Leaving  the  squire  to  the  edification  of  the  pious  host, 
let  ua  follow  the  steps  of  Aram,  who  at  the  early  dawn 
jbad  quitted  his  sleepless  chaniber,  and  though  the  clouds 
Jt  that  time  still  poured  down  in  a  dull  and  heavy  sleet, 
wandered  away,  whither  he  neither  knew  nor  heeded. 
He  was  now  hurrying,  with  unabated  speed,  though  with 
no  purposed  bourn  or  object,  over  the  chain  of  mountains 
that  backed  the  green  and  lovely  valleys  among  which 
his  home  was  cast. 

"  Yes  I "  said  he,  at  last  halting  abruptly,  with  a  des- 
perate resolution  stamped  on  his  countenance,  ^'  yes !  I 
will  80  determine.  If,  after  this  interview,  I  feel  that  I 
cannot  command  and  bind  Houseman's  perpetual  secrecy, 
1  will  surrender  Madeline  at  once.  She  has  loved  me 
generously  and  trustingly.  I  will  not  link  her  life  with  one 
that  may  be  called  hence  in  any  hour,  and  to  so  dread  an 
■ecoiiiit.  Neither  shall  the  grey  hairs  of  Lester  be  brought, 
with  the  sorrow  of  my  shame,  to  a  dishonoured  and 
BDfcimely  grave.  And  after  the  outrage  of  last  night,  the 
daring  oatrage,  how  can  I  calculate  on  the  safety  of  a  day  ? 
Though  Houseman  was  not  present,  though  I  can  scarce 
bdieve  that  he  knew  or  at  least  abetted  the  attack,  yet 
ikef  were  assuredly  of  his  gang :  had  one  been  seized,  the 
doe  might  have  traced  to  his  detection — and  he  detected, 
what  skmld  I  have  to  dread  ?     No,  Madeline !  no ;  not 


224  BUGENB  ARAir, 

"while  this  sword  hangs  over  me  will  I  subject  <i<e  to  iham 
the  horror  of  my  fate  I " 

This  resolution,  which  was  certainly  genenms,  and  yet 
no  more  than  honest,  Aram  had  no  sooner  arrived  at,  than 
he  dismissed,  at  once,  by  one  of  those  efforts  which  powers 
liil  minds  can  command,  all  the  weak  and  Tadllatif^ 
thoughts  that  might  interfere  with  the  steronesB  of  his 
determination.  He  seemed  to  breathe  more  freely,  and 
the  haggard  wanness  of  his  brow  relaxed  at  least  from  the 
workings  that,  but  the  moment  before,  distorted  its  wonted 
serenity  with  a  maniac  wildness. 

He  pursued  his  desultory  way  now  with  a  calmer  step. 

<'  What  a  night  I"  said  he,  again  breaking  into  the  low 
murmur  in  which  he  was  accustomed  to  hold  commune 
with  himself.  <'  Had  Houseman  been  one  of  the  ruffians 
a  shot  might  have  freed  me,  and  without  a  crime,  for  ever; 
and  till  the  light  flashed  on  their  brows,  I  thought  the 
smaller  man  bore  his  aspect  Ha  I  out,  tempting  thought! 
out  on  thee  I "  he  cried  aloud,  and  stamping  with  his  foot, 
then  recalled  by  his  own  vehemence,  he  cast  a  jealous  and 
hurried  glance  round  him,  though  at  that  moment  his  step 
was  on  the  very  height  of  the  mountains,  where  not  even 
the  solitary  shepherd,  save  in  search  of  some  more  daring 
straggler  of  the  flock,  ever  brushed  the  dew  from  the 
cragged,  yet  fragrant  soil.  "Yet,"  he  said,  in  a  lower 
voice,  and  again  sinking  into  the  sombre  depths  of  his 
revery,  "  It  is  a  tempting,  a  wondrously  tempting  thought 
And  it  struck  athwart  me  like  a  flash  of  lightning  when 
this  hand  was  at  his  throat — a  tighter  strain,  another  mo- 
ment, and  Eugene  Aram  had  not  had  an  enemy,  a  witness 
against  him  left  in  the  world.  Ha  I  are  the  dead  no  foes 
then  ?  are  the  dead  no  witnesses  ? "  Here  he  relapsed 
into  utter  silence,  but  his  gestures  continued  wild,  and  his 
eyes  wandered  round,  with  a  bloodshot  and  unquiet  glare. 
"  Enough,"  at  length  he  said  calmly  ;  and  with  the  manner 
of  one  *  who  has  rolled  a  stone  from  his  lieart;** 
"  Enough  I  I  will  not  so  sully  myself;  unless  all  other 
hope  of  self-preservation  be  extinct.     And  why  despoud? 

•  Eastern  saying. 
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tfaatpfaui'flfaaTe  thought  of  seems  well-laid,  wise,  consum- 
mate at  all  points.  Let  me  consider — forfeited  the  mo« 
neat! he  enters  England — not  given  till  he  has  left  it-—* 
|Hdd  periodically,  and  of  such  extent  as  to  supply  his  wants, 
pteserve  him  ii*om  crime,  and  forbid  the  possibility  of  ex- 
lartiog  more :  all  this  sounds  well ;  and  if  not  feasible  at 
-ksti  why  £Eirewell  Madeline,  and  I  myself  leave  this  land 
fi>E  e¥«r.  Come  what  will  to  me — death  in  its  vilest  shape 
f^let  not  the  stroke  fall  on  that  breast.  And  if  it  be,"  he 
oontimied,  his  face  lighting  up,  "  if  it  be,  as  it  may  yet, 
that  I  can  chain  this  hell-hound,  why,  even  then,  the 
instant  that  Madeline  is  mine  I  will  fly  these  scenes; 
I  will  Beek  a  yet  obscurer  and  remoter  comer  of  earth :  I 
will  choose  another  name  —  Fool  I  why  did  I  not  so 
before?  But  matters  it?  What  is  writ  is  writ.  Who 
can  struggle  with  the  invisible  and  giant  hand  that 
bunched  the  world  itself  into  motion  ;  and  at  whose  pre- 
deeree  we  hold  the  dark  boon  of  life  and  death  ?  " 

It  was  not  till  evening  that  Aram,  utterly  worn  out  and 
exhausted,  found  himself  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Lester's 
house.  The  sun  had  only  broken  forth  at  its  setting,  and 
it  now  glittered  from  its  western  pyre  over  the  dripping 
hedges,  and  spread  a  brief  but  magic  glow  along  the  rich 
famdiBcape  around ;  the  changing  woods  clad  in  the  thou- 
sand dies  of  autumn  ;  the  scattered  and  peaceful  cottages, 
with  their  long  wreaths  of  smoke  curling  upward,  and  the 
grey  and  venerable  walls  of  the  manor-house,  with  the 
church  hard  by,  and  the  delicate  spire,  which,  mixing 
itself  with  heaven,  is  at  once  the  most  touching  and  solemn 
emblem  of  the  faith  to  which  it  is  devoted.  It  was  a 
Sabbath  eve ;  and  from  the  spot  on  which  Aram  stood, 
he  might  discern  many  a  rustic  train  trooping  slowly 
up  the  green  village  lane  towards  the  church ;  and  the 
deep  bell  which  summoned  to  the  last  service  of  the 
day  now  swung  its  voice  far  over  the  sunlit  and  tranquil 
scene* 

But  it  was  not  the  setting  sun,  nor  the  autumnal  land- 
Bcape^  nor  the  voice  of  the  holy  bell,  that  now  arrested  the 
step  of  Aram.  At  a  little  distance  before  him,  leaning  over 
a  gate,  and  seemingly  waiting  till  the  ceasing  of  the  bell 
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should  announce  the  time  to  enter  the  sacred  mansion,  he 
beheld  the  figure  of  Madeline  Lester.  Her  head,  at  the 
moment,  was  averted  from  him.  as  if  she  were  looking  after 
Ellinor  and  her  uncle,  who  were  in  the  churchyard  among 
a  little  group  of  their  homely  neighbours ;  and  he  was  hatf 
in  doubt  whether  to  shun  her  presence,  when  she  suddenly 
turned  round,  and,  seeing  him,  uttered  an  exclamation  <n 
joy.  It  was  now  too  late  for  avoidance  ;  and  calling  to 
his  aid  that  mastery  over  his  features  which,  in  ordinary 
times,  few  more  eminently  possessed,  he  approached  bvi 
beautiful  mistress  with  a  smile  as  serene,  if  not  as  glowing, 
as  her  own.  But  she  had  already  opened  the  gate,  and 
bounding  forward,  met  him  halfway. 

"  Ah,  truant,  truant,"  said  she ;  "  the  whole  day  absent, 
without  inquiry  or  farewell !  After  this,  when  shall  I 
believe  that  thou  really  lovest  me  ? 

*<  But,''  continued  Madeline,  gazing  on  his  countenance^ 
which  bore  witness,  in  its  present  languor,  to  the  fieroe 
emotions  which  had  lately  raged  within,  ^'bnt,  heavens! 
dearest,  how  pale  you  look  I  You  are  fatigued  ;  give  me 
your  hand,  Eugene, — it  is  parched  and  dry.  Come  into 
the  house  ;  —  you  must  need  rest  and  refreshment." 

"  I  am  better  here,  ray  Madeline,  —  the  air  and  the 
sun  revive  me :  let  us  rest  by  the  stile  yonder.  But  you 
were  going  to  church,  and  the  bell  has  ceased." 

"  I  could  attend,  I  fear,  little  to  the  prayers  now,"  said 
Madeline,  "  unless  you  feel  well  enough  and  will  come  to 
church  with  me." 

"  To  church ! "  said  Aram,  with  a  half  shudder.  "  No ; 
my  thoughts  are  in  no  mood  for  prayer." 

"  Then  you  shall  give  your  thoughts  to  me,  and  I,  in 
return,  will  pray  for  you  before  I  rest." 

And  so  saying,  Madeline,  with  her  usual  innocent  frank- 
ness of  manner,  wound  her  arm  in  his,  and  they  walked 
onward  towards  the  stile  Aram  had  pointed  out.  It  was 
a  little  rustic  stile,  with  chestnut-trees  hanging  over  it  on 
either  side.  It  stands  to  this  day,  and  I  have  pleased 
myself  with  finding  Walter  Lester's  initials,  and  Madelines 
also,  with  the  date  of  the  year,  carved  in  half-worn  letters 
on  the  wood,  probably  by  the  hand  of  the  former. 
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'■  They  now  rested  at  this  spot.  AH  around  tbem  was 
Btill  and  solitary  ;  the  groups  of  peasants  had  entered  the 
dmrch,  and  nothing  of  life,  save  the  cattle  grazing  in  the 
jdistant  fields,  or  the  thrush  starting  from  the  wet  bushes, 
irw  visible.  The  winds  were  lulled  to  rest,  and,  though 
pDmewhat  of  the  chill  of  autumn  floated  on  the  air,  it  only 
iMNre  a  balm  to  the  harassed  brow  and  fevered  veins  of  the 
■tadent;  and  Madeline  I — she  felt  nothing  but  his  pre- 
sence. It  was  exactly  what  we  picture  to  ourselves  of  a 
Sabbath  eve,  unutterably  serene  and  soft,  and  borrowing 
from  the  very  melancholy  of  the  declining  year  an  im- 
pressive yet  a  mild  solemnity. 

There  are  seasons,  often  in  the  most  dark  or  turbulent 
periods  of  our  life,  when  (why,  we  know  not)  we  are  sud- 
denly called  from  ourselves,  by  the  remembrances  of  early 
childhood  :  something  touches  the  electric  chain,  and,  lo  I 
a  hoet  of  shadowy  and  sweet  recollections  steal  upon  us. 
The  wheel  rests,  the  oar  is  suspended,  we  are  snatched 
firom  the  labour  and  travail  of  present  life ;  we  are  born 
again,  and  live  anew.  As  the  secret  page  in  which  the 
^aractera  once  written  seem  for  ever  effaced,  but  which,  if 
bieathed  upon,  gives  them  again  into  view ;  so  the  memory 
ean  revive  the  images  invisible  for  years :  but  while  we 
gaze,  the  breath  recedes  from  the  surface,  and  all  one 
moment  so  vivid,  with  the  next  moment  has  become  once 
more  a  blank  I 

**  It  is  singular,"  said  Aram,  "  but  often  as  I  have 
paused  at  this  spot,  and  gazed  upon  this  landscape,  a  like- 
ness to  the  scenes  of  my  childish  life,  which  it  now  seems 
to  me  to  present,  never  occurred  to  me  before.  Yes, 
yonder,  in  that  cottage,  with  the  sycamores  in  front,  and 
the  orchard  extending  behind,  till  its  boundary,  as  we  now 
standj  seems  lost  among  the  woodland,  I  could  fancy  that  I 
looked  upon  my  father*s  home.  The  clump  of  trees  that 
lies  vender  to  the  right  could  cheat  me  readily  to  the  belief 
that  1  saiw  the  little  grove,  in  which,  enamoured  with  the 
first-  passion  of  study,  I  was  wont  to  pore  over  the  thrice-  ' 
fead  book  through  the  long  summer  days ; — a  boy — a 
thoughtful  boy ;  yet,  oh,  how  happy  I     What  worlds  ap- 
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peared  then  to  me  to  open  in  every  page  I  how  exhaustless 
I  thought  the  treasures  and  the  hopes  of  life  I  and  beautifyi) 
on  the  mountain  tops  seemed  to  me  the  steps  to  knowledge  I 
I  did  not  dream  of  all  that  the  musing  and  lonely  passion 
that  I  nursed  was  to  entail  upon  me.  There,  in  the  clefb 
of  the  valley,  or  the  ridges  of  the  hill,  or  the  fragrant 
course  of  the  stream,  I  began  already  to  win  its  history 
from  the  herb  or  flower;  I  saw  nothing  that  I  did  n(Wt 
long  to  unravel  its  secrets ;  all  that  the  earth  nourished 
ministered  to  one  desire: — and  what  of  low  or  sordid  did 
there  mingle  with  that  desire?  The  petty  avaricey  the 
mean  ambition,  the  debasing  love,  even  the  heat,  the 
anger,  the  fickleness,  the  caprice  of  other  men,  did  they 
allure  or  bow  down  my  nature  from  its  steep  and  solitary 
eyrie?  I  lived  but  to  feed  my  mind;  wisdom  was  my 
thirst,  my  dream,  my  aliment,  my  sole  fount  and  sus- 
tenance of  life.  And  have  I  not  sown  the  wind  and 
reaped  the  whirlwind  ?  The  glory  of  my  youth  is  gone,  my 
veins  are  chilled,  my  frame  is  bowed,  my  heart  is  gnawed 
with  cares,  my  nerves  are  unstrung  as  a  loosened  bow : 
and  what,  after  all,  is  my  gain  ?  Oh,  God  I  what  is  my 
gam  ? 

"  Eugene,  dear,  dear  Eugene  I"  murmured  Madeline 
soothingly,  and  wrestling  with  her  tears,  "  is  not  your  gain 
great?  is  it  not  triumph  that  you  stand,  while  yet  young, 
almost  alone  in  the  world,  for  success  in  all  that  you  have 
attempted  ?  " 

"And  what,"  exclaimed  Aram,  breaking  in  upon  her, 
"  what  is  this  world  which  we  ransack  but  a  stupendous 
charnel-house  ?  Every  thing  that  we  deem  most  lovely, 
ask  its  origin? — Decay  I  When  we  rifle  nature,  and 
collect  wisdom,  are  we  not  like  the  hags  of  old,  culling 
simples  from  the  rank  grave,  and  extracting  sorceries  from 
the  rotting  bones  of  the  dead  ?  Every  thing  around  us  is 
fathered  by  corruption,  battened  by  corruption,  and  into 
corruption  returns  at  last.  Corruption  is  at  once  the  womb 
and  grave  of  Nature,  and  the  very  beauty  on  which  we 
gaze  and  hang, — the  cloud,  and  the  tree,  and  the  swarming 
waters, — all  are  one  vast  panorama  of  death  !     But  it  did 
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liot  always  seem  to  me  thus ;  and  even  now  I  speak  with  a 
hieated  pulse  and  a  dizzy  brain.  Come,  Madeline,  let  us 
ehange  the  theme/' 

And  dismissing  at  once  from  his  language,  and  perhaps, 
ii  he  proceeded,  also  from  his  mind,  all  of  its  former 
gloom,  except  such  as  might  shade,  but  not  embitter,  the 
natural  tenderness  of  remembrance,  Aram  now  related,  with 
that  vividness  of  diction,  which,  though  we  feel  we  can 
very  inadequately  convey  its  effect,  characterised  his 
oonversation,  and  gave  something  of  poetic  interest  to  all 
he  uttered,  those  reminiscences  which  belong  to  childhood, 
and  which  all  of  us  take  delight  to  hear  from  the  lips  of  any 
one  we  love. 

It  was  while  on  this  theme  that  the  lights  which  the 
deepening  twilight  had  now  made  necessacry  became  visible 
in  the  church,  streaming  afar  through  its  large  oriel  win- 
dow, and  brightening  the  dark  firs  tlmt  overshadowed  the 
graves  around :  and  just  at  that  moment  the  organ  (a  gift 
from  a  rich  rector,  and  the  boast  of  the  neighbouring 
country),  stole  upon  the  silence  with  its  swelling  and 
solemn  note.  There  was  something  in  the  strain  of  this 
sudden  music  that  was  so  kindred  with  the  holy  repose  of 
the  scene,  and  which  chimed  so  exactly  to  the  chord  that 
now  vibrated  in  Aram^s  mind,  that  it  struck  upon  him  at 
onoe  with  an  irresistible  power.  He  paused  abruptly  "  as 
if  an  angel  spoke  I "  That  sound,  so  peculiarly  adapted  to 
express  sacred  and  unearthly  emotion,  none  who  have  ever 
mourned  or  sinned  can  hear,  at  an  unlooked-for  moment, 
without  a  certain  sentiment  that  either  subdues,  or  elevates, 
or  awes.  But  he, — he  was  a  boy  once  more! — he  was 
again  in  the  village  church  of  his  native  place :  his  father, 
with  his  silver  hair,  stood  again  beside  him;  there  was 
his  mother,  pointing  to  him  the  holy  verse;  there  the  half- 
arch,  half-reverent  face  of  his  little  sister  (she  died  young !), 
— there  the  upward  eye  and  hushed  countenance  of  the 
preacher  who  had  first  raised  his  mind  to  knowledge,  and 
applied  its  food, —  all,  all  lived,  moved,  breathed,  again 
before  him, — all,  as  when  he  was  young  and  guiltless,  and 
at  peace ;  hope  and  the  future  one  word  I 

He  bowed  his  head  lower  and  lower ;  the  hardness  and 
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hypocrisies  of  pride,  the  sense  of  danger  and  of- ^boitxyr 
that,  in  agitating,  still  supported,  the  mind  of  this  resold 
and  scheming  man,  at  once  forsook  him.  Madelioe  fdi 
his  tears  drop  fast  and  burning  on  her  hand,  and  the  WstA 
moment,  overcome  by  the  relief  it  afforded  to  a  heart  pKjf6d 
upon  by  fiery  and  dread  secrets,  which  it  could  Dot  remrii 
and  a  frame  exhausted  by  the  long  and  extreme  te&Mon  d 
all  its  powers,  he  laid  his  head  upon  that  faithful  bosail 
and  wept  aloud. 


CHAPTER  VIL 

ARAm's  secret  expedition.  —  A  SCENE  WORTHY  TH8 
ACTORS. ARAM^S  ADDRESS  AND  POWERS  OF  PERSUA- 
SION   OR    HYPOCRISY. THEIR  RESULT.  —  A   FEARFUt 

NIGHT, ARAM*S  SOLITARY  RIDE  HOMEWARD. ^^WHOU 

HE  MEETS  BY  THE  WAY,  AND  WHAT  HE  SEES. 

Macbeth,  "  Now  o'er  the  one  half  world 

Nature  seems  dead. 

•  *  •  •  • 

DonaWain,  Our  separated  fortune 

Shall  keep  us  both  the  safer. 

*  »  •  •  * 

Old  Man,  Hours  dreadful  and  things  strange."— flJocbstft. 

"And  you  must  really  go  to  *  *  *  *  *,  to  pay  your  im- 
portunate creditor  this  very  evening?  Sunday  is  a  bad 
day  for  such  matters :  but  as  you  pay  him  by  an  order,  it 
does  not  much  signify;  and  I  can  well  understand  yoor 
impatience  to  feel  discharged  of  the  debt.  But  it  is  already 
late;  and  if  it  must  be  so,  you  had  better  start." 

"  True,"  said  Aram,  to  the  above  remark  of  Lestier'a, 
as  the  two  stood  together  without  the  door :  "  bat  do 
you  feel  quite  secure  and  guarded  against  any  renewed 
attack  ?  " 

"  Why,  unless  they  bring  a  regiment,  yes !  I  have  p«< 
a  body  of  our  patrol  on  a  service  where  they  can  scarce 
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Iw  ioeffi'eient,  viz.  I  have  stationed  them  in  the  house 
iwt^ad  of  without ;  and  I  shall  myself  bear  them  company 
Ij^iigh  the  greater  part  of  the  night :  to-morrow  I  shall 
B^move  all  that  I  possess  of  value  to  *  *  *  *  (the  county 
l»wii)  indudlDg  those  unlucky  guineas,  whicli  you  will  not 
e|0e  me  of/' 

"The  order  you  have  kindly  given  me  will  amply 
litisfy  my  purpose,"  answered  Aram.  <<  And  so  there  has 
been  no  clue  to  these  robberies  discovered  throughout  the 
day?" 

"  None :  to-morrow,  the  magistrates  are  to  meet  at 
*  *  *  *,  and  concert  measures :  it  is  absolutely  impossible 
but  that  we  should  detect  the  villains  in  a  few  days,  viz.  if 
they  remain  in  these  parts.  I  hope  to  heaven  you  will  not 
meet  them  this  evening." 

<*  I,  shall  go  well  armed,"  answered  Aram,  "  and  the 

hqrae  you  lend  me  is  fleet  and  strong.     And  now  farewell 

for  the  present.   I  shall  probably  not  return  to  Grassdale 

this  night,  or  if  I  do,  it  will  be  at  so  late  an  hour,  that  I 

shall  seek  my  own  domicile  without  disturbing  you." 

*^  No,  no ;  you  had  better  remain  in  the  town,  and  not 
i^tum  till  morning,"  said  the  squire.  *'  And  now  let  us 
come  to  the  stables." 

To  obviate  all  chance  of  suspicion  as  to  the  real  place  of 
his  destination,  Aram  deliberately  rode  to  the  town  he  had 
mentioned,  as  the  one  in  which  his  pretended  creditor  ex- 
pected him.  He  put  up  at  an  inn,  walked  forth  as  if  to 
visit  some  one  in  the  town,  returned,  remounted,  and  by  a 
circuitous  route  came  into  the  neighbourhood  of  the  place 
in  which  he  was  to  meet  Houseman:  then  turning  into  a 
long  and  dense  chain  of  wood,  he  fastened  his  horse  to  a 
tree,  and  looking  to  the  priming  of  his  pistols,  which  he 
carried  under  his  riding  cloak,  proceeded  to  the  spot  on 
foot. 

The  night  was  still,  and  not  wholly  dark;  for  the  clouds 
lay  scattered  though  dense,  and  suffered  many  stars  to 
gleam  through  the  heavy  air;  the  moon  herself  was  abroad, 
but  on  her  decline,  and  looked  forth  with  a  wan  and  sad- 
dened aspect  as  she  travelled  from  cloud  to  cloud.  It  has 
been  the  necessary  course  of  our  narrative^  to  portray 
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Aram  more  often  than,  to  give  an  exact  notion  6f  bis 
character,  we  could  have  altogether  wished,  in  his  weaker 
moments ;  but  whenever  he  stood  in  the  actual  presence  t^ 
danger,  his  whole  soul  was  in  arms  to  cope  with  it  worthilf : 
courage,  sagacity,   even   cunning,   all  awakened  to  the 
encounter;  and  the  mind  which  his  life  had  so  austerely 
cultivated  repaid  him  in  the  urgent  season  with  its  acote 
address  and  unswerving  hardihood.      The  Devil's  Crag, 
as  it  was  popularly  called,  was  a  spot  consecrated  by  maoy 
a  wild  tradition,  which  would  not,  perhaps,  be  wholly  oot 
of  character  with  the  dark  thread  of  this  tale,  were  we 
in  accordance  with  certain  of  our  brethren,  who  seem  to 
think  a  novel  like  a  bundle  of  wood,  the  more  fagots  it 
contains  the  greater  its  value,  allowed  by  the  rapidity  of 
our  narrative  to  relate  them. 

The  same  stream  which  lent  so  soft  an  attraction  to  the 
valleys  of  Grassdale  here  assumed  a  different  character; 
broad,   black,    and    rushing,   it   whirled   along  a  coune, 
overhung  by  shagged  and  abrupt  banks.     On  the  opposite 
side  to  that  by  which  Aram  now  pursued  his  path,  an 
almost  perpendicular  mountain  was  covered  with  gigantic 
pine  and  fir,  that  might  have  reminded  a  German  wanderer 
of  the  darkest  recesses  of  the  Hartz ;  and  seemed,  indeed, 
no  unworthy  haunt  for  the  weird  huntsman  or  the  forest 
fiend.    Over  this  wood  the  moon  now  shimmered,  with  the 
pale  and  feeble  light  we  have  already  described ;  and  only 
threw  into  a  more  sombre  shade  the  motionless  and  gloomy 
foliage.     Of  all  the  offspring  of  the  forest,  the  fir  beaWj 
perhaps,  the  most  saddening  and  desolate  aspect.    Its  long 
branches,  without  absolute  leaf  or  blossom  ;  its  dead,  dark, 
eternal  hue,  which  the  winter  seems  to  wither  not,  nor  the 
spring  to  revive,  have  I  know  not  what  of  a  mystic  and 
unnatural  life.     Around  all  woodland,  there  is  that  horror 
umbrarum  which  becomes  more  remarkably  solemn  and 
awing  amidst  the  silence  and  depth  of  night :  but  this  is  yet 
more  especially  the  characteristic  of  that  sullen  evergreen. 
Perhaps,* too,  this  effect  is  increased  by  the  sterile  and 
dreary  soil  on  which,  when  in  groves,  it  is  generally  found; 
and  its  verj'  hardiness,  the  very  pertinacity  with  which  it 
draws  its  strange  unftuclualiw^Ufe,  fiom  the  sternest  wastes 
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Old  most  ieluctant  strata,  enhance,  unconsciously,  the 
unrelooine  effect  it  is  calculated  to  create  upon  the  mind. 
lit  this  place,  too,  the  waters  that  dashed  beneath  gave 
yet  additional  wildness  to  the  rank  verdure  of  the  wood, 
Md  contributed,  by  their  rushing  darkness  partially  broken 
by  the  stars,  and  the  hoarse  roar  of  their  chafed  course,  a 
yet  more  grim  and  savage  sublimity  to  the  scene. 
-  Winding  a  narrow  path  (for  the  whole  country  was  as 
fiuooiliar  as  a  garden  to  his  footstep),  that  led  through  the 
kdil  wet  herbage,  almost  along  the  perilous  brink  of  the 
ttream,  Aram  was  now  aware,  by  the  increased  and  deafen- 
ing sound  of  the  waters,  that  the  appointed  spot  was  nearly 
giined ;  and  presently  the  glimmering  and  imperfect  light 
id  the  skies  revealed  the  dim  shape  of  a  gigantic  rock, 
that  rose  abruptly  from  the  middle  of  the  stream ;  and 
vhich,  rude,  barren,  vast,  as  it  really  was,  seemed  now, 
by  the  uncertainty  of  night,  like  some  monstrous  and  de- 
bimed  creature  of  the  waters  suddenly  emerging  from 
their  yexed  and  dreary  depths.  This  was  the  far-famed 
Crag,  which  had  borrowed  from  tradition  its  evil  and 
ominous  name.  And  now,  the  stream,  bending  round 
Rdth  a  broad  and  sudden  swoop,  shewed  at  a  little  distance, 
^ostly  and  indistinct  through  the  darkness,  the  mighty 
W^ateHall,  whose  roar  had  been  his  guide.  Only  in  one 
itreak  a-down  the  giant  cataract  the  stars  were  reflected ; 
and  this  long  train  of  broken  light  glittered  preternatu rally 
forth  through  the  rugged  crags  and  the  sombre  verdure, 
that  wrapped  either  side  of  the  waterfall  in  utter  and  ray  less 
g^m. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  forlorn  and  terrific  grandeur 
of  the  spot ;  the  roar  of  the  waters  supplied  to  the  ear 
what  the  night  forbade  to  the  eye.  Incessant  and  eternal 
they  thundered  down  into  the  gulf;  and  then  shooting 
over  that  fearful  basin,  and  forming  another,  but  a  mimic 
&l]y  dashed  on,  till  they  were  opposed  by  the  sullen  and 
abrupt  crag  below ;  and  besieging  its  base  with  a  renewed 
roar,  sent  their  foamy  and  angry  spray  half  way  up  the 
hoar  ascent. 

At  this  stern  and  dreary  spot,  well  suited  for  such  con- 
foenees  as  Aram  and  Houseman  alone  co\i\d  \io\^\  ^tA 
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which,  whatever  was  the  original  secret  that  linked  tte  two 
men  thus  strangely,  seemed  of  necessity  to  partake  of  a 
desperate  and  lawless  character,  with  dsmger  for  its  main 
topic,  and  death  itself  for  its  colouring,  Aram  now  paused, 
and  with  an  eye  accustomed  to  the  darkness,  looked  around 
for  his  companion. 

He  did  not  wait  long :  from  the  profound  ahadoir  that 
girded  the  space  immediately  around  the  fall»  Hoosemao 
now  emerged  and  joined  the  student.  The  stunning  none 
of  the  cataract  in  the  place  where  they  met,  fbrbade-  any 
attempt  to  converse;  and  they  walked  on  by  the  coune  of 
the  stream,  to  gain  a  spot  less  in  reach  of  the  dealeniog 
shout  of  the  mountain  giant  as  he  rushed  with  his  banded 
waters  upon  the  valley  like  a  foe. 

It  was  noticeable  that  as  they  proceeded,  Aram  walked 
on  with  an  unsuspicious  and  careless  demeanour;  but 
Houseman  pointing  out  the  way  with  his  hand,  not  lead* 
ing  it,  kept  a  little  behind  Aram,  and  watched  his  moticHis 
with  a  vigilant  and  wary  eye.  The  student,  who  had 
diverged  from  the  path  at  Houseman  s  direction,  now 
paused  at  a  place  where  the  matted  bushes  seemed  to  for- 
bid any  farther  progress;  and  said,  for  the  first  time 
breaking  the  silence,  "  We  cannot  proceed ;  shall  this  be 
the  place  of  our  conference  ?  " 

"  No,'*  said  Houseman,  "  we  had  better  pierce  the 
bushes.     I  know  the  way,  but  will  not  lead  it," 

"  And  wherefore  ?  " 

"  The  mark  of  your  gripe  is  still  on  my  throat,"  replied 
Houseman,  significantly;  *'  you  know  as  well  as  I,  that  it 
is  not  always  safe  to  have  a  friend  lagging  behind." 

'*  Let  us  rest  here,  then,"  said  Aram,  calmly,  the  dark- 
ness veiling  any  alteration  of  his  countenance,  which  his 
comrade's  suspicion  might  have  created. 

"  Yet  it  were  much  better,"  said  Houseman,  "  doubt- 
ingly,  "  could  we  gain  the  cave  below." 

'<  The  cave  I "  said  Aram,  starting,  as  if  the  word  had 
a  sound  of  fear. 

"  Ay,  ay:  but  not  St.  Robert's,"  said  Houseman  ;  and 
the  grin  of  his  teeth  was  visible  through  the  dulness  of 
the  shade*     '<  But  come,  give  me  your  hand,  and  I  wiB 
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TfotuT^:  iD  eondnct  you  through  the  thicket: — that  is  your 
left  handi"  afoeerved  Houseman,  with  a  sharp  and  angry 
sospicion  in  fab  tone ;  <<  give  me  the  right." 

'^  As  yoo  will/*  said  Aram,  in  a  subdued,  yet  meaning 
wee,  thiA seemed  to  come  from  his  heart;  and  thrilled, 
for  an  instant,  to  the  bones  of  him  who  heard  it;  '<  as  you 
w3l;  bat  for -fourteen  years  I -have  not  given  this  right 
k^ndf  in  pledge  of  fellowship,  to  living  man ;  you  alone 
desore  the^courtesy — there !  ** 

.   Ho«»eman  hesitated   before  he  took  the  hand  now 
ortended  to  fainu 

^  Priiaw  I  *'  said  he,  as  if  indignant  at  himself;  ^<  what 
leraples  at  a  shadow  I  Come*'  (grasping  the  hand)  "  that's 
veil — so,  so:  now  we  are  in  the  thicket — tread  firm — 
thiaway — hold,"  continued  Houseman,  under  his  breath, 
tt-sn^icion  anew  seemed  to  cross  him;  <'ho1dI  we  can 
lee  each  others  face  not  even  dimly  now:  but  in  this 
hndf  my  right  is  free,  I  have  a  knife  that  has  done  good 
service  ere  this;  and  if  I  feel  cause  to  suspect  that  you 
BWftitafteto  play  me  false,  I  bury  it  in  your  heart  Do  you 
lieedme?** 

"Fool!"  said  Aram,  scornfully,  "I  should  dread  you 
dead  yet  more  than  living." 

Houseman  made  no  answer;  but  continued  to  gripe  on 
through  the  path  in  the  thicket,  which  he  evidently  knew 
Well;  though  even  in  daylight,  so  thick  were  the  trees, 
and  so  artfUlly  had  their  boughs  been  left  to  cover  the 
track,  no  path  could  have  been  discovered  by  one  unac- 
quainted with  the  clue. 

They  had  now  walked  on  for  some  minutes,  and  of  late 
their  steps  had  been  threading  a  rugged,  and  somewhat 
piscipitous  descent :  all  this  while,  the  pulse  of  the  hand 
Houseman  held,  beat  with  as  steadfast  and  calm  a  throbs 
as  iathe  most  quiet  mood  of  learned  meditation;  although 
Aram  could  not  but  be  conscious  that  a  mere  accident,  a 
•Up. of  the  foot,  an  entanglement  in  the  briars,  might 
awaken  the  irritable  fears  of  his  ruffian  comrade,  and  bring 
the  knife  to  his  breast.  But  this  was  not  that  form  of 
death  that  could  shake  the  nerves  of  Aram ;  nor,  though 
amuDg  hb  whole  soul  to  ward  off  one  danger,  Yr^&  \i<&  N<€iL 
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sensible  of  another,  that  might  have  seemed  equally  near 
and  probable,  to  a  less  collected  and  energetic  nature. 
Houseman  now  halted,  again  put  aside  the  boughs,  pro- 
ceeded a  few  steps,  and  by  a  certain  dampness  and  oppres- 
sion  in  the  air,  Aram  rightly  conjectured  himself  in  the 
cavern  Houseman  had  spoken  of. 

"  We  are  landed  now,"  said  Houseman :  "  but  wait,  I 
will  strike  a  light ;  I  do  not  love  darkness,  even  with  an- 
other sort  of  companion  than  the  one  I  have  now  the 
honour  to  entertain ! " 

In  a  few  moments  a  light  was  produced,  and  placed  aloft 
on  a  crag  in  the  cavern ;  but  the  ray  it  gave  was  fieeble 
and  dull,  and  left  all  beyond  the  immediate  spot  is 
which  they  stood  in  a  darkness  little  less  Cimmerian  that* 
before. 

''  Tore  Gad,  it  is  cold,"  said  Houseman,  shivering; 
"  but  I  have  taken  care,  you  see,  to  provide  for  a  fridKTi 
comfort."  So  saying,  he  approached  a  bundle  of  dry 
sticks  and  leaves,  piled  at  one  corner  of  the  eave,  applied 
the  light  to  the  fuel,  and  presently  the  fire  rose  craclding, 
breaking  into  a  thousand  sparks,  and  freeing  itself  gra- 
dually from  the  clouds  of  smoke  in  which  it  was  envel- 
oped. It  now  mounted  into  a  ruddy  and  cheering  flame, 
and  the  warm  glow  played  picturesquely  upon  the  grey 
sides  of  the  cavern,  which  was  of  a  rugged  shape,  and 
small  dimensions,  and  cast  its  reddening  light  over  the 
forms  of  the  two  men. 

Houseman  stood  close  to  the  flame,  spreading  his 
hands  over  it,  and  a  sort  of  grim  complacency  stealing 
along  features  singularly  ill-favoured,  and  sinister  in  their 
expression,  as  he  felt  the  animal  luxury  of  the  warmth. 

Across  his  middle  was  a  broad  leathern  belt,  containing 
a  brace  of  large  horse-pistols,  and  the  knife,  or  rather  dag- 
ger, with  which  he  had  menaced  Aram  —  an  instrument 
sharpened  on  both  sides,  and  nearly  a  foot  in  length. 
Altogether,  what  with  his  muscular  breadth  of  flgure,  his 
hard  and  rugged  features,  his  weapons,  and  a  certain  reck- 
less, bravo  air  which  indescribably  marked  his  attitude  and 
bearing,  it  was  not  well  possible  to  imagine  a  fitter  habitant 
for  that  grim  cave,  or  one  from  whom  men  of  peace,  like 
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Eugene  Aram,  might  have  seemed  to  derive  more  reason* 
Me  cause  of  alarm. 

The  scholar  stood  at  a  little  distance,  waiting  till  his 
companion  ivas  entirely  prepared  for  the  conference,  and 
1b8  pale  and  lofty  features,  hushed  in  their  usual  deep,  but 
at  such  a  moment  almost  preternatural,  repose.     He  stood 
leaning  with  folded  arms  against  the  rude  wall ;  the  light 
leflected  upon  his  dark  garments,  with  the  graceful  riding- 
doak  of  the  day  half  falling  from  his  shoulder,  and  reveal- 
bg  also  the  pistols  in  his  belt,  and  the  sword,  which, 
ifaongh  commonly  worn  at  that  time  by  all  pretending  to 
•aperiority  above  the  lower  and  trading  orders,  Aram 
■sually  waved  as  a  distinction,  but  now  carried  as  a  de- 
fence*    And  nothing  could  be  more  striking  than  the  con- 
trast between  the  ruffian  form  of  his  companion  and  thedor 
licate  and  chiselled  beauty  of  the  student's  features,  with 
^r  air  of  mournful  intelligence  and  serene  command, 
tad  the  slender,  though  nervous  symmetry  of  his  frame. 

^*  Houseman,"  said  Aram,  now  advancing,  as  his  com- 
lade  turned  his  face  from  the  flame  towards  him ;  <<  before 
we  enter  on  the  main  subject  of  our  proposed  commune, 
tell  me,  were  you  engaged  in  the  attempt  last  night  upon 
Lester's  house  ?  " 

"  By  the  fiend,  no  I "  answered  Houseman ;  "  nor  did 
I  learn  it  till  this  morning :  it  was  unpremeditated  till 
within  a  few  hours  of  the  time,  by  the  two  fools  who  alone 
planned  it.  The  fact  is,  that  myself  and  the  greater  part 
of  our  little  band  were  engaged  some  miles  off,  in  the 
western  part  of  the  county.  Two — our  general — spies, 
had  been,  of  their  own  accord,  into  your  neighbourhood 
to  reconnoitre.  They  marked  Lester's  house  during  the 
day*  and  gathered  (as  I  can  say  by  experience  it  was  easy 
to  do)  from  unsuspected  inquiry  in  the  village,  for  they 
wore  a  clown's  dress,  several  particulars  which  induced 
them  to  think  it  contained  what  might  repay  the  trouble 
of  breaking  into  it.  And  walking  along  the  fields,  they 
overheard  the  good  master  of  the  house  tell  one  of  his 
neighbours  of  a  large  sum  at  home ;  nay,  even  describe 
the  place  where  it  was  kept :  that  determined  them ; — 
they  feared  (as  the  old  man  indeed  observed)  that  the 
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sum  might  be  removed  the  next  day  ;  they  had  noted  tlue 
house  sufficiently  to  profit  by  the  description  given :  tbey 
resolved,  then,  of  themselves,  for  it  was  too  late  to  reckon 
on  oyr  assistance,  to  break  into  the  room  in  whi^h  tbe 
money  was  kept — though  from  the  aroused  vigilance  of 
the  frightened  hamlet  and  the  force  within  tbe  house,  th^ 
resolved  to  attempt  no  further  booty.  They  reckoned  an 
the  violence  of  the  storm,  and  the  darkness  of  the  night,  to 
prevent  their  being  heard  or  seen  :  they  were  mistakcD— 
the  house  was  alarmed,  they  were  no  sooner  in  the  luckless 
room,  than " 

'<  Well,  I  know  the  rest.  Was  the  one  wounded  dan^ 
gerously  hurt  ?  " 

"  Oh,  he  will  recover — he  will  recover ;  our  men  are  no 
chickens.  But  I  own  I  thought  it  natural  that  you  might 
suspect  me  of  sharing  in  the  attack;  and  though,  as  I  have 
said  before,  I  do  not  love  you,  I  have  no  wish  to  embroil 
matters  so  far  as  an  outrage  on  the  house  of  your  fat]le^ 
in-law  might  be  reasonably  expected  to  do ; — at  all  events, 
while  the  gate  to  an  amicable  compromise  between  va  is 
still  open." 

"  I  am  satisfied  on  this  head,"  said  Aram,  **  and  I  can 
now  treat  with  you  in  a  spirit  of  less  distrustful  precaution 
than  before.  I  tell  you,  Houseman,  that  the  terms  are  no 
longer  at  your  control ;  you  must  leave  this  part  of  the 
country,  and  that  forthwith,  or  you  inevitably  peridi. 
The  whole  population  is  alarmed,  and  the  most  vigilant  of 
the  London  police  have  been  already  sent  for.  Life  is 
sweet  to  you,  as  to  us  all,  and  I  cannot  imagine  you  so 
mad  as  to  incur,  not  the  risk,  but  the  certainty,  of  losing 
it.  You  can  no  longer,  therefore,  hold  the  threat  of  yonr 
presence  over  my  head.  Besides,  were  you  able  to  do  so, 
I  at  least  have  the  power,  which  you  seem  to  have  fo> 
gotten,  of  freeing  myself  from  it.  Am  I  chained  to  yon- 
der valleys  ?  Have  I  not  the  facility  of  quitting  them  at 
any  moment  I  will?  of  seeking  a  hiding-place,  which 
might  baffle,  not  only  your  vigilance  to  discover  me, 
but  that  of  the  law?  True,  ray  approaching  marriage 
puts  some  clog  upon  my  wing ;  but  you  know  that  I,  of  all 
mcD,  am  not  likely  to  be  tlie  slave  of  passion.     And  what 
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ties  are  strong  enough  to  arrest  the  steps  of  him  who  flies 
from  a  fearful  death  ?  Am  I  using  sophistry  here.  House- 
man ?     Have  I  not  reason  on  my  side  ?  " 

**  What  you  say  is  true  enough,"  said  Houseman,  re- 
kctantly ;  '*  I  do  not  gainsay  it.  But  I  know  you  have 
aot  sought  me,  in  this  spot,  and  at  this  hour,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  denying  my  claims :  the  desire  of  compromise 
done  can  have  brought  you  hither." 

••  You  speak  well,"  said  Aram,  preserving  the  admirable 
coolness  of  his  manner ;  and  continuing  the  deep  and  sa- 
gacious hypocrisy  by  which  he  sought  to  baffle  the  dogged 
eovetousnese  and  keen  sense  of  interest  with  which  he  had 
to  contend.  **  It  is  not  easy  for  either  of  us  to  deceive 
tke  other.  We  are  men,  whose  perception  a  life  of  danger 
has  sharpened  upon  all  points ;  I  speak  to  you  frankly, 
far  disguise  is  unavailing.  Though  I  can  fly  from  your 
reach, — though  I  can  desert  my  present  home  and  my  in- 
tended bride, — I  would  fain  think  I  have  free  and  secure 
choice  to  preserve  that  exact  path  and  scene  of  life  which 
I  have  chalked  out  for  myself:  I  would  fain  be  rid  of  all 
tpprehension  from  you.  There  are  two  ways  only  by  which 
this  security  can  be  won  :  the  first  is  through  your  death  ; 
«— nay,  start  not,  nor  put  your  hand  on  your  pistol ;  you 
have  not  now  cause  to  fe&r  me.  Had  I  chosen  that  method 
of  escape,  I  could  have  effected  it  long  since :  when  months 
ago,  you  slept  under  my  roof, — ay,  slept, — what  should 
have  hindered  me  from  stabbing  you  during  the  slumber? 
Two  sights  since,  when  my  blood  was  up,  and  the  fury 
upon  me,  what  should  have  prevented  me  tightening  the 

Ewp  that  you  so  resent,  and  laying  you  breathless  at  my 
t  ?  Nay,  now,  though  you  keep  your  eye  fixed  on  my 
motions,  and  your  hand  upon  your  weapon,  you  would  be 
no  match  for  a  desperate  and  resolved  man,  who  might 
as  well  perish  in  conflict  with  you  as  by  the  protracted 
accomplishment  of  your  threats.  Your  ball  might  fail — 
{even  now  I  see  your  hand  trembles) — mine,  if  I  so  will 
it,  is  certain  death.  No,  Houseman,  it  would  be  as  vain 
tar  your  eye  to  scan  the  dark  pool  into  whose  breast  yon 
tBttmet  casts  its  waters,  as  for  your  intellect  to  pierce  the 
depths  of  my  mind  and  motives.    Your  mutdet,  VYlov^^vdi 
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self-defence,  would  lay  a  weight  upon  my  Boul,  which; ITdldd 
sink  it  for  ever :  I  should  see,  in  your  death,  new  chanees 
of  detection  spread  themselves  before  me  :  the  tenon  of 
the  dead  are  not  to  be  bought  or  awed  into  sileDce;  I 
should  pass  from  one  peril  into  another ;  and  the  Wb 
dread  vengeance  might  fall  upon  me,  through  the  last  peril, 
even  yet  more  surely  than  through  the  first.  Be  composed, 
then,  on  this  point !  From  my  hand,  unless  yon  urge  it 
madly  upon  yourself,  you  are  wholly  safe.  Let  us  tare 
to  my  second  method  of  attaining  security.  It  lies,  not  in 
your  momentary  cessation  from  persecutions  ;  not  in  yov 
absence  from  this  spot  alone ;  you  must  quit  the  countiy 
— you  must  never  return  to  it — your  home  must  be  cast, 
and  your  very  grave  dug,  in  a  foreign  soil.  Are  you  pre- 
pared for  this  ?  If  not,  I  can  say  no  more ;  and  I  again 
cast  myself  passive  into  the  arms  of  fate." 

"  You  ask,"  said  Houseman,  whose  fears  were  aUayed 
by  Aram's  address,  though,  at  the  same  time,  his  dissolute 
and  desperate  nature  was  subdued  and  tamed  in  spite  of 
himself,  by  the  very  composure  of  the  loftier  mind  with 
which  it  was  brought  in  contact: — "you  ask,"  said  he, 
"no  trifling  favour  of  a  man  —  to  desert  his  country  for 
ever ;  but  I  am  no  dreamer,  to  love  one  spot  better  than 
another.  I  should,  perhaps,  prefer  a  foreign  clime,  as  the 
safer  and  the  freer  from  old  recollections,  if  I  could  live  in 
it  as  a  man  who  loves  the  relish  of  life  should  do.  Shew 
me  the  advantages  I  am  to  gain  by  exile,  and  farewell  to 
the  pale  cliffs  of  England  for  ever  I " 

"  Your  demand  is  just,"  answered  Aram.  "  Listen, 
then.  I  am  willing  to  coin  all  my  poor  wealth,  save  alone 
the  barest  pittance  wherewith  to  sustain  life ;  nay,  more,  I 
am  prepared  also  to  melt  down  the  whole  of  my  possible 
expectations  from  others,  into  the  form  of  an  annuity  to 
yourself.  But  mark,  it  will  be  taken  out  of  my  hands,  so 
that  you  can  have  no  power  over  me  to  alter  the  conditions 
with  which  it  will  be  saddled.  It  will  be  so  vested  that  it 
shall  commence  the  moment  you  touch  a  foreign  clime; 
and  wholly  and  for  ever  cease  the  moment  you  set  foot  on 
any  part  of  English  ground ;  or,  mark  also,  at  the  moment 
of  my  death.     I  shall  then  know  that  no  further  hope  from 
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IftW^  indiice  you  to  risk  this  income;  for,  as  I  should 
■ffftipent  my  aU  in  attaining  it,  you  cannot  even  meditate 
lifr  design  of  extorting  more.  I  shall  know  that  you  will 
ot  menace  my  life ;  for  my  death  would  be  the  destruc- 
ioD  of  yoor  fortunes.  We  shall  live  thus  separate  and 
mare  ftom  each  other ;  you  will  have  only  cause  to  hope 
or  my  safety ;  and  I  shall  have  no  reason  to  shudder  at 
owa.  Through  one  channel  alone  could  I  then  fear; 
Mnely,  that  in  dying  you  should  enjoy  the  fruitless 
eogeanoe  of  criminating  me.  But  this  chance  I  must 
tttieDtly. endure;  you,  if  older,  are  more  robust  and  hardy 
ban  myself — your  life  will  probably  be  longer  than  mine; 
ad*  even  were  it  otherwise,  why  should  we  destroy  one 
inetlier  ?  At  my  death-bed  I  will  solemnly  swear  to  re* 
peet  your  secret ;  why  not  on  your  psurt,  I  say  not 
wear,  but  resolve,  to  respect  mine?  We  cannot  love 
OB  another ;  but  why  hate  with  a  gratuitous  and  demon 
■engeance  ?  No,  Houseman,  however  circumstances  may 
lave  darkened  or  steeled  your  heart,  it  is  touched  with 
inmanity  yet:  you  will  have  owed  to  me  the  bread  of 
I. secure  and  easy  existence — you  will  feel  that  I  have 
trii^ped  myself,  even  to  penury,  to  purchase  the  comforts 
cheerfully  resign  to  you — you  will  remember  that,  in* 
lead  of  the  sacrifices  enjoined  by  this  alternative,  I  might 
lave  sought  only  to  counteract  your  threats,  by  attempting 
,  life  that  you  strove  to  make  a  snare  and  torture  to  my 
mUm  You  will  remember  this ;  and  you  will  not  grudge 
oe  the  austere  and  gloomy  solitude  in  which  I  seek  to 
bvgety  or  the  one  solace  with  which  I,  perhaps  vainly, 
o&avour  to  cheer  my  passage  to  a  quiet  grave.  No, 
lottseman,^  no ;  dislike,  hate,  menace  me  as  you  will,  I 
till  feel  I  shall  have  no  cause  to  dread  the  mere  wanton- 
leat  of  your  revenge." 

These  words,  aided  by  a  tone  of  voice,  and  an  expres- 
MXl  of  countenance  that  gave  them  perhaps  their  chief 
ffect,  took  even  the  hardened  nature  of  Houseman  by 
DCprise :  he  was  affected  by  an  emotion  which  he  could 
vol  have  believed  it  possible  the  man  who  till  then  had 
iJled  him  by  the  humbling  sense  of  inferiority  could 
lavfe  created.    He  extended  his  hand  to  Aram. 
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«  By ,"  he  exclaimed,  with  an  oath  which  we 

spare  the  reader ;  <^  you  are  right  I  you  have  made  me  a» 
helpless  in  your  hands  as  an  infant  I  accept  your  ofo 
— if  I  were  to  refuse  it,  I  should  be  driven  to  the  same 
courses  I  now  pursue.  But  look  you ;  I  know  not  what 
may  be  the  amount  of  the  annuity  you  can  ratae.  I  shall 
«ot,  however,  require  more  than  will  satisfy  my  wanti; 
which,  if  not  so  scanty  as  your  own,  are  not  at  least  very, 
extravagant  or  very  refined.  As  for  the  rest>  if  there  be 
any  surplus,  in  God*s  name  keep  it  for  yourself,  aod  rest 
assured  that,  so  fisur  as  I  am  concerned,  you  shall  be  mo- 
lested no  more." 

<<  No,  Houseman,"  said  Aram,  with  a  half  smile^  '^yoa 
shall  have  all  I  first  mentioned ;  that  is,  all  beyond  what 
nature  craves,  honourably  and  fully.  Man's  best  resohi- 
tions  are  weak  :  if  you  knew  I  possessed  aught  to  spare,  a 
fancied  want,  a  momentary  extravagance,  might  tempt  yoa 
to  demand  it.  Let  us  put  ourselves  beyond  the  posBihle 
reach  of  temptation.  But  do  not  flatter  yourself  by  tbe 
hope  that  the  income  will  be  magnificent.  My  own 
an&uity  is  but  trifling,  and  the  half  of  the  dowry  I  expect 
from  my  future  father-in-law  is  all  that  I  can  at  present 
otHain.  The  whole  of  that  dowry  is  insignificant  as  a 
sum.  But  if  this  does  not  suflice  for  you,  I  must  b^  or 
borrow  elsewhere." 

"  This,  after  all,  is  a  pleasanter  way  of  settling  bufli- 
aess,"  said  Houseman,  ''  than  by  threats  and  anger.  And 
now  I^  will  tell  you  exactly  the  sum  on  which,  if  I  could 
receive  it  yearly,  I  could  live  without  looking  beyond  the 
pale  of  the  law  for  more — on  which  I  could  cheerfullj 
renounce  England,  and  commence  *  the  honest  man.' 
But  then,  hark  you,  I  must  have  half  settled  on  my  little 
daughter." 

"  What  I  have  you  a  child  ?  "  said  Aram,  eagerly,  and 
well  pleased  to  find  an  additional  security  for  his  own 
safety. 

"  Ay,  a  little  girl — my  only  one — in  her  eighth  year. 
She  lives  with  her  grandmother,  for  she  is  motherless ;  and 
that  girl  must  not  be  left  quite  penniless  should  1  be  sum- 
moned hence  before  my  time.    Some  twelve  years  heoce-^ 
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ft  poof  jAne  prottiiises  to  be  pretty — she  may  be  married 
dff  iby  hands ;  but  her  childhood  must  not  be  left  to  the 
dhtficefl  of  beggary  or  shame." 

**  Doubtless  not,  doubtless  not.  Who  shall  say  now 
tkat  we  ever  outlive  feeling?"  said  Aram.  "Half  the 
infiiity  shall  be  settled  upon  her,  should  she  survive  you ; 
but  OD  the  same  condition,  ceasing  when  I  die,  or  the  in^ 
rttat  of  your  return  to  England.  And  now,'  name  the 
Mm  tiliat  you  deem  sufficing." 

*^  Why,'*  said  Houseman,  counting  on  his  fingers,  and 
Dfldtteiing,  "twenty — fifty — wine  and  the  creature  cheap 
abroad — humph  I  a  hundred  for  living,  and  half  as  much 
lilr  pleasure.  Come,  Aram,  one  hundred  and  fifty  guineas 
par  annum,  English  money,  will  do  for  a  foreign  life — 
you  see  I  am  easily  satisfied." 

^  Be  it  so,"  said  Aram  ;  "  I  will  engage,  by  one  means 
or  another,  to  procure  it.  For  this  purpose  I  shall  set  out 
Air  LondcMQ  to-nH)rrow ;  I  will  not  lose  a  moment  in  seeing 
fche  necessary  settlement  made  as  we  have  specified.  But, 
meanwhile,  you  must  engage  to  leave  this  neighbourhood, 
and,  if  possible,  cause  your  comrades  to  do  the  same ; 
ahiuMigh  you  will  not  hesitate,  for  the  saice  of  your  own 
lafiely,  immediately  to  separate  from  them." 

*•  Now  that  we  are  on  good  terms,"  replied  Houseman, 
"  I  will  not  scruple  to  oblige  you  in  these  particulars.  My 
(XHnrades  intend  to  quit  the  country  before  to-morrow ; 
nay,  half  are  already  gone :  by  daybreak  I  myself  will  be 
Bome  miles  hence,  and  separated  from  each  of  them.  Let 
vm  meet  in  London  after  the  business  is  completed,  and 
fclMre  conclude  our  last  interview  on  earth." 

••  What  will  be  your  address  ?  " 

^  In  Lambeth  there  is  a  narrow  alley  that  leads  to  the 
water-side,  called  Peveril  Lane.  The  last  house  to  the 
rigixCy  towards  the  river,  is  my  usual  lodging ;  a  safe  rest- 
ing-plaee  at  all  times,  and  for  all  men." 

*'  There  then  will  I  seek  you.  And  now,  Houseman, 
Tare  yon  well  I  As  you  remember  your  word  to  me,  may 
life  flow  smooth  for  your  child." 

^  Engene  Aram,"  said  Houseman,  ^<  there  is  about  you 
something  against  which  the  fiercer  devil  within  me  would 


244  EUGENE  ARAM< 

rise  in  vain.  I  have  read  that  the  tiger  can  bejcwed  hp 
the  human  eye,  and  you  compel  me  into  submission  by  a- 
spell  equally  unaccountable.  You  are  a  singular  man,  and 
it  seems  to  me  a  riddle  how  we  could  ever  have  been  thus 
connected ;  or  how — but  we  will  not  rip  up  the  past,  it 
is  an  ugly  sight,  and  the  fire  is  just  out  Those  Btonei 
do  not  do  for  the  dark.  But  to  return ; — were  it  only 
for  the  sake  of  my  child,  you  might  depend  upon  me  now; 
better,  too,  an  arrangement  of  this  sort,  than  if  I  had  a 
larger  sum  in  hand  which  I  might  be  tempted  to  fling 
away,  and,  in  looking  for  more,  run  my  neck  into  a  hato, 
and  leave  poor  Jane  upon  charity.  But  come,  it  is  almost 
dark  again,  and  no  doubt  you  wish  to  be  stirring :  -stay,  I 
will  lead  you  back,  and  put  you  on  the  right  tract,  lest 
you  stumble  on  my  friends." 

^'  Is  this  cavern  one  of  their  haunts  ?  *'  said  Aram. 

<<  Sometimes ;  but  they  sleep  the  other  side  of  the 
Devil's  Crag  to-night.  Nothing  like  a  change  of  quarten 
for  longevity  —  eh  ?  " 

"  And  they  easily  spare  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  if  it  be  only  on  rare  occasions,  and  on  the  plea 
of  fainily  business.  Now  then,  your  hand,  as  before. 
Jesu  !  how  it  rains  I — lightning  too! — I  could  look  with 
less  fiear  on  a  naked  sword  than  those  red,  forked,  blinding 
flashes.  —  Hark  !  thunder  !'* 

The  night  had  now,  indeed,  suddenly  changed  its 
aspect ;  the  rain  descended  in  torrents,  even  more  impe- 
tuously than  on  the  former  night,  while  the  thunder  burst 
over  their  very  heads,  as  they  wound  upward  through  the 
brake.  With  every  instant  the  lightning,  broken  from  the 
riven  chasm  of  the  blackness  that  seemed  suspended  as  in 
a  solid  substance  above,  brightened  the  whole  heaven  into 
one  livid  and  terrific  flame,  and  shewed  to  the  two  men 
the  faces  of  each  other,  rendered  deathlike  and  ghastly  by 
the  glare.  Houseman  was  evidently  affected  by  the  fear 
that  sometimes  seizes  even  the  sturdiest  criminals,  when 
exposed  to  those  more  fearful  phenomena  of  the  heavens, 
which  seem  to  humble  into  nothing  the  power  and  the 
wrath  of  man.  His  teeth  chattered,  and  he  muttered 
broken  words  about  the  peril  of  wandering   near  trees 
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Wkeh  the  lightning  was  of  that  forked  character,  acceler- 
atiDg  his  pace  at  every  sentence,  and  sometimes  intemipt^ 
Ing  himself  with  an  ejaculation,  half  oath,  half  prayer,  or 
ft  oongratulation  that  the  rain  at  least  diminished  the 
^BDger.  They  soon  cleared  the  thicket,  and  a  few  minutes 
liMiight  them  once  more  to  the  banks  of  the  stream,  and 
fte  increased  roar  of  the  cataract.  No  earthly  scene, 
perhaps,  could  surpass  the  appalling  sublimity  of  that 
irUch  they  beheld;  —  every  instant  the  lightning,  which 
beeame  more  and  more  frequent,  converting  the  black 
mters  into  billows  of  living  fire,  or  wreathing  itself  in 
hrid  spires  around  the  huge  crag  that  now  rose  in  sight ; 
and  again,  as  the  thunder  rolled  onward,  darting  its  vain 
hry  upon  the  rushing  cataract  and  the  tortured  breast  of 
the  gulf  that  raved  below.  And  the  sounds  that  filled  the 
air  w«re  even  more  fraught  with  terror  and  menace  than 
die  scene ;  —  the  waving,  the  groans,  the  crash  of  the  pines 
OB  the  hill,  the  impetuous  force  of  the  rain  upon  the  whirl- 
ing river,  and  the  everlasting  roar  of  the  cataract,  answered 
ttion  by  the  yet  more  awful  voice  that  burst  above  it  from 
the  clouds. 

They  halted  while  yet  sufficiently  distant  from  the  cata- 
ract to  be  heard  by  each  other.  "  My  path,"  said  Aram, 
BS  the  lightning  now  paused  upon  the  scene,  and  seemed 
^terally  to  wrap  in  a  lurid  shroud  the  dark  figure  of  the 
student,  as  he  stood,  with  his  hand  calmly  raised,  and  his 
oheek  pale,  but  dauntless  and  composed,  — ''  my  path  now 
Iks  yonder :  in  a  week  we  shall  meet  again." 

**  By  the  fiend,"  said  Houseman,  shuddering,  "  I 
fTbuld  not,  for  a  full  hundred,  ride  alone  through  the 
moor  you  will  pass  I  There  stands  a  gibbet  by  the  road. 
Ml  vhich  a  parricide  was  hanged  in  chains.  Pray  Heaven 
Mm  night  be  no  omen  of  the  success  of  our  present 
compact  I" 

"A  steady  heart,  Houseman,"  answered  Aram,  striking 
mto  the  separate  path,  '*  is  its  own  omen." 

The  student  soon  gained  the  spot  in  which  he  had  left 
Ilis  horse;  the  animal  had  not  attempted  to  break  the 
bridle^  but  stood  trembling  from  limb  to  limb,  and  testified 
by  a  quick  short  neigh  the  satisfaction  with  which  it 
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Jiailed  the  approach  of  its  master,  aiid  found  itself  no  longer 
alone. 

Aram  remounted,  and  hastened  once  more  into  tke 
main  road.  He  scarcely  felt  the  rain,  though  the  fierce 
wind  drove  it  right  against  his  path ;  he  scarcely  marked 
the  lightning,  though,  at  times,  it  seemed  to  dart  its  arrows 
on  his  very  form  ;  his  heart  was  absorbed  in  the  soocew  cf 
his  schemes. 

<<  Let  the  storm  without  howl  on,"  thought  he,  ^  that 
within  hath  a  respite  at  last.  Amidst  the  monda  and  rains 
I  can  breathe  more  freely  tiian  I  have  done  on  the 
smoothest  summer  day.  By  the  charm  of  a  deeper  mind 
and  a  subtler  tongue  I  have,  then,  conquered  this  desperate 
foe ;  I  have  silenced  this  inveterate  spy  :  and,  Heaven  be 
praised,  he  too  has  human  ties ;  and  by  those  ties  I  hM 
him  I  Now,  then,  I  hasten  to  London  —  I  arrange  this 
annuity — see  that  the  law  tightens  every  cord  of  the  eooH 
pajct ;  and  when  all  is  done,  and  this  dangerous  man  &iiiy 
departed  on  his  exile,  I  return  to  Madeline,  and  devote  to 
her  a  life  no  longer  the  vassal  of  accident  and  the  hour. 
But  I  have  been  taught  caution.  Secure  as  my  own  pru- 
dence may  have  made  me  from  farther  apprehension  of 
Houseman,  I  will  yet  place  myseU  whol/t/  beyond  his  power: 
I  will  still  consummate  my  former  purpose,  adopt  a  new 
name,  and  seek  a  new  retreat :  Madeline  may  not  know 
the  real  cause ;  but  this  brain  is  not  barren  of  excuse. 
Ah !  '*  as  drawing  his  cloak  closer  round  him,  he  felt  the 
purse  hid  within  his  breast  which  contained  the  order  he 
had  obtained  from  Lester,  —  "  ah  I  this  will  now  add  its 
quota  to  purchase,  not  a  momentary  relief,  but  the  stipend 
of  perpetual  silence.  I  have  passed  through  the  ordeal 
easier  than  I  had  hoped  for.  Had  the  devil  at  his  heart 
been  more  difficult  to  lay,  so  necessary  is  his  absence,  that 
I  must  have  purchased  at  any  cost.  Courage,  Eugene 
Aram  !  thy  mind,  for  which  thou  hast  lived,  and  for  which 
thou  hast  hazarded  thy  soul — if  soul  and  mind  be  distinct 
from  each  other — thy  mind  can  support  thee  yet  through 
every  peril :  not  till  thou  art  stricken  into  idiocy  shalt  thou 
behold  thyself  defenceless.  How  cheerfully,*'  muttered  he, 
after  a  momentary  pause^ — "how  cheerfully,  for  safety, 
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ia  breathe  with  a  quiet  heart  the  air  of  Madeline's 
pfeaenoe,  shall  I  rid  myself  of  all  save  enough  to  defy  waBt* 
And  want  can  never  now  come  to  me,  as  of  old.  He  who 
knows  the  sources  of  every  science  from  which  wealth  is 
wnmght,  holds  even  wealtli  at  his  will." 

Breaking  at  every  interval  into  these  soliloquies,  Aram 
«OBtinued  to  breast  the  storm  until  he  had  won  half  his 
journey,  and  had  come  upon  a  long  and  bleak  moor,  which 
was  the  entrance  to  that  beautiful  line  of  country  in  which 
the  valleys  around  Grassdale  are  embosomed :  faster  and 
faster  came  the  rain ;  and  though  the  thunder-clouds  were 
BOW  behind,  they  yet  followed  loweringly,  in  their  black 
array,  the  path  of  the  lonely  horseman. 

But  now  he  heard  the  sound  of  hoofs  making  towards 
Mm :  he  drew  his  horse  on  one  side  of  the  road,  and  at  that 
iDStanty  a  broad  flash  of  lightning  illumining  the  space 
anmnd,  he  beheld  four  horsemen  speeding  along  at  a  rapid 
gaQop :  they  were  armed,  and  conversing  loudly — their 
oaths  were  heard  jarringly  and  distinctly  amidst  all  the 
more  solemn  and  terrific  sounds  of  the  night.  They  came 
on,  sweeping  by  the  student,  whose  hand  was  on  his  pistol, 
for  he  recognised  in  one  of  the  riders  the  man  who  had 
escaped  unwounded  from  Lester's  house.  He  and  his 
comrades  were  evidently,  then,  Houseman's  desperate  asso- 
dales ;  and  they  too,  though  they  were  borne  too  rapidly 
by  Aram  to  be  able  to  rein  in  their  horses  on  the  spot,  had 
seen  the  solitary  traveller,  and  already  wheeled  round,  and 
called  upon  him  to  halt  I 

The  lightning  was  again  gone,  and  the  darkness  snatched 
the  robbers,  and  their  intended  victim,  from  the  sight  of 
each  other.  But  Aram  had  not  lost  a  moment ;  fast  fied 
his  horse  across  the  moor,  and  when,  with  the  next  flash, 
he  looked  back,  he  saw  the  ruffians,  unwilling  even  for 
booty  to  encounter  the  horrors  of  the  night,  had  followed 
him  but  a  few  paces,  and  again  turned  round ;  still  he 
dashed  on,  and  had  now  nearly  passed  the  moor;  the 
thnnder  rolled  fainter  and  fainter  from  behind,  and  the 
lightning  only  broke  forth  at  prolonged  intervals,  when 
suddenly,  after  a  pause  of  unusual  duration,  it  brought  the 


248  BUOENE  ARAM. 

whole  scene  into  a  light,  if  less  intolerable^  even  more 
livid  than  before.  The  horse,  that  had  hitherto  sped  on 
without  stfurt  or  stumble,  now  recoiled  in  abrupt  affright ; 
and  the  horseman,  looking  up  at  the  cause,  beheld  the 
gibbet,  of  which  Houseman  had  spoken,  immediately  front- 
ing his  path,  with  its  ghastly  tenant  waving  to  and  fro,  as 
the  winds  rattled  through  the  parched  and  arid  bones; 
and  the  inexpressible  grin  of  the  skull  fixed,  as  in  mockery, 
upon  his  countenance. 
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CHAPTER  L 

lir WHICH  WE  RETURN  TO  WALTER. —  HIS  DEBT  OF  GRATI« 
TUDE  TO  MR.  PERTINAX  FILLGRAVE. — ^THE  CORPQBaCs 
ADVICE,  AND  THE  CORPORAL's  VICTORY. 

.    **  Let  a  physician  be  ever  so  exceiient,  there  will  be  those  that 
QBDsore  him.'*..  GU  Bias. 

• 

We  left  Walter  in  a  situation  of  that  critical  nature,  that 
b  would  be  inhuman  to  delay  our  return  to  him  any  longer. 
!rhe  blow  by  which  he  had  been  felled  stunned  him  for  an 
ioBtant ;  but  his  frame  was  of  do  common  strength  and 
hardihood,  and  the  imminent  peril  in  which  he  was  placed 
ierved  to  recall  him  from  the  momentary  insensibility. 
On  recovering  himself,  he  felt  that  the  ruffians  wero 
jngging  him  towards  the  hedge,  and  the  thought  flashed 
ipOD  him  that  their  object  was  murder.  Nerved  by  this 
dea,  be  collected  his  strength,  and  suddenly  wresting  him- 
lelf  from  the  grasp  of  one  of  the  ruffians  who  had  seized 
lim  by  the  collar,  he  had  already  gained  his  knee,  and 
low  hifi  feet,  when  a  second  blow  once  more  deprived  him 
»f  sense. 

When  a  dim  and  struggling  consciousness  recurred  to 
woa^  he  found  that  the  villains  had  dragged  him  to  the 
ipposite  side  of  the  hedge  and  were  deliberately  robbing 
linL  He  was  on  the  point  of  renewing  an  useless  and 
iangerous  struggle^  when  one  of  the  ruf&u^  B8^d)-<- 


252  EUGENE  ARAM. 

"  I  think  he  stirs.  I  had  better  draw  my  knife  acrotf 
his  throat" 

"Pooh,  no  I"  replied  another  voice;  "never  kill  if  it 
can  be  helped :  trust  me  't  is  an  ugly  thing  to  think  of 
afterwards.  Besides,  what  use  is  it?  A  robbery  in  these 
parts  is  done  and  forgotten ;  but  a  murder  rouses  the' 
whole  country." 

"Damnation,  man  I  why,  the  deed 's  done  already:  he'$ 
as  dead  as  a  door-nail." 

"Dead!"  said  the  other,  in  a  startled  voice;  "NcV 
no ! "  and  leaning  down,  the  ruffian  placed  his  hand  oit 
Walter's  heart.  The  unfortunate  traveller  felt  his  flesh 
creep  as  the  hand  touched  him,  but  prudently  abstained 
from  motion  or  exclamation.  He  thought,  however,  as 
with  dizzy  and  half-shut  eyes  he  caught  the  shadowy  and 
dusk  outline  of  the  face  that  bent  over  him,  so  closely  that 
he  felt  the  breath  of  its  lips,  that  it  was  one  that  he  had 
seen  before ;  and  as  the  man  now  rose,  and  the  wan  light 
of  the  skies  gave  a  somewhat  clearer  view  of  his  features^ 
the  supposition  was  heightened,  though  not  absolutrif 
confirmed.  But  Walter  had  no  farther  power  to  observe 
his  plunderers :  again  his  brain  reeled ;  the  dark  trees,  the 
grim  shadows  of  human  forms,  swam  before  his  glazmg 
eye ;  and  he  sunk  once  more  into  a  profound  insensibility 

Meanwhile,  the  doughty  corporal  had,  at  the  first  sight 
of  his  master's  fall,  halted  abruptly  at  the  spot  to  which 
his  steed  had  carried  him ;  and  coming  rapidly  to  the  con- 
clusion that  three  men  were  best  encountered  at  a  distance, 
he  fired  his  two  pistols,  and  without  staying  to  see  if  thej 
took  effect,  which,  indeed,  they  did  not,  galloped  down  the 
precipitous  hill  with  as  much  despatch  as  if  it  had  been 
the  last  stage  to  "  Lunnun." 

"  My  poor  young  master  I "  muttered  he.  "  But  if  the 
worst  comes  to  the  worst,  the  chief  part  of  the  money  *8  in 
the  saddle-bags  any  how ;  and  so,  messieurs  thieves,  you  *lt 
bit— baugh ! " 

The  corporal  was  not  long  in  reaching  the  town,  and 
alarming  the  loungers  at  the  inn-door.  A  posse  comitate 
was  soon  formed ;  and,  armed  as  if  they  were  to  have 
encountered  all  tlie  lobbei^  between  Hounslow  and  the 
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\peimiiie,  a  band  of  heroes,  with  the  corporal,  who  had 
list  deliberately  reloaded  his  pistols,  at  their  head,  set 
iff  to  succour  '^  the  poor  gentlemaii  what  was  already 
onrdered." 

.  They  had  not  got  far  before  they  found  Walter's  horse, 
rhich  had  luckily  broke  from  the  robbers,  and  was  now 
|uietly  regaling  himself  on  a  patch  of  grass  by  the  road- 
ode*  ^^  He  can  get  his  supper,  the  beast  I"  grunted  the 
9orporal,  thinking  of  his  own ;  and  bade  one  of  the  party 
ary  to  catch  the  animal,  which,  however,  would  have  de- 
dined  all  such  proffers,  had  not  a  long  neigh  of  recogni- 
tiiKi  from  the  Roman  nose  of  the  corporal's  steed,  striking 
familiarly  on  the  straggler's  ear,  called  it  forthwith  to  the^ 
Dorporal's  side;  and  (while  the  two  chargers  exchanged 
greeting)  the  corporal  seized  its  rein. 

When  they  came  to  the  spot  from  which  the  robbers 
kud  made  their  sally,  all  was  still  and  tranquil ;  no  Walter 
vaa  to  be  seen  :  the  corporal  cautiously  dismounted,  and 
learched  about  with  as  much  minuteness  as  if  he  were 
lookijig  for  a  pin ;  but  the  host  of  the  inn  at  which  the 
travellers  had  dined  the  day  before,  stumbled  at  once  on 
(be  right  track.  Gouts  of  blood  on  the  white  chalky  soil 
directed  him  to  the  hedge,  and  creeping  through  a  small 
lad  recent  gap,  he  discovered  the  yet  breathing  body  of 
^  yoang  traveller. 

Walter  was  now  conducted  with  much  care  to  the  inn ; 
i  jurgeon  was  already  in  attendance ;  for  having  heard 
thai  a  gentleman  had  been  murdered  without  his  know- 
ledge, Mr.  Pertinax  Fillgrave  had  rushed  from  his  house, 
ind  placed  himself  on  the  road,  that  the  poor  creature 
ought  not,  at  least,  be  buried  without  his  assistance.  So 
sager  was  he  to  begin,  that  he  scarce  suffered  the  unfortu- 
nate Walter  to  be  taken  within,  before  he  whipped  out 
Us .  instruments^  and  set  to  work  with  the  smack  of  an 

Although  the  surgeon  declared  his  patient  to  be  in  the 
psateat  possible  danger,  the  sagacious  corporal,  who 
hooght  himself  more  privileged  to  know  about  wounds 
;{iao  any  man  of  peace,  by  profession,  however  destructive 
)j  practice,  could  possibly  be,  had  himself  exaTam^OiXXv^^ 
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his  master  had  received,  before  he  went  down  to  taste  his 
long-delayed  supper ;  and  he  now  confidently  assared  tfa» 
landlord,  and  the  rest  of  the  good  company  in  the  kitchen^ 
that  the  blows  on  the  head  had  been  mere  fly-bites,  and' 
that  his  master  would  be  as  well  as  ever  in  a  week  at  the 
farthest. 

And,  indeed,  when  Walter  the  very  next  morning  woke- 
firom  the  stupor,  rather  than  sleep,  he  had  undergone,  ks' 
felt  himself  surprisingly  better  than  the  surgeon,  prodacilig! 
his  probe,  hastened  to  assure  him  he  possibly  could  he. 

By  the  help  of  Mr.  Pertinax  FiUgrave,  Walter  waf  de-' 
tained  several  days  in  the  town  ;  nor  is  it  wholly  impiO' 
bable,  but  that  for  the  dexterity  of  the  corporal,  he  migkt 
be  in  the  town  to  this  day ;  not,  indeed,  in  the  oomfortabto 
shelter  of  the  old-fashioned  inn,  but  in  the  colder  quaitsrr 
of  a  certain  green  spot,  in  which,  despite  of  its  nural 
attractions,  few  persons  are  willing  to  fix  a  permanoit 
habitation. 

Luckily,  however,  one  evening,  the  corporal,  who  had 
been,  to  say  truth,  very  regular  in  his  attendance  on  Ui 
master ;  for,  bating  the  selfishness  consequent,  perhaps,  on 
his  knowledge  of  the  world,  Jacob  Bunting  was  a  good- 
natured  man  on  the  whole,  and  liked  his  master  as  well  m 
he  did  any  thing,  always  excepting  Jacobina  and  board- 
wages;  one  evening,  we  say,  the  corporal,  coming  into 
Walter's- apartment,  found  him  sitting  up  in  his  bed,  with 
a  very  melancholy  and  dejected  expression  of  countenance. 

"  And  well,  sir,  what  does  the  doctor  say  ?"  asked  the 
corporal,  drawing  aside  the  curtains. 

"  Ah  I  Bunting,  I  fancy  it  's  all  over  with  me  I" 

"  The  Lord  forbid,  sir  I   You  're  a-jesting,  surely  ?" 

*' Jesting  I  my  good  fellow:  ah!  just  get  me  that 
phial." 

"  The  filthy  stuff  I "  said  the  corporal,  with  a  wry  feoe. 
"  Well,  sir,  if  I  had  had  the  dressing  of  you  —  been  half- 
way to  Yorkshire  by  this.  Man  's  a  worm  ;  and  when  a 
doctor  gets  un  on  his  hook,  he  is  sure  to  angle  for  the 
devil  with  the  bait — augh  I " 

"What  I  you  really  think  that  d d  fellow,  FiUgrave, 

is  keeping  me  on  in  this  way  ?  " 
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-  ^  1b  be  a  fool,  to  give  up  three  phials  a-day,  4s.  6d, 
tem,  ditto,  ditto  ?  "  cried  the  corporal,  as  if  astonished  at 
\m  queotioii.  **  But  don't  you  feel  yourself  getting  a  deal 
totter  every  day?     Don't  you  feel  all  this  ere  stuff  revive 

**  No,  indeed,  I  was  amazingly  better  the  first  day  than 
•mtt  now ;  I  progress  firom  worse  to  worse.  Ah  I  Bunt- 
^  if  Peter  Dealtry  were  here,  he  might  help  me  to  an 
tefopnate  ^taph :  as  it  is,  I  suppose  I  shall  be  very 
imply  labelled.  FiUgrave  will  do  the  whole  business,  and 
mk  it  down  in  his  bill  —  item,  nine  draughts  —  item,  one 

:  •*  Lord-a-mercy,  your  honour !"  said  the  corporal,  draw- 
Qg  oat  a  little  red-spotted  pocket-handkerchief;  <^  how  can 
—jest  so  ? —  it's  quite  moving." 

^  I  wish  we  were  moving  I"  sighed  the  patient. 

**  And  so  we  might  be,"  cried  the  corporal ;  **  so  we 
niiglit,  if  you'd  pluck  up  a  bit.  Just  let  me  look  at  your 
lOaour's  head ;  I  knows  what  a  con/usion  is  better  nor 
mj  of  'em." 

The  corporal  having  obtained  permission,  now  removed 
he  bandages  wherewith  the  doctor  had  bound  his  intended 
acrifiee  to  Pluto,  and  after  peering  into  the  wounds  for 
ibottt  a  minute,  he  thrust  out  his  under  lip,  with  a  con- 
enptaous, — 

^Pnhaughl  aughl  And  how  long,"  said  he,  *^does 
lif  aster  Fillgrave  say  you  be  to  be  under  his  hands  ?  — 
mgh !" 

'^  He  gives  me  hopes  that  I  may  be  taken  out  an  airing 
nery  gently  (yes,  hearses  always  go  very  gently !)  in  about 
hree  weeks  I " 

The  corporal  started,  and  broke  into  a  long  whistle. 
iie  then  grinned  from  ear  to  ear,  snapped  his  fingers,  and 
aidi  •*  Man  of  the  world,  sir,  —  man  of  the  world  every 
Deh  of  him  I" 

^'  He  seems  resolved  that  I  shall  be  a  man  of  another 
rarid,"  said  Walter. 

"  Tell  ye  what,  sir  —  take  my  advice  —  your  honour 
uiows  1  be  no  fool — throw  off  them  ere  wrappers ;  let  me 
mt  on  scrap  of  plaster  —  pitch  phials  to  devil — order  out 
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horses  to-morrow,  and  when  youVe  been  in  the  air  half  an 
hour,  won't  know  yourself  again  I" 

"  Bunting !  the  horses  out  to-morrow  ? — ^Faith,  I  don^ 
think  I  could  walk  across  the  room." 

"  Just  try,  your  honour." 

"  Ah  I  Tm  very  weak,  very  weak  —  my  dressing-gown 
and  slippers — your  arm,  Bunting — well,  upon  my  honour, 
I  walk  very  stoutly,  eh  ?  I  should  not  have  thought  this! 
Leave  go :  why  I  really  get  on  without  your  assistanoer 

"  Walk  as  well  as  ever  you  did." 

<<  Now  I'm  out  of  bed,  I  don't  think  I  shall  go  boek 
again  to  it." 

"  Would  not,  if  I  was  your  honour." 

/'  And  after  so  much  exercise,  I  really  fancy  I've  a  sort 
of  an  appetite." 

«  Like  a  beefsteak  ?" 

"  Nothing  better." 

"  Pint  of  wine  ?" 

"  Why,  that  would  be  too  much  —  eh  ?" 

"  Not  it." 

"  Go,  then,  my  good  Bunting ;  go,  and  make  haste  — 
stop,  I  say,  that  d— d  fellow " 

"  Good  sign  to  swear,"  interrupted  the  corporal; 
" swore  twice  within  last  five  minutes — famous  symptom!" 

'^  Do  you  choose  to  hear  me?  That  d — d  fellow.  Fill- 
grave,  is  coming  back  in  an  hour  to  bleed  me :  do  you 
mount  guard  —  refuse  to  let  him  in  —  pay  him  his  bill  — 
you  have  the  money.  And  harkye,  don't  be  rude  to  the 
rascal." 

"  Rude,  your  honour  I  not  I — been  in  the  forty-^ecood 

—  knows  discipline  —  only  rude  to  the  privates  I" 

The  corporal  having  seen  his  master  conduct  himBetf 
respectably  toward  the  viands  with  which  he  supplied  him 

—  having  set  his  room  to  rights,  brought  him  the  candles, 
borrowed  him  a  book,  and  left  him,  for  the  present,  in  ei- 
tremely  good  spirits,  and  prepared  for  the  flight  of  the 
morrow ;  the  corporal,  I  say,  now  lighting  his  pipe,  ■!► 
tioned  himself  at  the  door  of  the  inn,  and  waited  for  Mr. 
Pertinax  Fillgrave.  Presently  the  doctor,  who  was  a  little 
thin  man,  came  bustling  across  the  street,  and  was  about, 


EUGENE  ARAM.  257 

nth  a  familiar  '<  Grood  evening,'*  to  pass  by  the  corporal, 
rhen  that  worthy,  dropping  his  pipe,  said  respectfully, 
^B^  pardon,  sir — want  to  speak  to  you — a  little  favour. 
Vill  your  honour  walk  in  the  back-parlour  ?" 

"  Oh  I  another  patient,"  thought  the  doctor ;  "  these 
ddiers  are  careless  fellows  —  often  get  into  scrapes.  Yes, 
nend,  I'm  at  your  service." 

-  The  corporal  shewed  the  man  of  phials  into  the  back- 
Niiioiir,  and,  hemming  thrice,  looked  sheepish,  as  if  in 
ioiibt  how  to  begin.  It  was  the  doctor *s  business  to  en- 
Mmrage  the  bashful. 

"  Well,  my  good  man,"  said  he,  brushing  off,  with  the 
arm  of  his  coat,  some  dust  that  had  settled  on  his  inex- 
pressibles, "  so  you  want  to  consult  me  ?" 

"  Indeed,  your  honour,  I  do ;  but  —  feel  a  little  awk- 
ward in  doing  so  —  a  stranger  and  all." 

"  Pooh  I  —  medical  men  are  never  strangers.  I  am  the 
friend  of  every  man  who  requires  my  assistance." 

"  Augh  !  —  and  I  do  require  your  honour  s  assistance 
Tory  sadly." 

"  Well  —  well  —  speak  out.  Any  thing  of  long  stand- 
ing?" 

"  Why,  only  since  we  have  been  here,  sir." 

*♦  Oh,  that's  aU  I     Well." 

•*  Your  honours  so  good — that — won't  scruple  in  tell- 
Dg  you  alL  You  sees  as  how  we  were  robbed —  master,  at 
6aat»  was  —  had  some  little  in  my  pockets  —  but  we  poor 
lervants  are  never  too  rich.  You  seems  such  a  kind  gen- 
leman  —  so  attentive  to  master  —  though  you  must  have 
}Ak  how  disinterested  it  was  to  'tend  a  man  what  had  been 
obbed  —  that  I  have  no  hesitation  in  making  bold  to  ask 
im  to  lend  us  a  few  guineas,  just  to  help  us  out  with  the 
iQi  here,  —  bother !" 

•*  Fellow  I"  said  the  doctor,  rising,  "  I  don't  know  what 
poamean ;  but  I'd  have  you  to  learn  that  I  am  not  to  be 
iheated  out  of  my  time  and  property  I  I  shall  insist  upon 
wing  paid  mi/  bill  instantly,  before  I  dress  your  master's 
round  once  more  I" 

•*  Augh !"  said  the  corporal,  who  was  delighted  to  find 
he  doctor  come  so  immediately  into  the  snare :  —  ^'  won't 
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be  so  cruel,  surely  I  —  why,  you'll  leave  us  without  a  shiner 
to  pay  my  host  here  I" 

<*  Nonsense  !  — Your  master,  if  he's  a  gentleman,  can 
write  home  for  money," 

"  Ah,  sir,  all  very  well  to  say  so ;  but,  between  you  and 
me  and  the  bed-post,  young  master  s  quarrelled  with  old 
master — old  master  won't  give  him  a  rap:  so  I'm  aure, 
since  your  honour 's  a  friend  to  every  man  who  requires 
your  assistance  — noble  saying,  sir  I — you  won't  refuse  m 
a  few  guineas.     And  as  for  your  bill  —  why—" 

"  Sir,  you're  an  impudent  vagabond  I"  cried  the  doetor, 
as  red  as  a  rose-draught,  and  flinging  out  of  the  room; 
^*  and  I  warn  you,  that  I  shall  bring  in  my  bill,  and  exped 
to  be  paid  within  ten  minutes." 

The  doctor  waited  for  no  answer -->  he  hurried  homey 
scratched  off  his  account,  and  flew  back  with  it  in  as  muck 
haste  as  if  his  patient  had  been  a  month  longer  under  his 
care,  and  was  consequently  on  the  brink  of  that  happier 
world,  where,  since  the  inhabitants  are  immortal,  it  is  veiy 
evident  that  doctors,  as  being  useless,  are  never  admitted* 

The  corporal  met  him  as  before. 

"  There,  sir  I"  cried  the  doctor,  breathlessly;  and  then 
putting  his  arms  a-kimbo,  "  take  that  to  your  master,  and 
desire  him  to  pay  me  instantly." 

<^  Augh  !  and  shall  do  no  such  thing." 

«  You  won  t?" 

"  No,  for  shall  pay  you  myself.  Where's  your  wee 
stamp  —  eh?" 

And  with  great  composure  the  corporal  drew  out  a  well- 
filled  purse,  and  discharged  the  bill.  The  doctor  was  M 
thunderstricken,  that  he  pocketed  the  money  without  utter- 
ing a  word.  He  consoled  himself,  however,  with  the  belief 
that  Walter,  whom  he  had  tamed  into  a  becoming  hypo- 
chondria, would  be  sure  to  send  for  him  the  next  momingi 
Alas,  for  mortal  expectations  I  —  the  next  morning  Water 
was  once  more  on  the  road. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

TRACES  OF  THE  FATE  OF  GEOFFREY  LESTER.-— 
WALTER  AND  THE  CORPORAL  PROCEED  ON  A  FRESH 
EXPEDITION.  —  THE  CORPORAL  IS  ESPECIALLY  SAGA- 
CIOUS   ON    THE    OLD    TOPIC     OF    THE   WORLD. HIS 

OPINIONS  ON  THE  MEN  WHO  CLAIM  KNOWLEDGE 
THEREOF  ;  —  ON  THE  ADVANTAGES  ENJOYED  BY  A 
▼ALBT;^-ON  THE  SCIENCE  OF  SUCCESSFUL  LOVE;  — 
ON  VIRTUE  AND  THE  CONSTITUTION;  —  ON  QUALITIES 
TO   BE  DESIRED  IN  A  MISTRESS,  ETC.  —  A  LANDSCAPE. 


'  ^  TliiB  waj  of  talking  of  his  verv  much  enlivens  the  conversation 
tfekODg  us  of  a  more  sedate  turn." — l^peokitor.  No.  III. 

Walter  found,  while  he  made  search  himself,  that  it  was 
■0  easy  matter,  in  so  large  a  county  as  Yorkshire,  to  obtain 
Kren  the  preliminary  particulars,  viz.  the  place  of  resi- 
dence, and  the  name  of  the  colonel  from  India  whose 
^Jvi^S  E^^  ^^^  father  had  left  the  house  of  the  worthy 
Courtland  to  claim  and  receive.  But  the  moment  he  com- 
laitted  the  inquiry  to  the  care  of  an  active  and  intelligent 
lawyer,  the  case  seemed  to  brighten  up  prodigiously ;  and 
Walter  was  shortly  informed  that  a  Colonel  Elmore,  who 
hftd  been  in  India,  had  died  in  the  year  17 — ;  that  by  a 
nfierence  to  his  will,  it  appeared  that  he  had  left  to  Daniel 
duke  the  sum  of  a  thousand  pounds,  and  the  house  in 
which  he  resided  before  his  death ;  the  latter  being  merely 
Iraflehold,  at  a  high  rent,  was  specified  in  the  will  to  be  of 
nHfefL value:  it  was  situated  in  the  outskirts  of  Knares- 
borough.  It  was  also  discovered  that  a  Mr.  Jonas  Elmore, 
the  only  surviving  executor  of  the  will,  and  a  distant  rela^ 
tkm  of  tho  deceased  coloneFs,  lived  about  fifty  miles  from 
York,  and  could,  in  all  probability,  better  than  any  one, 
afford  Walter  those  farther  particulars  of  which  he  was  so 
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desirous  to  be  informed.  Walter  immediately  proposed  to 
his  lawyer  to  accompany  him  to  this  gentlemaii*s  house; 
but  it  so  happened  that  the  lawyer  could  not»  for  three  «r 
four  days,  leave  his  business  at  York ;  and  Walter^  exceed* 
ingly  impatient  to  proceed  on  the  intelligence  thus  granted 
him,  and  disliking  the  meagre  information  obtained  fion 
letters,  when  a  personal  interview  could  be  obtained,  n* 
solved  himself  to  repair  to  Mr.  Jonas  Elmore's  withoift 
farther  delay.  And  behold,  therefore,  our  worthy  oorponl 
and  his  master  again  mounted,  and  commencing  a  new 
journey. 

The  corporal,  always  fond  of  adventure,  was  in  higl 
spirits. 

*'  See,  sir,"  said  he  to  his  master,  patting  with  gveil 
affection  the  neck  of  his  steed,  —  *<  see,  sir,  how  brisk  the 
creturs  are  ;  what  a  deal  of  good  their  long  rest  at  Tofk 
city 's  done  'em  I  Ah,  your  honour,  what  a  fine  town  that 
ere  be  I — Yet,"  added  the  corporal,  with  an  air  of  grest 
superiority,  '*  it  gives  you  no  notion  of  Lunnun  like ;  on 
the  faith  of  a  man,  no !" 

"  Well,  Bunting,  perhaps  we  may  be  in  London  within 
a  month  hence." 

"  And  afore  we  gets  there,  your  honour,  —  no  offence, 
—  but  should  like  to  give  you  some  advice ;  'tis  ticklish 
place  that  Lunnun  ;  and  though  you  be  by  no  manner  of 
means  deficient  in  genus,  yet,  sir,  i/ou  be  young,  and  / 
be " 

"  Old  ; — true,  Bunting,"  added  Walter,  very  gravely. 

"  Augh  —  bother !  old,  sir  I  old,  sir  I  A  man  in  the 
prime  of  life,  —  hair  coal  black,  (bating  a  few  grey  ones 
that  have  had  since  twenty,  —  care,  and  military  service, 
sir,) — carriage  straight, —  teeth  strong, — not  an  ail  in  the 
world,  bating  the  rheumatics,  —  is  not  old,  sir, -^  not  by 
no  manner  of  means  —  baugh  I" 

"  You  are  very  right.  Bunting :  when  I  said  old,  I 
meant  experienced.  I  assure  you  I  shall  be  very  grateful 
for  your  advice ;  and  suppose,  while  we  walk  our  horses 
up  this  hill,  you  begin  lecture  the  first.  London's  a  fruitfal 
subject ;  all  you  can  say  on  it  won't  be  soon  exhausted." 

"  Ah,  may  well  say  that,"  replied  the  corporal,  exceed* 
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iiigly  flattered  with  the  permission  he  had  obtained ;  ^*  and 
aojthii^.iny  poor  wit  can  suggest,  quite  at  your  honour's 
marnce,  —  ehem,  hem!  You  must  know  by  Lunnun,  I 
■eans  the  world,  and  by  the  world  means  Lunnun  ;  know 
one  "-*^  know  t'other.  But  'tis  not  them  as  affects  to  be 
Bost  knowing  as  be  so  at  bottom.  Begging  your  honour's 
■ardon,  I  thinks  gentlefolks  what  lives  only  with  gentle- 
mkMf  and  call  themselves  men  of  the  world,  be  often  no 
MMar  nor  Pagan  creturs,  and  live  in  a  Gentile  darkness." 

**  The  true  knowledge  of  the  world,"  said  Walter,  "  is 
only  then  for  the  corporals  of  the  forty-second,  —  eh, 
Bunting  ?" 

"  As  to  that,  sir,"  quoth  the  corporal,  "  't  is  not  being 
of  this  calling  or  of  that  calling  that  helps  one  on  ;  'tis  an 
inb<»ii  sort  of  genus,  the  talent  of  obsarving,  and  growing 
vise  by  obsarving.  One  picks  up  crumb  here,  crumb  there ; 
bat  if  one  has  not  good  digestion,  Lord,  what  sinnifies  a 
((Bast?  Healthy  man  thrives  on  a  'tatoe,  sickly  looks  pale 
on  a  haunch.  You  sees,  your  honour,  as  I  said  afore,  I 
was  own  sarvant  to  Colonel  Dysart ;  he  was  a  lord's  nephy, 
t  very  gay  gentleman,  and  great  hand  with  the  ladies,  — 
not  a  man  more  in  the  world ;  —  so  I  had  the  opportunity 
of  laming  what's  what  among  the  best  set ;  at  his  honour  s 
expense,  too,  —  augh  I  To  my  mind,  sir,  there  is  not  a 
place  from  which  a  man  has  a  better  view  of  things  than 
the  bit  carpet  behind  a  gentleman's  chair.  The  gentleman 
eats,  and  talks,  and  swears,  and  jests,  and  plays  cards,  and 
makes  loves,  and  tries  to  cheat,  and  is  cheated,  and  his 
man  stands  behind  with  his  eyes  and  ears  open  —  augh  I" 
•  "  One  should  go  to  service  to  learn  diplomacy,  I.  see," 
taid  Walter,  greatly  amused. 

"  Does  not  know  what  'plomacy  be,  sir,  but  knows  it 
would  be  better  for  many  a  young  master  nor  all  the  col- 
lies ;  — would  not  be  so  many  bubbles  if  my  lord  could 
take  a  tarn  now  and  then  with  John.  A-well,  sir!  how  I 
oted'  to  laugh  in  my  sleeve  like,  when  I  saw  my  master, 
who  was  thought  the  knowingest  gentleman  about  Court, 
tak«n  in  every  day  smack  afore  my  face.  There  was  one 
lady  whom  he  had  tried  hard,  as  he  thought,  to  get  away 
{icrai  her  husband  ;  and  he  used  to  be  so  mighty  pleased  at 
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every  glance  from  her  brown  eyes — and  be  d— d  io  tiiemf 
•«—  and  so  careful  the  husband  should  not  see  — 'flo  pIvmiBg 
himself  on  his  discretion  here,  and  his  conquest  thei^  «*» 
when,  Lord  bless  you,  it  was  all  settled  'twist  Bim  and 
wife  aforehand  !  And  while  the  colonel  laughed  at  the 
euckold,  the  cuckold  laughed  at  the  dupe.  For  Tea  sees, 
8ir,  as  how  the  colonel  was  .  rich  man,  and  the  jewel*  « 
he  bought  for  the  lady  went  half  into  the  husband's  poeket 
—  he  I  he  I  That's  the  way  of  the  worlds  sir,  —  lliafi 
the  way  of  the  world  I" 

"  Upon  my  word,  you  draw  a  very  bad  picture  of  the 
world :  you  colour  highly ;  and  by  the  way,  I  observe  the! 
whenever  you  find  any  man  committing  a  roguish  action, 
instead  of  calling  him  a  scoundrel,  you  shew  those  greal 
teeth  of  yours,  and  chuckle  out '  A  man  of  the  woild  I  a 
man  of  the  world  I* " 

**  To  be  sure,  your  honour ;  the  proper  name>  too.  T  ii 
your  green-horns  who  fly  into  a  passion,  and  use  hard 
words.  You  see,  sir,  there's  one  thing  we  lam  afbre  all 
other  things  in  the  world  —  to  butter  bread.  Knowledge 
of  others,  means  only  the  knowledge  which  side  bread*l 
buttered.  In  short,  sir,  the  wiser  grow,  the  more  take 
care  of  oursels.  Some  persons  make  a  mistake,  and,  in 
trying  to  take  care  of  themsels,  run  neck  into  halter  — 
baugh !  they  are  not  rascals  —  they  are  toould-be  men  of 
the  world.  Others  be  more  prudent  (for,  as  I  said  afore, 
sir,  discretion  is  a  pair  of  stirrups) ;  they  be  the  true  men 
of  the  world." 

"  I  should  have  thought,"  said  Walter,  "  that  the  know- 
ledge of  the  world  might  be  that  knowledge  which  preserves 
us  from  being  cheated,  but  not  that  which  enables  us  to 
cheat." 

<<  Augh  !"  quoth  the  corporal,  with  that  sort  of  smile 
with  which  you  see  an  old  philosopher  put  down  a  sound- 
ing error  from  the  lips  of  a  young  disciple  who  flatters 
himself  he  has  uttered  something  prodigiously  flne^^--* 
<'  augh  !  and  did  I  not  tell  you,  t  other  day,  to  look  at  the 
professions,  your  honour  ?  What  would  a  laryer  be  if  he 
did  not  know  how  to  cheat  a  witness  and  humbug  a  jury  ? 
^^  knows  he  is  lying :  why  is  he  lying  ?  for  love  CKf  hie  feee^ 
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ef  his  Seune  like,  which  gets  fees ;  —  augh  I  is  not  that 
cheating  others  ?  The  doctor,  too — Master  Fillgrave,  for 
nMrtMioe  ?  - ' 

^  Say  no  more  of  doctors ;  I  abandon  them  to  your 
mim,  inthout  a  word." 

^. . .  ••  The  lying  knaves !  Don't  they  say  one's  well  when 
^lie'a  ill — 'ill  when  one's  well? — profess  to  know  what 
4Bii't  know  ?  thrust  solemn  phizzes  into  every  abomination, 
t0  jf  laming  lay  hid  in  a ?  and  alt  for  their  neigh- 
boors'  money,  or  their  own  reputation,  which  makes  money 
«»*aiigh  I  In  short,  sir,  look  where  will,  impossible  to  see 
io  mneh  cheating  allowed,  praised,  encouraged,  and  feel 
tery  angry  with  a  cheat  who  has  only  made  a  mistake. 
Sot  when  I  sees  a  man  butter  his  bread  carefully  —  knife 
iteady-^  butter  thick,  and  hungry  fellows  looking  on  and 
lieking  chops  —  mothers  stopping  their  brats ;  '  See,  child, 
lotpectable  man, — how  thick  his  bread's  buttered  I  pull  off 
your  hat  to  him:'— ^ when  I  sees  that,  my  heart  warms: 
there's  the  true  man  of  the  world  —  augh  I" 

**  WeU,  Bunting,"  said  Walter,  laughing,  "  though  you 
aie  thus  lenient  to  those  unfortunate  gentlemen  whom 
others  call  rogues,  and  thus  laudatory  of  gentlemen  who 
are  at  best  discreetly  selfish,  I  suppose  you  admit  the 
possibility  of  virtue,  and  your  heart  warms  as  much  when 
yoa  see  a  man  of  worth  as  when  you  see  a  man  of  the 
woiid?" 

**  Why,  you  knows,  your  honour,"  answered  the  cor- 
poral, *^  so  far  as  vartue's  concerned,  there's  a  deal  in 
oonatitution  ;  but  as  for  knowledge  of  the  world,  one  gets 
ilcmeaelfl" 

**  I  don't  wonder,  Bunting — as  your  opinion  of  women 
k  much  the  same  as  your  opinion  of  men — that  you  are 
ifeiU  immarried." 

**  Augh  !  but  your  honour  mistakes ;  I  am  no  mice- 
anA-lrope.  Men  are  neither  one  thing  nor  t'  other,  neither 
good  nor  bad.  A  prudent  pai^on  has  nothing  to  fear 
from  *em,  nor  a  foolish  one  any  thing  to  gain — baughf 
Jl«  tothe  women  creturs,  your  honour,  as  I  said,  vartue's 
a  deal  in  the  constitution.  Would  not  ask  what  a  lassie's 
be^  nor  what  her  eddycation;  but  see  what  her 
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habits  be,  that's  all, — habits  and  constitution  all  onOy*^ 
play  into  one  another  s  hands." 

<<  And  what  sort  of  signs,  Bunting,  would  joa  mosCiy/ 
esteem  in  a  lady  ? "  ■  t 

«  First  place,  sir,  woman  I'd  marry  must  not  mopt 
when  alone  I  must  be  able  to  'muse  herself, — must  be 
easily  'mused.  That's  a  great  sign,  sir,  of  an  innocent 
mind,  to  be. tickled  with  straws.  Besides,  employmeoti 
keeps  'em  out  of  harm's  way.  Second  placMe,  ahonld 
obsarve,  if  she  was  very  fond  of  places,  your  honoor— • 
sorry  to  move — that's  a  sure  sign,  she  won't  tire  easilj; 
but  that  if  she  like  you  now  from  fancy,  she'U  like  yoa  fay 
and  by  from  custom.  Thirdly,  your  honour,  she  ahonW 
not  be  avarse  to  dress — a  leaning  that  way  shews  she  has 
a  desire  to  please  :  people  who  don't  care  about  pleasing 
always  sullen.  Fourthly,  she  must  bear  to  be  crossed-^ 
I'd  be  quite  sure  that  she  might  be  contradicted,  withoiil 
mumping  or  storming;  'cause  then,  you  knows,  joor 
honour,  if  she  wanted  any  thing  expensive,  need  not 
give  it — augh  I  Fifthly,  must  not  be  over-religious,  yonr 
honour ;  they  pye-house  she-creturs  always  thinks  them- 
sels  so  much  better  nor  we  men  ;  don't  understand  our 
language  and  ways,  your  honour :  they  wants  us  not  only 
to  belave,  but  to  tremble — bother  I" 

"  I  like  your  description  well  enough,  on  the  whole," 
said  Walter ;  "  and  when  I  look  out  for  a  wife,  I  shall 
come  to  you  for  advice." 

"  Your  honour  may  have  it  already — Miss  Ellinors 
jist  the  thing." 

Walter  turned  away  his  head,  and  told  Bunting,  with 
great  show  of  indignation,  not  to  be  a  fool. 

The  corporal,  who  was  not  quite  certain  of  his  ground 
here,  but  who  knew  that  Madeline,  at  all  events,  was  going 
to  be  married  to  Aram,  and  deemed  it,  therefore,  quite 
useless  to  waste  any  praise  upon  her,  thought  that  a  few 
random  shots  of  eulogiura  were  worth  throwing  away  on  a 
chance,  and  consequently  continued, — 

"  Augh,  your  honour, — 't  is  not  'cause  I  have  eyes, 
that  I  he's  a  fool.  Miss  Ellinor  and  your  honour  be  only 
cousins,  to  be  sure ;  but  more  like  brother  and  sister,  nor 
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9BJ  thing  else.  Howsomever,  she's  a  rare  cretur,  who- 
eTer  gets  her ;  has  a  face  that  puts  one  in  good  humour 
with  the  world,  if  one  sees  it  first  thing  in  the  morning ; 
^is  as  good  as  the  sun  in  July — aughl  But,  as  I 
maM  sapng,  your  honour,   'bout  the  women  creturs  in 

general " 

• . «  Enough  of  them,  Bunting ;  let  us  suppose  you  have 
been  so  fortunate  as  to  find  one  to  suit  you — how  would 
yvn  woo  her?  Of  course  there  are  certain  secrets  of 
OOttTtship,  which  you  will  not  hesitate  to  impart  to  one 
iHiOy  like  me,  wants  such  assistance  from  art, — much 
more  than  you  can  do,  who  are  so  bountifully  favoured 
taj  nature*' 

**  As  to  nature,"  replied  the  corporal,  with  consider- 
aUe  modesty,  for  he  never  disputed  the  truth  of  the  com- 
pliment, '< 'tis  not  'cause  a  man  be  six  feet  without 's 
ihoes  that  he's  any  nearer  to  lady's  heart.  Sir,  I  will 
own  to  you,  howsomever  it  makes  'gainst  your  honour  and 
myself,  for  that  matter — that  don't  think  one  is  a  bit  more 
lucky  with  the  ladies  for  being  so  handsome  I  'Tis  all 
very  well  with  them  ere  willing  ones,  your  honour — 
caoght  at  a  glance ;  but  as  for  the  better  sort,  one's 
beauty's  all  bother  I  Why,  sir,  when  we  see  some  of  the 
most  fortunatest  men  among  she-creturs — what  poor  little 
minnikens  they  be  I  One's  a  dwarf — another  knock- 
kneed^  a  third  squints — and  a  fourth  might  be  shewn  for 
a  Aape  I  Neither,  sir,  is  it  your  soft,  insinivating,  die-away 
youths,  as  seem  at  first  so  seductive ;  they  do  very  well 
for  lovers,  your  honour:  but  then  it's  always  rejected 
ones  I  Neither,  your  honour,  does  the  art  of  succeeding 
with  the  ladies  'quire  all  those  finniken,  nimini-pinimis, 
flourishes,  and  maxims,  and  saws,  which  the  colonel,  my 
old  master,  and  the  great  gentlefolks,  as  be  knowing, 
call  the  art  of  love  —  baugh  I  The  whole  science, 
sir,  consists  in  these  two  rules — ^  Ask  soon,  and  ask 
often.' " 

"  There  seems  no  great  difficulty  in  them.  Bunting." 
**  Not  to  us  who  has  gumption,  sir ;  but  then  there  is 
summut  in  the  manner  of  axing, — one  can't  be  too  hot — 
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can't  flatter  too  much — and,  above  all,  one  must  never 
take  a  refusal.  There,  sir,  now, — if  jou  take^  my  advice 
— may  break  the  peace  of  all  the  husbands  in  Lunnun->« 
bother — whaugh  I " 

'<  My  uncle  little  knows  what  a  praiseworthy  tutor  be 
has  secured  me  in  you.  Bunting,"  said  Walter,  laughing; 
<<  and  now,  while  the  road  is  so  good,  let  us  make  the  most 
of  it" 

As  they  had  set  out  late  in  the  day,  and  the  corponl 
was  fearful  of  another  attack  from  a  hedge,  he  r^sohcd 
that,  aboat  evening,  one  of  the  horses  should  be  ^eaanA 
with  a  sudden  lameness  (which  he  effected  by  slyly  insert- 
ing a  stone  between  the  shoe  and  the  hoof),  that  reqoirtd 
immediate  attention  and  a  night's  rest ;  so  that  it  n^as  not 
till  the  early  noon  of  the  next  day  that  our  travelkn 
entered  the  village  in  which  Mr.  Jonas  Elmore  resided. 

It  was  a  soft  tranquil  day,  though  one  of  the  very  last 
in  October ;  for  the  reader  will  remember  that  time  had 
not  stood  still  during  Walter's  submission  to  the  care  ol 
Mr.  Pertinax  Fillgrave,  and  his  subsequent  journey  and 
researches. 

The  sun-light  rested  on  a  broad  patch  of  green  heath, 
covered  with  furze,  and  around  it  were  scattered  the  cot- 
tages and  farm-houses  of  the  little  village.  On  the  other 
side,  as  Walter  descended  the  gentle  hill  that  led  into  thi» 
remote  hamlet,  wide  and  flat  meadows,  interspersed  with 
several  fresh  and  shaded  ponds,  stretched  away  towards  a 
belt  of  rich  woodland  gorgeous  with  the  melancholy  pomp 
by  which  the  "  regal  year"  seeks  to  veil  its  decay.  Among 
these  meadows  you  might  now  see  groups  of  cattle  quietly 
grazing,  or  standing  half  hid  in  the  still  and  sheltered  pools. 
Still  farther,  crossing  to  the  woods,  a  solitary  sportsman 
walked  careless  on,  surrounded  by  some  half-a-dozen 
spaniels,  and  the  shrill  small  tongue  of  one  younger 
straggler  of  the  canine  crew,  who  had  broken  indecorously 
from  the  rest,  and  already  entered  the  wood,  might  be  just 
heard,  softened  down  by  the  distance,  into  a  wild,  cheery 
sound,  that  animated,  without  disturbing,  the  serenity  of 
the  scene. 
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y  After  all,"  said  Walter  aloud,  "  the  scholar  was  right 
•--^there  is  nothing  like  the  country  I 

'  Ob,  happiness  of  sweet  retired  content, 
I,  To  be  at  once  secure  and  innocent ! ' " 

.  **  Be  them  verses  in  the  Psalms,  sir  ? "  said  the  cor- 
ioral,  who  was  close  behind. 

„  _f*No»  Bunting ;  but  they  were  written  by  one  who,  if  I 
ftfipjllect  right,  set  the  Psalms  to  yerse.*  I  hope  they  meet 
nUfa.jQur  approbation  ?  " 

.\  ^,  Indeed,  sir,  and  no — since  they  ben*t  in  the  Psalms, 
i|l^  )i9S  no  right  to  think  about  'em  at  all/' 
,;  ♦^Andwhy,  Mr.  Critic?" 

,,;■**  Cause  what's  the  use  of  security,  if  one's  inuoceut, 
iiii(  does  not  mean  to  take  advantage  of  it  ? — baugh  I  One 
Ipes.  not  lock  the  door  for  nothing,  your  honour  I " 
^*  **  You  shall  enlarge  on  that  honest  doctrine  of  yours 
nother  time ;  meanwhile,  call  that  shepherd,  and  ask  the 
nff  to  Mr.  Elmore's." 

The  corporal  obeyed,  and  found  that  a  clump  of  trees, 
4  tliie  farther  comer  of  the  waste  land,  was  the  grove  that 
nuTOunded  Mr.  Elmore's  house :  a  short  canter  across  the 
lefttli  brought  them  to  a  white  gate,  and  having  passed 
hoBf  a  comfortable  brick  mansion,  of  moderate  size,  stood 
leibre  them. 

*  Denham. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

A    SCHOLAR,    BUT    OF    A    DIFFERENT    MOULD     FROM    TRS 

STUDENT    OF    GRASSDALE. NEW    PARTICULARS   CON'' 

CERNING   GEOFFREY  LESTER. —  THE  JOURNEY  RXCOIh 
MENCED. 

*'  Ingenium  sibi  quod  \racuas  desampsit  Athenas 
£t  studiis  annis  septem  dedit,  insenuitque 
Libris." —  Hor  at. 

" .    .    .    .  Volat,  ambignis 
Mobilis  alis,  Hora.*'— .  Seneca. 

Upon  inquiring  for  Mr.  Elmore,  Walter  was  shewn  into  a 
handsome  library,  that  appeared  well-stocked  with  books, 
of  that  good,  old-fashioned  size  and  solidity,  which  are  now 
fast  passing  from  the  world,  or  at  least  shrinking  into  old 
shops  and  public  collections.  The  time  may  come,  when 
the  mouldering  remains  of  a  folio  will  attract  as  much 
philosophical  astonishment  as  the  bones  of  the  mammoth. 
For  behold,  the  deluge  of  writers  hath  produced  a  new 
world  of  small  octavo  I  and  in  the  next  generation,  thanb 
to  the  popular  libraries,  we  shall  only  vibrate  between  the 
duodecimo  and  the  diamond  edition.  Nay,  we  foresee  the 
time  when  a  very  handsome  collection  may  be  carried 
about  in  one's  waistcoat-pocket,  and  a  whole  library  of  the 
British  Classics  be  neatly  arranged  in  a  well-compacted 
snuff-box. 

In  a  few  minutes  Mr.  Elmore  made  his  appearance  :  he 
was  a  short,  well-built  man,  about  the  age  of  fifty-  Con- 
trary to  the  established  mode,  he  wore  no  wig,  and  wai 
very  bald ;  except  at  the  sides  of  the  head,  and  a  little 
circular  island  of  hair  in  the  centre.  But  this  defect  was 
rendered  the  less  visible  by  a  profusion  of  powder.  He 
was  dressed  with  evident  care  and  precision ;    a  snuff- 
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coloured  coat  was  adorned  with  a  respectable  profusion  of 
gold  lace  ;  his  breeches  were  of  pluni-coloured  satin  ;  his 
salmon-coloured  stockings,  scrupulously  drawn  up,  dis- 
played a  very  handsome  calf;  and  a  pair  of  steel  buckles, 
in  his  high-heeled  and  square-toed  shoes,  were  polished 
into  a  lustre  which  almost  rivalled  the  splendour  of  dia- 
monds. Mr.  Jonas  Elmore  was  a  beau,  a  wit,  and  a  scho- 
lar of  the  old  school.  He  abounded  in  jests,  in  quotations, 
in  smart  sayings,  and  pertinent  anecdotes;  but,  withal, 
his  classical  learning  (out  of  the  classics  he  knew  little 
enough)  was  at  once  elegant,  but  wearisome ;  pedantic^ 
but  profound. 

To  this  gentleman  Walter  presented  a  letter  of  intro- 
duction which  he  had  obtained  from  a  distinguished  cler- 
gjrman  in  York.  Mr.  Elmore  received  it  with  a  profound 
salutation : — 

"  Aha,  from  my  friend.  Dr.  Hebraist,"  said  he,  glancing 
at  the  seal :  ''  a  most  worthy  man,  and  a  ripe  scholar.  I 
presume  at  once,  sir,  from  his  introduction,  that  you  your- 
self have  cultivated  the  literas  humaniores.  Pray  sit  down 
— ay,  I  see,  you  take  up  a  book — an  excellent  symptom ;  it 
^ves  me  an  immediate  insight  into  your  character.  But 
yon  have  chanced,  sir,  on  light  reading, — one  of  the  Greek 
novels,  I  think :  you  must  not  judge  of  my  studies  by 
such  a  specimen." 

**  Nevertheless,  sir,  it  does  not  seem  to  my  unskilful  eye 
very  easy  Greek.'* 

** Pretty  well,  sir;  barbarous,  but  amusing, —  pray 
continue  it.  The  triumphal  entry  of  Paulus  Emiiius  is 
not  ill  told.  I  confess,  that  I  think  novels  might  be  made 
much  higher  works  than  they  have  been  yet.  Doubtless, 
you  remember  what  Aristotle  says  concerning  painters  and 
sculptors,  'that  they  teach  and  recommend  virtue  in  a 
more  efficacious  and  powerful  manner  than  philosophers 
by  their  dry  precepts,  and  are  more  capable  of  amending 
the  vicious,  than  the  best  moral  lessons  without  such  aid.' 
But  how  much  more,  sir,  can  a  good  novelist  do  this,  than 
the  best  sculptor  or  painter  in  the  world  I  Every  one  can 
be  charmed  by  a  fine  novel,  few  by  a  fine  painting.  *  In- 
docti  rationem  artis  intelligunt^  indeed  voluptatem'      A 
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bappy  sentence  that  in  Qninetilian,  sir,  is  it  boC  7  Bot, 
bless  me,  I  am  forgetting  the  letter  of  my  good  frimd  Di; 
Hebraist.  The  charms  of  your  conversatiofi  eany  na 
away.  And  indeed  I  have  seldom  the  happiness  to  neel 
a  gentleman  so  well-informed  as  yoarself.  1  ooofess^  sbp 
I  confess  that  I  still  retain  the  tastes  of  my  boyhood ;  tlM 
Muses  cradled  my  childhood,  they  now  smooth  theiHiloir 
of  my  footstool — Quern  tu,  Melpomene^  Scc^^^Yonmi 
not  yet  subject  to  gout,  dira  podagra.  By  the  way^  hoir 
is  the  worthy  Doctor  since  his  attack? — Ah,  see  now,  if 
you  have  not  still,  by  your  delightful  converse,  kept  me 
from  his  letter — yet,  positively  I  need  no  introduction  to 
you :  Apollo  has  already  presented  you  to  me.  And  u 
for  the  Doctor's  letter,  I  will  read  it  after  dinner ;  for  m 
Seneca " 

*'  I  beg  your  pardon  a  thousand  times,  siTy"  said  Wsl» 
ter,  who  began  to  despair  of  ever  coming  to  the  mttttv 
which  seemed  lost  sight  of  beneath  this  battery  of  era* 
dition,  "  but  you  will  find  by  Dr.  Hebraist's  letter^  thst  it 
is  only  on  business  of  the  utmost  importance  that  I  hmfS 
presumed  to  break  in  upon  the  learned  leisure  of  Mr. 
Jonas  Elraore." 

"  Business  I"  replied  Mr.  Elmore,  producing  his  spec- 
tacles, and  deliberately  placing  them  athwart  his  nose, 

" '  His  mane  edictum,  post  prandia  Callirhoen,'  &e. 

Business  in  the  morning,  and  the  ladies  after  dinner. 
Well,  sir,  I  will  yield  to  you  in  the  one,  and  you  must 
yield  to  me  in  the  other :  I  will  open  the  letter,  and  yos 
shall  dine  here,  and  be  introduced  to  Mrs.  Elmore.  What 
is  your  opinion  of  the  modern  method  of  folding  letters? 
I — but  I  see  you  are  impatient."  Here  Mr.  Elmore  at 
length  broke  the  seal ;  and  to  Walter  s  great  joy  £Eurlj 
read  the  contents  within. 

"  Oh  I  I  see,  I  see  ! "  he  said,  refolding  the  epistle,  and 
placing  it  in  his  pocket-book ;  *'  my  friend,  Dr.  Hehniisty 
says  you  are  anxious  to  be  informed  whether  Mr.  ClatkB 
ever  received  the  legacy  of  my  poor  cousin,  Colosel 
Elmore;    and  if  so,  any  tidings  I  can  give  you  of  Mn 
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• 

Clarke  kimsdf)  or  any  clue  to  diBCoyer  him,  will  be  highly 
aooeptoble.  I  gather,  sir,  from  my  friend's  letter,  that  this 
is  th0  substance  of  your  business  with  me,  caput  negoUi ; 
«^«-ftlthough,  like  Timanthes,  the  painter,  he  leaves  more  to 
be  uiidentood  than  is  described,  '  inteUigitur  plus  quam 
prnpUuTy  as  Pliny  has  it" 

^  «Sir/'  said  Walter,  drawing  his  chair  close  to  Mr. 
EUnore,  and  his  anxiety  forcing  itself  to  his  countenance, 
^IhaX  is  indeed  the  substance  of  my  business  with  you  ; 
and  to  important  will  be  any  information  you  can  give  me, 
tkat  I  shall  esteem  it  a ** 

**  Not  a  very  great  favour,  eh  ?  — not  very  great  ?  " 

•*  Yes,  indeed,  a  very  great  obligation." 

"l  hope  not,  sir;  for  what  says  Tacitus — that  pro- 
found reader  of  the  human  heart? — <  benejicia  eo  usque  heia 
mm;*  &0.;  favours  easily  repaid  beget  affection — favours 
bq^ond  return  engender  hatred.  But,  sir,  a  truce  to 
trifling ;"  and  here  Mr.  Elmore  composed  his  countenance, 
and  changed, — which  he  could  do  at  will,  so  that  the 
dumge  was  not  expected  to  last  long — the  pedant  for  the 
sun  of  business. 

"  Mr.  Clarke  did  receive  his  legacy :  the  lease  of  the 
house  at  Knaresborough  was  also  sold  by  his  desire,  and 
produced  the  sum  of  seven  hundred  and  fifty  pounds ; 
which  being  added  to  the  farther  sum  of  a  thousand 
pounds,  which  was  bequeathed  to  him,  amounted  to  seven- 
teen hundred  and  fifty  pounds.  It  so  happened,  that  my 
eofosin  had  possessed  some  very  valuable  jewels,  which 
were  bequeathed  to  myself.  I,  sir,  studious,  and  a  cul- 
tirator  of  the  Muse,  had  no  love  and  no  use  for  these 
baubles ;  I  preferred  barbaric  gold  to  barbaric  pearl ; 
and  knowing  that  Clarke  had  been  in  India,  from  whence 
these  jewels  had  been  brought,  I  shewed  them  to  him,  and 
oonanlted  his  knowledge  on  these  matters,  as  to  the  best 
method  of  obtaining  a  sale.  He  offered  to  purchase  them 
of  ine,  under  the  impression  that  he  could  turn  them  to  a 
profitable  speculation  in  London.  Accordingly  we  came 
to  terms  r  I  sold  the  greater  part  of  them  to  him  for  a  sum 
a  fittle- exceeding  a  thousand  pounds.  He  was  pleased  with 
faia'  bargain ;  and  came  to  borrow  the  rest  of  me,  in  order 
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to  look  at  them  more  considerately  at  home,  and  de^enaSm 
whether  or  not  he  should  buy  them  also.  Well,  sir.  (bit 
here  comes  the  remaikable  part  of  the  story),  about  three 
days  after  this  last  event,  Mr.  Clarke  and  my  jewek  both 
disappeared  in  rather  a  strange  and  abrupt  manner.  In 
the  middle  of  the  night  he  left  his  lodging  at  Knan» 
borough,  and  never  returned;  neither  himself  nor  my 
jewels  were  ever  heard  of  more  I " 

"Good  God!"  exclaimed  Walter,  greatly  agitated; 
"what  was  supposed  to  be  the  cause  of  his  disappesi^ 
ance  ?" 

"  That,"  replied  Elmore,  "  was  never  positively  traced 
It  excited  great  surprise  and  great  conjecture  at  the  timHi 
Advertisements  and  handbills  were  circulated  throughout 
the  country,  but  in  vain.  Mr.  Clarke  was  evidently  a  man 
of  eccentric  habits,  of  a  hasty  temper,  and  a  wandering 
manner  of  life ;  yet  it  is  scarcely  probable  that  he  took 
this  sudden  manner  of  leaving  the  country,  either  from 
whim  or  some  secret  but  honest  motive  never  divulged. 
The  fact  is,  that  he  owed  a  few  debts  in  the  town — that 
he  had  my  jewels  in  his  possession,  and  as  (pardon  me  for 
saying  this,  since  you  take  an  interest  in  him,)  his  con- 
nexions were  entirely  unknown  in  these  parts,  and  his 
character  not  very  highly  estimated, — (whether  from  his 
manner,  or  his  conversation,  or  some  undefined  and  vague 
rumours,  I  cannot  say,) — it  was  considered  by  no  means 
improbable  that  he  had  decamped  with  his  property  in 
this  sudden  manner,  in  order  to  save  himself  that  trouble 
of  settling  accounts  which  a  more  seemly  and  public  me- 
thod of  departure  might  have  rendered  necessary.  A  man 
of  the  name  of  Houseman,  with  whom  he  was  acquainted 
(a  resident  in  Knaresbo rough),  declared  that  Clarke  had 
borrowed  rather  a  considerable  sum  from  him,  and  did 
not  scruple  openly  to  accuse  him  of  the  evident  design  to 
avoid  repayment.  A  few  more  dark  but  utterly  ground- 
less conjectures  were  afloat ;  and  since  the  closest  search, 
the  minutest  inquiry,  was  employed  without  any  result,  the 
supposition  that  he  might  have  been  robbed  and  murdered 
was  strongly  entertained  for  some  time ;  but  as  hi:5  body 
was  never  found,  nor  suspicion  directed  against  any  parti- 
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fiidsr  person,  these  conjectures  insensibly  died  away ;  and, 
heing  so  complete  a  stranger  to  these  parts,  the  very  cir- 
finmstance  of  his  disappearance  was  not  likely  to  occupy, 
Inr  very  long,  the  attention  of  that  old  gossip  the  Public, 
who,  even  in  the  remotest  parts,  has  a  thousand  topics  to 
iU  op  her  time  and  talk.  And  now,  sir,  I  think  you  know 
u  much  of  the  particulars  of  the  case  as  any  one  in  these 
parts  can  inform  you/* 

We  may  imagine  the  various  sensations  which  this  un- 
mtiBfactory  intelligence  caused  in  the  adventurous  son  of 
the  lost  wanderer.  He  continued  to  throw  out  additional 
gaeueSf  and  to  make  farther  inquiries  concerning  a  tale 
which  seemed  to  him  so  mysterious,  but  without  effect ; 
and  he  had  the  mortification  to  perceive,  that  the  shrewd 
Jonas  was,  in  his  own  mind,  fully  convinced  that  the  per- 
manent disappearance  of  Clarke  was  accounted  for  only  by 
the  most  dishonest  motives. 

"  And,"  added  Elmore,  "  I  am  confirmed  in  this  belief 
hy  discovering  afterwards,  from  a  tradesman  in  York  who 
bad  seen  my  cousin's  jewels,  that  those  I  had  trusted  to 
Mr.  Clarke's  hands  were  more  valuable  than  I  had  ima- 
gined them,  and  therefore  it  was  probably  worth  his  while 
to  make  off  with  them  as  quietly  as  possible.  He  went  on 
footy  leaving  his  horse,  a  sorry  nag,  to  settle  with  me  and 
the  other  claimants : — 

<  I,  pedes  quo  te  rapiunt  et  aurs  !"' 

**  Heavens  I "  thought  Walter,  sinking  back  in  his  chair 
sickened  and  disheartened,  *'  what  a  parent,  if  the  opinions 
of  all  men  who  knew  him  be  true,  do  I  thus  zealously 
^eek  to  recover  I " 

The  good-natured  Elmore,  perceiving  the  unwelcome 
and  painful  impression  his  account  had  produced  on  his 
young  guest,  now  exerted  himself  to  remove,  or  at  least  to 
lessen  it;  and,  turning  the  conversation  into  a  classical 
channel,  which  with  him  was  the  Lethe  to  all  cares,  he 
soon  forgot  that  Clarke  had  ever  existed,  in  expatiating  on 
the  unappreciated  excellencies  of  Propertius,  who,  to  his 
mind,  was  the  most  tender  of  all  elegiac  poets,  solely  be- 
cause he  was  the  most  learned.     Fortunately  this  vein  of 
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conversation,  however  tedious  to  Walter,  preserved  him 
from  the  necessity  of  rejoinder,  and  left  him  to  the  quiet 
enjoyment  of  his  own  gloomy  and  restless  reflections. 

At  length  the  time  touched  upon  dinner:  Elmore, 
starting  up,  adjourned  to  the  drawing-room,  in  order  to 
present  the  handsome  stranger  to  the  placens  uxor — the 
pleasing  wife,  whom,  in  passing  through  the  hall,  he 
eulogised  with  an  amazing  felicity  of  diction. 

The  object  of  these  praises  was  a  tall,  meagre  lady,  in 
a  yellow  dress  carried  up  to  the  chin,  and  who  added 
a  slight  squint  to  the  charms  of  red  hair,  ill  concealed 
by  powder,  and  the  dignity  of  a  prodigiously  high  nose. 
**  There  is  nothing,  sir,"  said  Elmore, — "  nothing,  believe 
me,  like  matrimonial  felicity.  Julia,  my  dear,  I  trust  the 
chickens  will  not  be  overdone." 

"  Indeed,  Mr.  Elmore,  I  cannot  tell ;  I  did  not  bofl 
them." 

"  Sir,"  said  Elmore,  turning  to  his  guest,  "  I  do  not 
know  whether  you  will  agree  with  me,  but  I  think  a  slight 
tendency  to  gourmandism  is  absolutely  necessary  to  com- 
plete the  character  of  a  truly  classical  mind.  So  many 
beautiful  touches  are  there  in  the  ancient  poets — so  many 
delicate  allusions  in  history  and  in  anecdote  relating  to  the 
gratification  of  the  palate,  that,  if  a  man  have  no  corre- 
spondent sj^mpathy  with  the  illustrious  epicures  of  old,  he 
is  rendered  incapable  of  enjoying  the  most  beautiful  pas- 
sages that Come,  sir,  the  dinner  is  served  : — 

*  Nutrimus  lautis  moUissima  corpora  mensis.'" 

As  they  crossed  the  hall  to  the  dining-room,  a  young 
lady,  whom  Elmore  hastily  announced  as  his  only  daugh- 
ter, appeared  descending  the  stairs,  having  evidently  re- 
tired for  the  purpose  of  re-arranging  her  attire  for  the 
conquest  of  the  stranger.  There  was  something  in  Miss 
Elmore  that  reminded  Walter  of  Ellinor,  and,  as  the  like- 
ness struck  him,  he  felt,  by  the  sudden  and  involuntary 
sigh  it  occasioned,  how  much  the  image  of  his  cousin  had 
lately  gained  ground  upon  his  heart. 

Nothing  of  any  note  occurred  during  dinner,  until  the 
appearance  of  the  second  course,  when  Elmore,  throwing 
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Unself  beck  with  an  air  of  content,  that  signified  the  first 
ei%e  of  his  appetite  was  blunted,  observed, — 

^  Sir,  the  second  course  I  always  opine  to  be  the  more 
dignified  and  rational  part  of  a  repast, — 

'Quod  nunc  ratio  est,  impetos  ante  fuit'" 

**  Ah  !  Mr.  Elmore,"  said  the  lady,  glancing  towards  a 
brace  of  very  fine  pigeons,  "  I  cannot  tell  you  how  vexed 
I  am  at  a  mistake  of  the  gardener  s  :  you  remember  my 
poor  pet  pigeons,  so  attached  to  each  other — would  not 
nix  with  the  rest — quite  an  inseparable  friendship,  Mr. 
Lester — well,  they  were  killed,  by  mistake,  for  a  couple 
of  Fulgar  pigeons.  Ah  I  I  could  not  touch  a  bit  of  them 
for  the  worid." 

^  My  love,"  said  Ellmore,  pausing,  and  with  great  so- 
lemnity, **  hear  how  beautiful  a  cousolation  is  afforded  to 
you  in  Valerius  Maximus : — <  Ubi  idem  et  maximus  et 
lM>ne0tis6imu8  amor  est,  aliquando  praestat  morte  jungi 
qaam  vita  distrahi ;'  which,  being  interpreted,  means,  that 
wherever,  as  in  the  case  of  your  pigeons,  a  thoroughly  high 
and  sincere  affection  exists,  it  is  sometimes  better  to  be 
joined  in  death  than  divided  in  life. — Give  me  half  the 
fioter  one,  if  you  please,  Julia. 

"  Sir,"  said  Elmore,  when  the  ladies  withdrew,  "  I  can- 
not tell  you  how  pleased  I  am  to  meet  with  a  gentleman 
ao  deeply  imbued  with  classic  lore.  I  remember,  several 
years  ago,  before  my  poor  cousin  died,  it  was  my  lot,  when 
I  visited  him  at  Knaresborough,  to  hold  some  delightful 
conversations  on  learned  matters  with  a  very  rising  young 
acholar  who  then  resided  at  Knaresborough, — Eugene 
Aram.  Conversations  as  difficult  to  obtain  as  delightful 
to  remember,  for  he  was  exceedingly  reserved." 

«*  Aram  I"  repeated  Walter. 

"Wliat!  you  know  him  then? — and  where  does  he 
five  now?" 

«In ,  very  near  my  uncle's  residence.     He  is 

eertainly  a  remarkable  man." 

**  Yes,  indeed  he  promised  to  become  so.  At  the  time 
I  refer  to,  he  was  poor  to  penury,  and  haughty  as  poor ; 
'bat  it  was  wonderful  to  note  the  iron  energy  with  which 
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he  pursued  his  progress  to  learning.  Never  did  I  see  a 
youth, — at  that  time  he  was  no  more, — so  devoted  to 
knowledge  for  itself. 

'  Doctrinae  pretium  triste  magister  habit.' 

"Methinks,"  added  Elmore,  <<I  can  see  him  nov^ 
stealing  away  from  the  haunts  of  men, 

'  With  e\ren  step  and  musing  gait/ 

across  the  quiet  fields,  or  into  the  woods,  whence  he  was 
certain  not  to  reappear  till  nightfall.  Ah !  he  was  a 
strange  and  solitary  being,  but  full  of  genius,  and  promise 
of  bright  things  hereafter.  I  have  often  heard  sinoe  ef 
his  fame  as  a  scholar,  but  could  never  learn  where  he  lived, 
or  what  was  now  his  mode  of  life.     Is  he  yet  married  ?" 

<'  Not  yet,  I  believe :  but  he  is  not  now  so  abisolately 
poor  as  you  describe  him  to  have  been  then,  though  cer- 
tainly far  from  rich." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  remember  that  he  received  a  legacy  from 
a  relation  shortly  before  he  left  Knaresborougb.  He  had 
very  delicate  health  at  that  time :  has  he  grown  stronger 
with  increasing  years  ?  *' 

"  He  does  not  complain  of  ill  health.  And  pray,  was 
he  then  of  the  same  austere  and  blameless  habits  of  life 
that  he  now  professes  ?  " 

"  Nothing  could  be  so  faultless  as  his  character  ap- 
peared; the  passions  of  youth — (ah  I  /was  a  wild  fellow 
at  his  age,)  never  seemed  to  venture  uear  one — 

'  Quern  casto  erudit  docta  Minerra  siiiu.' 

Well,  I  am  surprised  he  has  not  married.     We  scholars, 
sir,  fall  in   love    with   abstractions,    and   fancy   the   first 

woman  we  see  is Sir,  let  us  drink  the  ladies." 

The  next  day  Walter,  having  resolved  to  set  out  for 
Knaresborough,  directed  his  course  towards  that  town ; 
he  thought  it  yet  possible  that  he  might,  by  strict  personal 
inquiry,  continue  the  clue  that  Elmore's  account  had,  to 
present  appearance,  broken.  The  pursuit  in  which  he  was 
engaged,  combined,  perhaps,  with  the  early  disappoint- 
ment to  his  affections,  had  given  a  grave  and  solemn  tone 
to  a  mind  naturally  ardent  and  elastic.     His  character  te- 
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^uiredTaneamestoess  and  a  dignity  from  late  events ;  and 
in  that  once  had  been  hope  within  him,  deepened  into 
thought.  As  now,  on  a  gloomy  and  clouded  day  he  pur« 
sued  his  course  along  a  bleak  and  melancholy  road,  his 
mind  was  filled  with  that  dark  presentiment — ^that  shadow 
from  the  coming  event,  which  superstition  believes  the 
herald  of  the  more  tragic  discoveries  or  the  more  fearful 
incidents  of  life ;  he  felt  steeled,  and  prepared  for  some 
dread  eldMaumentf — to  a  journey  to  which  the  hand  of 
.providence  seemed  to  conduct  his  steps ;  and  he  looked 
OBL  the  shroud  that  Time  casta  over  all  beyond  the  present 
nomeot  with  the  same  intense  and  painful  resolve  with 
.wiiichy  in  the  tragic  representations  of  life,  we  await  the 
drawing  up  of  the  curtain  before  the  last  act,  which  con- 
tains the  catastrophe,  that,  while  we  long,  we  half  shudder 
to  behold. 

Meanwhile,  in  following  the  adventures  of  Walter 
Lester,  we  have  greatly  outstripped  the  progress  of  events 
at  Grassdale,  and  thither  we  now  return. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Aram's  departure. —  Madeline.  —  exaggeration  of 
sentiment  natural  in  love. madeline's  let- 
TER.— Walter's. — the  walk. — two  very  different 

PERSONS,   yet  both   INMATES  OF  THE  SAME  COUNTRY 

VILLAGE. THE   HUMOURS    OF    LIFE,    AND    ITS    DARK 

PASSIONS,     ARE     FOUND     IN     JUXTAPOSITION      EVERY 
WHERE. 

"  Her  thoughts  as  pure  as  the  chaste  morning's  hreath, 
When  from  the  Night's  cold  arms  it  creeps  away, 
Were  clothed  in  words. " 

Detraction  Execrated,  by  Sir  J.  Suckling. 


J    :■' 

f,  U     '' 


'  " .      •     •     Urticae  prozima  saepe  rosa  est."  Ovid. 

^  You  positively  leave  us  then  to-day,  Eugene  ? ''  said  the; 
aq|uive»    ; 
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"  Indeed,"  answered  Aram,  "  I  hear  fronr  my  creditor 
(now  no  longer  so,  thanks  to  you,)  that  my  relation  is  lo 
dangerously  ill,  that,  if  I  have  any  wish  to  see  her  alive,  I 
have  not  an  hour  to  lose.  It  is  the  last  surviving  relative 
I  have  in  the  world." 

<<  I  can  say  no  more,  then,"  rejoined  the  squire,  shrugs 
ging  his  shoulders.     **  When  do  you  expect  to  return  ?  " 

*<  At  least,  ere  the  day  fixed  for  the  wedding,"  answered 
Aram,  with  a  grave  and  melancholy  smile. 

''Well,  can  you  find  time,  think  you,  to  call  at  the 
lodging  in  which  my  nephew  proposed  to  take  up  hit 
abode, — my  old  lodging ; — I  will  give  you  the  address, — 
and  inquire  if  Walter  has  been  heard  of  there  :  I  confer 
that  I  feel  considerable  alarm  on  his  account.  Since  that 
short  and  hurried  letter  which  I  read  to  you,  I  have  heard 
nothing  of  him." 

"  You  may  rely  on  my  seeing  him  if  in  London,  and 
faithfully  reporting  to  you  all  that  I  can  learn  towards  re- 
moving your  anxiety." 

''  I  do  not  doubt  it ;  no  heart  is  so  kind  as  yours, 
Eugene.  You  will  not  depart  without  receiving  the  ad- 
ditional sum  you  are  entitled  to  claim  from  me,  since  you 
think  it  may  be  useful  to  you  in  London,  should  you  find 
a  favourable  opportunity  of  increasing  your  annuity.  And 
now  I  will  no  longer  detain  you  from  taking  your  leave  of 
Madeline." 

The  plausible  story  which  Aram  had  invented,  of  the 
illness  and  approaching  death  of  his  last  living  relation, 
was  readily  believed  by  the  simple  family  to  whom  it  was 
told ;  and  Madeline  herself  checked  her  tears,  that  she 
might  not,  for  his  sake,  sadden  a  departure  that  seemed 
inevitable.  Aram  accordingly  repaired  to  London  that 
day ;  the  one  that  followed  the  night  which  witnessed  his 
fearful  visit  to  the  "  Devil's  Crag." 

It  is  precisely  at  this  part  of  my  history  that  I  love  to 
pause  for  a  moment ;  a  sort  of  breathing  interval  between 
the  cloud  that  has  been  long  gathering,  and  the  storm  that 
is  about  to  burst.  And  this  interval  is  not  without  its 
fleeting  gleam  of  quiet  and  holy  sunshine. 

It  was  Madeline  s  first  absence  from  her  lover  since 
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their  tows  had  plighted  them  to  each  other ;  and  that  first 
absence,  when  softened  by  so  many  hopes  as  smiled  upon 
her,  is  perhaps  one  of  the  most  touching  passages  in  the 
history  of  a  woman's  love.  It  is  marvellous  how  many 
things,  unheeded  before,  suddenly  become  dear.  She 
then  feels  what  a  power  of  consecration  there  was  in  the 
mere  presence  of  the  one  beloved ;  the  spot  he  touched, 
the  book  he  read,  have  become  a  part  of  him — are  no 
longer  inanimate — are  inspired,  and  have  a  being  and  a 
voice.  And  the  heart,  too,  soothed  in  discovering  so  many 
new  treasures,  and  opening  so  delightful  a  world  of  memory, 
ift  not  yet  acquainted  with  that  weariness — that  sense  of 
exhaustion  and  solitude,  which  are  the  true  pains  of  ab- 
sence, and  belong  to  the  absence,  not  of  hope  but  regret. 

"  You  are  cheerful,  dear  Madeline,"  said  £lliut>r, 
"  though  you  did  not  think  it  possible,  and  he  not  here  I  ** 

"1  am  occupied,"  replied  Madeline,  "in  discovering 
how  much  I  loved  him," 

We  do  wrong  when  we  censure  a  certain  exaggeration 
in  the  sentiments  of  those  who  love.  True  passion  is  ne- 
cessarily heightened  by  its  very  ardour  to  an  elvation  that 
seems  extravagant  only  to  those  who  cannot  feel  it.  The 
lofty  language  of  a  hero  is  a  part  of  his  character  ;  without 
that  largeness  of  idea  he  had  not  been  a  hero.  With  love, 
it  is  the  same  as  with  glory  :  what  common  minds  would 
call  natural  in  sentiment,  merely  because  it  is  homely,  is 
not  natural,  except  to  tamed  affections.  That  is  a  very 
poor,  nay,  a  very  coarse,  love,  in  which  the  imagination 
makes  not  the  greater  part.  And  the  Frenchman,  who 
censured  the  love  of  his  mistress  because  it  was  so  mixed 
with  the  imagination,  quarrelled  with  the  body  for  the 
soul  which  inspired  and  preserved  it. 

Yet  we  do  not  say  that  Madeline  was  so  possessed  by 
the  confidence  of  her  love,  that  she  did  not  admit  the  in- 
trusion of  a  single  doubt  or  fear.  When  she  recalled  the 
frequent  gloom  and  moody  fitfulness  of  her  lover — his 
stvaiige  and  mysterious  communings  with  self — the  sorrow 
which,  at  times,  as  on  that  Sabbath  eve  when  he  wept 
upon  her  bosom,  appeared  suddenly  to  come  upon  a  nature 
so  calm  and  stately,  and  without  a  visible  cause ;  when  she 
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recalled  all  these  symptoms  of  a  heart  not  now  at  rest,  it 
was  not  possible  for  her  to  reject  altogether  a  certain  vague 
and  dreary  apprehension.  Nor  did  she  herself,  althoiigii 
to  Ellinor  she  so  affected,  ascribe  this  cloudiness  and- 
caprice  of  mood  merely  to  the  result  of  a  solitary  and  me-^ 
ditative  life ;  she  attributed  them  to  the  influence  of  an 
early  grief,  perhaps  linked  with  the  affections,  and  did  not 
doubt  but  that  one  day  or  another  she  should  learn  its 
secret.  As  for  remorse — ^the  memory  of  any  former  sin, 
— a  life  so  austerely  blameless,  a  disposition  so  prompt  to 
the  activity  of  good,  and  so  enamoured  of  its  beauty — a 
mind  so  cultivated,  a  temper  so  gentle,  and  a  heart  so 
easily  moved — all  would  have  forbidden,  to  natures  far 
more  suspicious  than  Madeline's,  the  conception  of  such  a 
thought.  And  so,  with  a  patient  gladness,  though  not 
without  some  mixture  of  anxiety,  she  suffered  hersdf  to 
glide  onward  to  a  future,  which,  come  cloud,  come  shine^ 
was,  she  believed  at  least,  to  be  shared  with  him. 

On  looking  over  the  various  papers  from  which  I  have 
woven  this  tale,  I  find  a  letter  from  Madeline  to  Aram, 
dated  at  this  time.  The  characters,  traced  in  the  delicate 
and  fair  Italian  hand  coveted  at  that  period,  are  fading,  and 
in  one  part,  wholly  obliterated  by  time ;  but  there  seems 
to  me  so  much  of  what  is  genuine  in  the  heart's  beautiful 
romance  in  this  effusion,  that  I  will  lay  it  before  the  reader 
without  adding  or  altering  a  word : — 

"  Thank  you  —  thank  you,  dearest  Eugene  !  —  I  have 
received,  then,  the  first  letter  you  ever  wrote  me.  I  cannot 
tell  you  how  strange  it  seemed  to  me,  and  how  agitated  I 
felt,  on  seeing  it;  more  so,  I  think,  than  if  it  had  been 
yourself  who  had  returned.  However,  when  the  first 
delight  of  reading  it  faded  away,  I  found  that  it  had  not 
made  me  so  happy  as  it  ought  to  have  done — as  I  thought 
at  first  it  had  done.  You  seem  sad  and  melancholy ;  a 
certain  nameless  gloom  appears  to  me  to  hang  over  your 
whole  letter.  It  affects  my  spirits — why  I  know  not — 
and  my  tears  fall  even  while  I  read  the  assurances  of  your 
unaltered,  unalterable  love:  and  yet  this  assurance  your 
Madeiioe — vain  gVxW — uev^x  ^ot  ^  moiuent  disbelieves. 
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I  have  often  read  and  often  heard  of  the  distrust  and  jea- 
lousy that  accompany  love ;  but  I  think  that  such  a  love 
orast  be  a  vulgar  and  low  sentiment.  To  me  there  seems 
a:  religion  in  love,  and  its  very  foundation  is  in  faith.  You 
iay»  dearest,  that  the  noise  and  stir  of  the  great  city  oppress 
and  weary  you  even  more  than  you  had  expected.  You 
say.  those  harsh  faces,  in  which  business,  and  care,  and 
avarice,  and  ambition,  write  their  lineaments,  are  wholly 
unfamiliar  to  you;  you  turn  aside  to  avoid  them;  you 
wrap  yourself  up  in  your  solitary  feelings  of  aversion  to 
those  you  see,  and  you  call  upon  those  not  present — upon 
your  Madeline !  And  would  that  your  Madeline  were 
with  you  !  It  seems  to  me  —  perhaps  you  will  smile  when 
I  say  this — ^that  I  alone  can  understand  you — I  alone  can 
read  your  heart  and  your  emotions ;  and,  oh  I  dearest 
Eugene,  that  I  could  read  also  enough  of  your  past  history 
to  know  all  that  has  cast  so  habitual  a  shadow  over  that 
lofty  heart  and  that  calm  and  profound  nature  I  You  smile 
when  I  ask  you  ;  but  sometimes  you  sigh, — and  the  sigh 
pleases  and  soothes  me  better  than  the  smile.     '^     *     * 

"We  have  heard  nothing  more  of  Walter,  and  my 
father  begins  at  times  to  be  seriously  alarmed  about  him. 
Your  account,  too,  corroborates  that  alarm.  It  is  strange 
that  he  has  not  yet  visited  London,  and  that  you  can  obtain 
no  clue  of  him.  He  is  evidently  still  in  search  of  his  lost 
parent,  and  following  some  obscure  and  uncertain  track. 
Poor  Walter  I '  God  speed  him  I  The  singular  fate  of  his 
father,  and  the  many  conjectures  respecting  him,  have,  I 
believe,  preyed  on  Walter's  mind  more  than  he  acknow- 
ledged. Ellinor  found  a  paper  in  his  closet,  where  we  had 
occasion  to  search  the  other  day  for  something  belonging 
to  my  father,  which  was  scribbled  with  all  the  various 
fragments  of  guess  or  information  concerning  my  uncle, 
obtained  from  time  to  time,  and  interspersed  with  some 
remarks  by  Walter  himself  that  affected  me  strangely.  It 
seems  to  have  been,  from  early  childhood,  the  one  desire  of 
my  cousin  to  discover  his  father  s  fate.  Perhaps  the  dis- 
covery may  be  already  made ; — perhaps  my  long-lost  uncle 
may  yet  be  present  at  our  wedding. 

"  You  ask  me^  Eugene,  if  I  still  pursue  m^  \KAaxi\c»V. 
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researches  ?  Sometimes  I  do ;  but  the  flower  now  has  no 
fragrance,  and  the  herb  no  secret,  that  I  care  for;  and 
astronomy,  which  you  had  just  begun  to  teach  me,  pleases 
me  more ;  the  flowers  charm  me  when  you  are  present ; 
but  the  stars  speak  to  me  of  you  in  absence.  Perhaps  it 
would  not  be  so,  had  I  loved  a  being  less  exalted  than' 
you.  Every  one,  —  even  my  father,  even  EUinor,  smile 
when  they  observe  how  incessantly  I  think  of  you — how 
utterly  you  have  become  all  in  all  to  me.  I  could  not  ieU 
this  to  you,  though  I  write  it :  is  it  not  strange  that  letters 
should  be  more  faithful  than  the  tongue  ?  And  even  your 
letter,  mournful  as  it  is,  seems  to  me  kinder,  and  dearer, 
and  more  full  of  yourself,  than,  with  all  the  magic  of  your 
language,  and  the  silver  sweetness  of  your  voice,  your 
spoken  words  are.  I  walked  by  your  house  yesterday ;  the 
windows  were  closed ;  there  was  a  strange  air  of  lifelessness 
and  dejection  about  it.  Do  you  remember  the  evening  in 
which  I  first  entered  that  house  ?  Do  you  —  or,  rather,  is 
there  one  hour  in  which  it  is  not  present  to  you  ?  For 
me,  I  live  in  the  past,  —  it  is  the  present  (which  is  with* 
out  you)  in  which  I  have  no  life.  I  passed  into  the  little 
garden,  that  with  your  own  hands  you  have  planted  for  me, 
and  filled  with  flowers.  Ellinor  was  with  me,  and  she  saw 
my  lips  move.  She  asked  me  what  I  was  saying  to  my- 
self. J  would  not  tell  her; — I  was  praying  for  you,  my 
kind,  my  beloved  Eugene.  I  was  praying  for  the  happi- 
ness of  your  future  years,  —  praying  that  I  might  requite 
your  love.  Whenever  I  feel  the  most,  I  am  the  most  in- 
clined to  prayer.  Sorrow,  joy,  tenderness,  all  emotion,  lift 
up  ray  heart  to  God.  And  what  a  delicious  overflow  of 
the  heart  is  prayer !  When  I  am  with  you— and  I  feel 
that  you  love  me — my  happiness  would  be  painful,  if  there 
were  no  God  whom  I  might  bless  for  its  excess.  Do  those 
who  believe  not  love  ?  —  have  they  deep  emotions  ?  —  can 
they  feel  truly — devotedly?  Why,  when  I  talk  thus  to 
you,  do  you  always  answer  me  with  that  chilling  and 
mournful  smile  ?  You  would  make  religion  only  the  crea^ 
tion  of  reason,  —  as  well  might  you  make  love  the  same : 
what  is  either,  unless  you  let  it  spring  also  from  the 
feelings  ? 
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"  When  —  wfa^D  — when  will  you  return  ?  I  think  I 
love  you  now  more  than  ever.  I  think  I  have  more  cou- 
nge  to  tell  you  so.  So  many  things  I  have  to  say,  —  so 
many  events  to  relate.  For  what  is  not  an  event  to  us  ? 
the  least  incident  that  has  happened  to  either ;  —  the  very 
fiuting  of  a  flower,  if  you  have  worn  it,  is  a  whole  history 
ttne. 

**  Adieu,  God  bless  you  ;  God  reward  you  ;  God  keep 
ymir  heart  with  Him,  dearest,  dearest  Eugene.  And  may 
you  every  day  know  better  and  better  how  utterly  you  are 
knred  by  your  Madeline." 

The  epistle  to  which  Lester  referred,  as  received  from 
Walter,  was  one  written  on  the  day  of  his  escape  from 
Mr.  Pertinax  Fillgrave,  a  short  note  rather  than  letter, 
winch  ran  as  follows : — 

**  My  dear  Uncle, 

**  I  have  met  with  an  accident,  which  confined  me  to 
my  bed ;  a  rencontre,  indeed,  with  the  knights  of  the  road  ; 
nothing  serious  (so  do  not  be  alarmed !),  though  the 
doi^r  would  fain  have  made  it  s(v  I  am  just  about  to 
recommence  my  journey,  but  not  towards  London ;  on  the 
contrary,  northward. 

**I  have,  partly  through  the  information  of  your  old 
friend,  Mr.  Courtland,  partly  by  accident,  found  what  I 
hope  may  prove  a  clue  to  the  fate  of  my  father.  I  am 
now  departing  to  put  this  hope  to  the  issue.  More  I 
would  fain  say ;  but,  lest  the  expectation  should  prove 
fidlacious,  I  will  not  dwell  on  circumstances  which  would, 
in  that  case,  only  create  in  you  a  disappointment  similar  to 
my  own.  Only  this  take  with  you,  that  my  father's  pro- 
v^bial  good  luck  seems  to  have  visited  him  since  your 
latest  news  of  his  fate ;  a  legacy,  though  not  a  large  one, 
awaited  his  return  to  England  from  India:  but  see  if  I 
am  not  growing  prolix  already ;  —  I  must  break  off  in 
order  to  reserve  you  the  pleasure  (may  it  be  so  I)  of  a  full 
snrprisel 

"  God  bless  you,  my  dear  uncle  I  I  write  in  spirits  and 
hope.     Kindest  love  to  all  at  home. 

"  Walter  Lester. 
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<<  P.  S.  Tell  Ellinor  that  my  bitterest  misfbrtane,  id  the 
adventure  I  have  referred  to,  was  to  be  robbed  of  hest 
purse.  Will  she  knit  me  another  ?  By  the  way,  I  en- 
countered Sir  Peter  Hales :  such  an  open-hearted,  generous 
fellow  as  you  said  I  '  thereby  hangs  a  tale/  " 

This  letter,  which  provoked  all  the  curiosity  of  oor  little 
circle,  made  them  anxiously  look  forward  to  every  post  for 
additional  explanation,  but  that  explanation  came  not ;  and 
they  were  forced  to  console  themselves  with  the  evident 
exhilaration  under  which  Walter  wrote,  and  the  probable 
supposition  that  he  delayed  further  information  antil  it 
could  be  ample  and  satisfactory.  ^'  Knights  of  the  road^" 
quoth  Lester,  one  day ;  "  I  wonder  if  they  were  any  of  tkt 
gang  that  have  just  visited  us.  Well,  but,  poor  boy  I  be 
does  not  say  whether  he  has  any  money  left :  yet,  if  lie 
were  short  of  the  gold,  he  would  be  very  unlike  his  father 
(or  his  uncle,  for  that  matter)  had  he  forgotten  to  enlarge 
on  that  subject,  however  brief  upon  others." 

*'  Probably,*'  said  Ellinor,  ''  the  corporal  carried  the 
main  sum  about  him  in  those  well-stuffed  saddle-bags,  and 
it  was  only  the  purse  that  Walter  had  about  his  person  that 
was  stolen  ;  and  it  is  probable  that  the  corporal  might 
have  escaped,  as  he  mentions  nothing  about  that  excellent 
personage." 

"  A  shrewd  guess,  Nell ;  but  pray,  why  should  Walter 
cany  the  purse  about  him  so  carefully  ?  Ah,  you  blush : 
well,  will  you  knit  him  another  ?  " 

*'  Pshaw,  papa  !  Good-by ;  I  am  going  to  gather  you  a 


nosegav. 


But  Ellinor  was  seized  with  a  sudden  fit  of  industrv, 
and,  somehow  or  other,  she  grew  fonder  of  knitting  than 
ever. 

The  neighbourhood  was  now  tranquil  and  at  peace ;  the 
nightly  depredators  that  had  infested  the  green  valleys  of 
Grassdale  were  heard  of  no  more;  it  seemed  a  sudden 
incursion  of  fraud  and  crime,  which  was  too  unnatural  to 
the  character  of  the  spot  invaded  to  do  more  than  to  ter- 
rify and  to  disappear.  The  truditur  dies  die  ;  the  serene 
Steps  of  one  calm  day  eViasVci^  ^xioiWt  teturned,  and  the 
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ast  ^Imrm  was  only  remembered  as  a  tempting  subject  of 

Oisip  to   the  villagers,  and   (at  the   hall)   a  theme   of 

nlogium  on  the  courage  of  Eugene  Aram. 

;...**  It  is  a  lovely  day/*  said  Lester  to  his  daughters  as 

key  sat  at  the  window  ;  "  come,  girls,  get  your  bonnets, 

nd  let  us  take  a  walk  into  the  village." 

;«  ♦*  And  meet  the  postman,"  said  Ellinor,  archly. 

,.  **  Yes,"  rejoined  Madeline,  in  the  same  vein,  but  in  a 

Aiisper  that  Lester  might  not  hear :  **  for  who  knows  but 

Iwt  we  way  have  a  letter  from  Walter  ?  " 

;    JHow  prettily  sounds  such  raillery  on  virgin  lips  I     No, 

to;  nothing  on  earth  is  so  lovely  as  the  confidence  between 

9fO.  happy  sisters,  who  have  no   secrets   but  those  of  a 

^iSeless  love  to  reveal  I 

.:    As  they  strolled  into  the  village  they  were  met  by  Peter 

^tisltry,  who  was  slowly  riding  home  on  a  large  ass,  which 

9SrfMi  himself  and  his  panniers  to  the  neighbouring  market 

§  a  more  quiet  and  luxurious  indolence  of  action  than 

rould  the  harsher  motions  of  the  equine  species. 

i  ,  •*  A  fine  day,  Peter ;  and  what  news  at  market  ?  "  said 

jester. 

"  Corn   high,  hay  dear,  your   honour,"    replied   the 
ierk. 

•  "Ah,  I  suppose  so ;  a  good  time  to  sell  ours,  Peter : 
re  must  see  about  it  on  Saturday.  But,  pray,  have  you 
leiird  any  thing  from  the  corporal  since  his  departure  ?  " 
.  '^Not  I,  your  honour,  not  I;  though  I  think  as  he 
night  have  given  us  a  line,  if  it  was  only  to  thank  me  for 
ny  care  of  his  cat ;  but — 


'  Them  as  comes  to  go  to  roam, 
Thinks  slight  of  they  as  stays  at  home/ 


ft 


"  A  notable  distich,  Peter ;   your  own  composition,  I 
Ifvrrant." 

\  \  "  Mine  I  Lord  love  your  honour,  I  has  no  genus,  but  I 
2Mmem(»y;  and  when  them  ere  beautiful  lines  of  poetry 
»|4..Cpmes  into  my  head  they  stays  there,  and  stays  till 
j^ey  pops  out  at  my  tongue  like  a  bottle  of  ginger-beer. 
[^  fljqi  loves  poetry,  sir,  'specially  the  sacred." 
,jj   *'  We  know  it, — we  know  it." 
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''For  there besummut  mit»"  continued  the cterky^whiclt 
■mouths  a  mans  heart  like  a  clothes-brushy  ivipeft  away 
the  dust  and  dirt»  and  sets  all  the  nap  right :  and  J  thinks 
as  how  't  is  what  a  derk  of  the  parish  ought  to^studyyyour 
honour."  v-  ; 

"  Nothing  better ;  you  speak  like  an  oracle." 
''Now,  sir,  there  be  the  corporal,  honest  man,  what 
thinks  himself  mighty  clever,  —  but  he  has  no  soul  for 
▼arse*  Lord  love  ye,  to  see  the  faces  he  makes  .when  I 
tells  him  a  hymn  or  so ;  't  is  quite  wicked,  your  hononr^*^ 
for  that 's  what  the  heathen  did,  as  you  well  know,  sicr 

'  And  when  I  does  discourse  of  things 
Most  boly  to  their  tribe. 
What  does  they  dot -.they  mocks  at  me, 
And  makes  my  harp  a  gibe.' 

'T  is  not  what  /  calls  pretty.  Miss  Ellinor." 

"  Certainly  not,  Peter ;  I  wonder,  with  your  talents  ifor 
verse,  you  never  indulge  in  a  little  satire  against  such 
perverse  taste." 

"  Satire !  what 's  that  ?     Oh,  I  knows ;  what  they  writes 

in  elections.    Why,  miss,  mayhap "  here  Peter  paused, 

and  winked  significantly  —  "  but  the  corporal  *s  a  passion- 
ate man,  you  knows:  but  I  could  so  sting  him. — Aha  I 
we  '11  see,  we  '11  see.  Do  you  know,  your  honour,'* — here 
Peter  altered  his  air  to  one  of  serious  importance,  as  if 
about  to  impart  a  most  sagacious  conjecture,  ^^I  tliinks 
there  be  one  reason  why  the  corporal  has  not  written 
to  me." 

«  And  what 's  that,  Peter  ?  " 

"  'Cause,  your  honour,  he 's  ashamed  of  his  writing :  I 
fancy  as  how  his  spelling  is  no  better  than  it  should  be,— 
but  mum 's  the  word.  You  sees,  your  honour,  the  cor- 
poral 's  got  a  tarn  for  conversation-like ;  he  be  a  mighty 
fine  talker,  surelt/!  but  he  be  shy  of  the  pen;  'tis  not 
every  man  what  talks  biggest  what 's  the  best  schollard  at 
bottom.  Why,  there 's  the  newspaper  I  saw  in  the  market 
(for  I  always  sees  the  newspaper  once  a-week)  says  as 
how  some  of  them  great  speakers  in  the  parliament  hoase 
are  no  better  than  ninnies  when  they  gets  upon  paper ;  and 
that  *s  the  corporal's  case  I  sispect:   I  suppose  as  how 
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they  can't  spell  all  them  ere  long  words  they  make  use  on. 
For  my  part,  I  thinks  there  be  mortal  desate  (deceit)  like 
in  that  ere  public  speaking ;  for  I  knows  how  far  a  loud 
voice  and  a  bold  face  goes,  even  in  buying  a  cow,  your 
honour ;  and  I  'm  afraid  the  country  *s  greatly  bubbled  in 
that  ere  partiklar ;  for  if  a  man  can't  write  down  clearly 
what  he  means  for  to  say,  I  does  not  thinks  as  how  he 
knows  what  he  means  when  he  goes  for  to  speak  I  *' 

This  speech — quite  a  moral  exposition  from  Peter,  and, 
doubtless,  inspired  by  his  visit  to  market  —  for  what  wis- 
dom cannot  come  from  intercourse? — our  good  publican 
delivered  with  especial  solemnity,  giving  a  huge  thump  on 
the  sides  of  his  ass  as  he  concluded. 

"  Upon  my  word,  Peter,"  said  Lester,  laughing,  "  you 
have  grown  quite  a  Solomon  ;  and,  instead  of  a  clerk,  you 
ought  to  be  a  justice  of  the  peace  at  the  least:  and, 
indeed,  I  must  say  that  I  think  you  shine  more  in  the 
capacity  of  a  lecturer  than  in  that  of  a  soldier." 

"  *T  is  not  for  a  clerk  of  the  parish  to  have  too  great  a 
knack  at  the  weapons  of  the  flesh,"  said  Peter,  sanctimo- 
niously, and  turning  aside  to  conceal  a  slight  confusion  at 
the  unlucky  reminiscence  of  his  warlike  exploits ;  "  but 
lauk,  sir,  even  as  to  that,  why,  we  has  frightened  all  the 
robbers  away.     What  would  you  have  us  do  more  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  word,  Peter,  you  say  right ;  and  now,  good 
day.  Your  wife  's  well,  I  hope  ?  And  Jacobina  (is  not 
that  the  cat's  name?)  in  high  health  and  favour?" 

**  Hem,  hem  I  why,  to  be  sure,  the  cat 's  a  good  cat ; 
but  she  steals  Goody  Truman's  cream  as  she  sets  for  butter 
reg'larly  every  night" 

"  Oh !  you  must  cure  her  of  that,"  said  Lester,  smiling. 
"  I  hope  that 's  the  worst  fault." 

"  Why,  your  gardener  do  say,"  replied  Peter,  reluctantly, 
"  as  how  she  goes  arter  the  pheasants  in  copse-hole." 

"  The  deuce  I  "  cried  the  squire ;  **  that  will  never  do  : 
she  must  be  shot,  Peter,  she  must  be  shot.  My  pheasants  I 
my  best  preserves  I  and  poor  Goody  Truman's  cream,  too  I 
a  perfect  devil  I  Look  to  it,  Peter ;  if  I  hear  any  com- 
plaints again,  Jacobina  is  done  for.  —  What  are  you 
laughing  at,  Nell  ? 


^ »» 
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"  Well,  go  thy  ways,  Peter,  for  a  shrewd  man  and  a 
clever  man ;  it  is  not  every  one  who  could  so  suddenly  have 
elicited  my  father's  compassion  for  Goody  Truman's  cream.'* 

<<  Pooh  I "  said  the  squire:  '*  a  pheasant's  a  serious  thing, 
child  ;  but  you  women  don't  understand  matters." 

They  had  now  crossed  through  the  village  into  the 
fields,  and  were  slowly  sauntering  by 

"  Hedge-row  elms  on  hillocks  green,** 

when,  seated  under  a  stunted  pollard,  they  came  suddenly 
on  the  ill-favoured  person  of  Dame  Darkmans.  She  sat 
bent  (with  her  elbows  on  her  knees,  and  her  hands  sup- 
porting her  chin),  looking  up  to  the  clear  autumnal  sky; 
and  as  they  approached,  she  did  not  stir,  or  testify  by  sign 
or  glance  that  she  even  perceived  them. 

There  is  a  certain  kind-hearted  sociality  of  temper  that 
you  see  sometimes  among  country  gentlemen,  especially 
not  of  the  highest  rank,  who  knowing,  and  looked  up  to 
by,  every  one  immediately  around  them,  acquire  the  habit 
of  accosting  all  they  meet — a  habit  as  painful  for  them  to 
break,  as  it  was  painful  for  poor  Rousseau  to  be  asked 
"how  he  did"  by  an  applewoman.  And  the  kind  old 
squire  could  not  pass  even  Goody  Darkmans  (coming  thus 
abruptly  upon  her)  without  a  salutation. 

"  All  alone,  dame,  enjoying  the  fine  weather?  — that's 
right.     And  how  fares  it  with  you  ?  " 

The  old  woman  turned  round  her  dark  and  bleared 
eyes,  but  without  moving  limb  or  posture. 

"'Tis  well-nigh  winter  now;  'tis  not  easy  for  poor 
folks  to  fare  well  at  this  time  o*  year.  Where  be  we  to  get 
the  firewood,  and  the  clothing,  and  the  dry  bread,  carse 
it !  and  the  drop  o'  stuff  that 's  to  keep  out  the  cold.  Ah, 
it's  fine  for  you  to  ask  how  we  does,  and  the  days  shorten- 
ing, and  the  air  sharpening." 

"  Well,  dame,  shall  I  send  to  *  *  *  *  for  a  warm  cloak 
for  you  ?  "  said  Madeline. 

"  Hoi  thankye,  yojungleddy — thankye  kindly,  and  I'll 
wear  it  at  your  widding,  for  they  says  you  be  going  to  git 
married  to  the  larned  man  yander.  Wish  ye  well,  ma*am. 
wish  ye  well." 
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And  the  old  hag  grinned  as  she  uttered  this  benediction, 
Aat  sounded  on  her  lips  like  the  Lord's  Prayer  on  a 
witch's ;  which  converts  the  devotion  to  a  crime,  and  the 
prayer  to  a  curse. 

**  Ye 're  very  winsome,  young  lady,"  she  continued, 
eyeing  Madeline's  tall  and  rounded  iigure  from  head  to 
foot.  "  Yes,  very;  but  I  was  as  bonny  as  you  once,  and 
if  you  lives — mind  that  — fair  and  happy  as  you  stand 
BOW,  you'll  be  as  withered,  and  foul-faced,  and  wretched 
8s  me.  Hal  ha!  I  loves  to  look  on  young  folk,  and  think 
o'  that.  But  mayhap  ye  won't  live  to  be  old — more's 
the  pity!  for  ye  might  be  a  widow,  and  childless,  and  a 
lone  'oman,  as  I  be  ;  if  you  were  to  see  sixty:  an'  would'nt 
that  be  nice?  —  ha  I  ha  I — much  pleasure  ye'd  have  in 
the  fine  weather  then,   and  in  people's  fine  speeches, 

€h?" 

'^  Come,  dame,"  said  Lester,  with  a  cloud  on  his  benign 
brow>  ^'this  talk  is  ungrateful  to  me,  and  disrespectful 
to  Miss  Lester;  it  is  not  the  way  to " 

"  Hout  I "  interrupted  the  old  woman ;  "  I  begs  pardon, 
air,  if  I  offended — I  begs  pardon,  young  lady:  'tis  my 
way,  poor  old  soul  that  I  be.  And  you  meant  me  kindly, 
and  I  would  not  be  uncivil,  now  you  are  a-going  to  give 
me  a  bonny  cloak ;  and  what  colour  shall  it  be  ?  " 

"  Why,  what  colour  would  you  like  best,  dame — - 
red?" 

"  Red!  no!  like  a  gypsy-quean,  indeed !  Besides,  they 
all  has  red  cloaks  in  the  village,  yonder.  No ;  a  handsome 
dark  grey,  or  a  gay,  cheersome  black,  an'  then  I'll  dance 
in  mourning  at  your  wedding,  young  lady;  and  that's 
what  ye '11  like.  But  what  ha'  ye  done  with  the  merry 
bridegroom,  ma'am  ?  Gone  away,  I  hear.  Ah,  ye'll  have 
a  happy  life  on  it,  with  a  gentleman  like  him.  I  never 
seed  him  laugh  once.  Why  does  not  he  hire  me  as  your 
sarvaat;  would  not  I  be  a  favourite  thin?  I'd  stand  on 
the  thrishold,  and  give  ye  good  morrow  every  day.  Oh! 
it  does  me  a  deal  of  good  to  say  a  blessing  to  them  as  be 
yoimger  and  gayer  than  me.  Madge  Darkman's  blessing ! 
OchI  what  a  thing  to  wish  for!" 

•*  Well,  good  day,  mother,"  said  Lester,  moving  on. 

u 
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<<  Stay  a  bit,  stay  a  bit,  sir ;  has  ye  any  oemmnids, 
miss,  yonder,  at  Master  Aram's?  His  old  'oman 's  agOMip 
of  mine ;  we  were  young  togither :  and  the  lads  dkl  Bot 
know  which  to  like  the  best  So  we  often  meet8>  and  talk». 
of  the  old  times.  I  be  going  up  there  now.  OchI  I  h(^ 
I  shall  be  asked  to  the  widding.  And  what  a  nice  montii? 
to  wid  in!  Novimber,  Novimber,  that's  the  merry  moBtk 
for  me!  But  'tis  cold — bitter  cold  too.  Well,  good  day* 
good  day.  Ay,"  continued  the  hag»  as  Lester  and 'the 
sisters  moved  on,  <<ye  all  goes  and  throws  niyer  a  look 
behind.  Ye  despises  the  poor  in  your  hearts.  Bnt  the 
poor  will  have  their  day.  Och  I  an'  I  wish  ye  -were  dead* 
dead,  dead,  an'  I  dancing  in  my  bonny  black  cloak  abotf 
your  graves ;  for  an't  all  mine  dead,  cold,  cold,  rottiogy  and 
one  kind  and  rich  man  might  ha'  saved  them  all?  " 

Thus  mumbling,  the  wretched  creature  looked  after  the 
father  and  his  daughters,  as  they  wound  onward,  till  her 
dim  eyes  caught  them  no  longer ;  and  then,  drawing  -her 
rags  round  her,  she  rose,  and  struck  into  the  opposite  path 
that  led  to  Aram's  house. 

''  I  hope  that  hag  will  be  no  constant  visitor  at  your 
future  residence,  Madeline,"  said  the  younger  sister;  "  it 
would  be  like  a  blight  on  the  air." 

"  And  if  we  could  remove  her  from  the  parish,"  said 
Lester,  "  it  would  be  a  happy  day  for  the  village.  Yet, 
strange  as  it  may  seem,  so  great  is  her  power  over  them  ail, 
that  there  is  never  a  marriage  nor  a  christening  in  the 
village  from  which  she  is  absent ;  they  dread  her  spite 
and  foul  tongue  enough,  to  make  them  even  ask  humbly 
for  her  presence." 

'^  And  the  hag  seems  to  know  that  her  bad  qualities  are 
a  good  policy,  and  obtain  more  respect  than  amiability 
would  do,"  said  EUinor.  <*  I  think  there  is  some  deeigft 
in  all  she  utters." 

"  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  the  words  and  sight  of 
that  woman  have  struck  a  damp  into  my  heart,"  said  Ma- 
deline, musingly. 

"  It  would  be  wonderful  if  they  had  not,  child/'  said 
Lester,  soothingly;  and  he  changed  the  conversation  to 
other  topics. 
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^baHi^'D^iichiding  their  walk,  they  re-entered  the  village, 
liey  'l{iHM)ttiitered  that  most  welcome  of  all  visitants  to  a 
ktiitrjf'  village,  the  postman — a  tall,  thin  pedestrian,  fa- 
Mwl  for  swiftness  of  foot,  with  a  ^eerful  iiEice,  a  swinging 
fifl^'abd  Lester's  bag  slung  over  his  shoulder.  Our  little 
to^y^uiekeiied  their  pace-^one  letteri^^foi*  Madeline-^-^ 
llllvb  handwriting.  Happy  blush — bright  smile !  Ah  } 
il^l^eeting  ever  gives  the  delight  that  a  letter  can  inspire 
H^lh^  i^ott  absences  of  a  first  love* 
•fO'.*^  And  none  for  me  I"  said  Lester,  in  a  disappointed 
ofaie,  tod  ElUnor  s  hand  hung  more  heavUy  on  his  arm, 
isd -her  step  moved  slower.  <'  It  is  very  strange  in 
WtUer^  but  I  am  more  angry  than  alarmed.*' 
■w.*s  Be  sure,"  said  Ellinor,  after  a  pause,  <<  that  it  is  not 
lis  fault.  Something  may  have  happened  to  him.  Good 
Heavtiili!  if  he  has  been  attacked  again — those  fearful 
i^li^aymen  I " 

•  ■*.** Nay,"  said  Lester,  "the  most  probable  supposition 
iRer  afli  is^  tliat  he  will  not  write  until  his  expectations  are 
■ealised  or  destroyed.  Natural  enough,  too ;  it  is  what 
[  «kould  have  done,  if  I  had  been  in  hb  place." 

*^  Natural'! "  said  Ellinor,  who  now  attacked  where  she 
lefore  defended  —  "Natural  not  to  give  us  one  line,  to 
tai]f'he  is  well  and  safe! — Natural!  /could  not  have  been 
mremisa  I " 

':Ii^<^  Ay,  child,  you  women  are  so  fond  of  writing:  'tis  not 
loi^^wilh  us,  especially  when  we  are  moving  about:  it  is 
ifciraysfc— **Well,  I  must -write  to-morrow — well,  I  must 
WIbHb  when  this  is  settled — well,  I  must  write  when  I 
ftrrive  at  such  a  place;' — and,  meanwhile,  time  slips  on, 
tdl^  pierfaaps  we  get  ashamed  of  writing  at  all.  I  heard  a 
[(ieiiit'liiafl  say  once,  that  'Men  must  have  something  efie- 
VlMfe  abemt  them  to  be  good  correspondents ; '  and  'faith, 
[  think  it's  true  enough  on  the  whole." 
>'j  Ml  wonder  if  Madeline  thinks  so  ? "  said  Ellinor,  envi- 
Mdify'glanoing'ather  sister's  absorption,  as,  lingering  a 
ittle  behind,  she  devoured  the  contents  of  her  letter, 
•u.'*^' He  is  coming  home  immediately,  dear  father;  perhaps 
li^  may- be  here  to-morrow,"  cried  Madeline,  abruptly ; 

*  think  of  that,  Ellinor  I     Ah!  and  he  writea  m  ^Sx\\a\' 
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— and  the  poor  girl  clapped  her  hands  delightedly,  as  the 
colour  danced  joyously  over  her  cheek  and  neck.    '  . '  - 

'<  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  quoth  Lester ;  ^*  we  shall  hlave 
him  at  last  beat  even  Ellinor  in  gaiety  I  *' 

<<  That  may  easily  be,"  sighed  Ellinor  to  herself,  v 
she  glided  past  them  into  the  house,  and  sought  her  o¥k 
chamber. 


CHAPTER   V. 


A    REFLECTION    NEW    AND    STRANGE. —  THE    STREETS  OP 

LONDON. A  GREAT   MAN's   LIBRARY.  —  A  CONVBRSA- 

TION  BETWEEN  THE  STUDENT  AND  AN  ACQUAINTAKGK 
OF  THE  reader's.  —  ITS  RESULT. 


"  Here's  a  statesman ! 

Rolla,  Ask  for  thyself. 

Lat,  What  more  can  concern  me  than  this  1 " 

The  Tragedy  of  RoUa, 

It  was  an  evening  in  the  declining  autumn  of  1758; 
some  public  ceremony  had  occurred  during  the  day,  and 
the  crowd  which  it  had  assembled  was  only  now  gradually 
lessening,  as  the  shadows  darkened  along  the  streets^ 
Through  this  crowd,  self-absorbed  as  usual — with  them, 
not  one  of  them — Eugene  Aram  slowly  wound  his  uncom-^ 
panioned  way.  What  an  incalculable  field  of  dread  and 
sombre  contemplation  is  opened  to  every  man  who,  with 
his  heart  disengaged  from  himself,  and  his  eyes  accustomed 
to  the  sharp  observance  of  his  tribe,  walks  through  the 
streets  of  a  great  city  I  What  a  world  of  dark  and  trou- 
blous secrets  in  the  breast  of  every  one  who  hurries  by  you! 
Goethe  has  said  somewhere  that  each  of  us,  the  best  as 
the  worst,  hides  within  him  something — some  feeling, 
some  remembrance  that,  if  kno>vn,  would  make  you  bate 
him.     No  doubt  the  saying  is  exaggerated ;  but  still,  what 
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a  gloomy  and  profouDd  sublimity  in  the  ideal  —  what  a 
oew  ii^sight  it  gives  into  the  hearts  of  the  common  herd  I 
— with  what  a  strange  interest  it  may  inspire  us  for  the 
lumblest,  the  tritest  passenger  that  shoulders  us  in  the 
gci^t  thoroughfare  of  life  I  One  of  the  greatest  pleasures 
m  the  world  is  to  walk  aloue,  and  at  night  (while  they  are 
yet  crowded),  through  the  long  lamp-lit  streets  of  this  huge 
metropolis.  There,  even  more  than  in  the  silence  of  woods 
and  fields,  seems  to  me  the  source  of  endless,  various 
nteditation. 

Bn^»fMu,^~.Pm,  lit,  1. 1. 

There  was  that  in  Aram's  person  which  irresiBtibly 
f<^mmanded  attention.  The  earnest  composure  of  his 
countenance,  its  thoughtful  paleness,  the  long  hair  falling 
back,  the  peculiar  and  estranged  air  of  his  whole  figure, 
accompanied  as  it  was  by  a  mildness  of  expression,  and 
that  lofty  abstraction  which  characterises  one  who  is  a 
brooder  over  his  own  heart — a  ponderer  and  a  soothsayer 
to  his  own  dreams; — all  these  arrested  from  time  to  time 
the  second  gaze  of  the  passenger,  and  forced  on  him 
t^e  impression,  simple  as  was  the  dress,  and  unpretending 
as.  was  the  gait  of  the  stranger,  that  in  indulging  that 
aeqond  gaze  he  was  in  all  probability  satisfying  the  curi- 
osity which  makes  us  love  to  fix  our  regard  upon  any 
in^miirkable  man. 

",'.  A-t  length  Aram  turned  from  the  more  crowded  streets, 
M^  in  a  short  time  paused  before  one  of  the  most  princely 
Ip^u.ses  in  London.  It  was  surrounded  by  a  spacious  court- 
jiu^  and  over  the  porch  the  arms  of  the  owner,  with  the 
corpiiet  and  supporters,  were  raised  in  stone. 

j;;  /' Js  Lord  *  *  ♦  *  ♦  within  ?  "  asked  Aram,  of  the  bluff 
Wf]^t  who.  appeared  at  the  gate. 

.    ,^,.My  lord  is  at  dinner,"  replied  the  porter,  thinking 
tpe  A09wer  quite  sufficient,  and  about  to  reclose  the  gate 
jijmcmVthe  unseasonable  visitor. 
.^.^^.*^^%  (UQ  glad  to  find  he  is  at  home,"  rejoined  Arams 
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gliding  past  the  servant  with  an  air  of  quiet  apd.iincbnr 
scious  command,  and  passing  the  coilrt-jard  to  the  mam 
building. 

At  the  door  of  the  house,  to  which  you  asoended  by  ^ 
flight  of  stone  steps,  the  valet  of  the  nobleii»an~-ihe  only 
nobleman  introduced  in  our  tale,  and  consequently,  l;^^ 
same  whom  we  have  presented  to  our  reader  in  the  earlier 
part  of  this  work,  happened  to  be  lounging  and  ei^oying 
the  snoLoke  of  the  evening  air.  High-bred,  prudent,  an4 
sagacious,  Lord  *****  knew  well  how  often  great  ioen» 
especially  in  public  life,  obtain  odium  for  the  rudeness  rf 
their  domestics ;  and  all  those,  especially  about  himselfy  had 
been  consequently  tutored  into  the  habits  of  universal 
courtesy  and  deference,  to  the  lowest  stranger  as  well. 41 
to  the  highest  gnest.  And  trifling'  as  this  may  aeeJBOf  it 
was  an  act  of  morality  as  well  as  of  prudence.  Few  etaai 
guess  what  pain  may  be  saved  to  poor  and  proud  men  qf 
merit  by  a  similar  precaution.  The  valet,  ther^ore,  re* 
plied  to  Aram's  inquiry  with  great  politeness ;  he  reod* 
lected  the  name  and  repute  of  Aram;  and  as  the  earij  taking 
delight  in  the  company  of  men  of  letters,  was  generally 
easy  of  access  to  all  such  —  the  great  man's  great  man  in- 
stantly conducted  the  student  to  the  earl's  library,  and  in- 
forming him  that  his  lordship  had  not  yet  left  the  dining- 
room,  where  he  was  entertaining  a  large  party,  assured 
him  that  he  should  be  informed  of  Aram's  visit  the  mo- 
ment he  did  so. 

Lord  *****  was  still  in  office ;  sundrv  boxes  were 
scattered  on  the  floor ;  papers,  that  seemed  countless,  lay 
strewed  over  the  immense  library-table;  but  here  and  there 
were  books  of  a  more  reductive  character  than  those  of 
business,  in  which  the  mark  lately  set,  and  the  pencilled 
note  still  fresh,  shewed  the  fondness  with  which  men  of 
cultivated  minds,- though  engaged  in  official  pursuits,  wHl 
turn  in  the  momentary  intervals  of  more  arid  and  toilsome 
life  to  those  lighter  studies  which  perhaps  they  in  reality 
the  most  enjoy. 

One  of  these  books,  a  volume  of  Shaftesbury,  Araift 
carefully  took  up  ;  it  opened  of  its  own  accord  in  that  most 


fiUGENE  ARAM.  295 

fl 

-bekiiitifiil  and  profound  passage,  which  contains  perhaps 
the  jtistest  sarcasm  to  which  Uiat  ingenious  and  grace&l 
reasoner  has  giv^i  vent : — 

f  *  ,The  very  spirit  of  Faction,  for  the  greatest  part,  seems 
U>  be  ho  other  than  the  abuse  or  irregularity  of  that  social 
we  aod.  common  affection  which  is  natural  to  mankind — 
ftfr  tlie  opposite  of  sociableness  is  selfishness;  and  of  all 
characters,  the  thorough  selfish  one  is  the  least  forward 
Jsb  taking  party.  The  men  of  this  sort  are,  in  this  respect, 
tanie  men  of  moderation.  They  are  secure  of  their  temper, 
fuid  possess  themselves  too  well  to  be  in  danger  of  entering 
'^armly  into  any  cause,  or  engaging  deeply  with  any  side 
.jiir  JBftction." 

On  the  margin  of  the  page  was  the  following  note,  in 
ike  handwriting  of  Lord  ***** : — 

*•  Generosity  hurries  a  man  into  party — philosophy 
Jce6ps  him  aloof  firom  it ;  the  Emperor  Julian  says  in  his 
:^i8tle  to  Themistius,  '  If  you  should  form  only  three  or 
four  philosophers,  you  would  contribute  more  essentially  to 
the  happiness  of  mankind  than  many  kings  united.'  Yet, 
if  an  men  were  philosophers,  I  doubt  whether,  though 
more  men  would  be  virtuous,  there  would  be  so  many 
idstances  of  an  extraordinary  virtue.  The  violent  passions 
pfoduce  dazzling  irregularities."  ' 

,  TTie  student  was  still  engaged  with  this  note  when  the 
earl  entered  the  room.  As  the  door  through  which  he 
passed  was  behind  Aram,  and  he  trod  with  a  soft  step,  he 
was  not  perceived  by  the  scholar  till  he  had  reached  him, 
and,  looking  over  Aram's  shoulder,  the  earl  said :  "  You 
"Hill. dispute  the  truth  of  my  remark,  will  you  not?  Pro- 
found calm  is  the  element  in  which  you  would  place  all 
the  \drtues." 

' '  **  Not  allf  my  lord,"  answered  Aram,  rising,  as  the 
^r)  now  shook  him  by  the  hand,  and  expressed  his  delight 
at  seeing  the  student  again.  Though  the  sagacious  noble- 
nijan  had  no  sooner  heard  the  student's  name,  than,  in  his 
bvttL  heart,  he  was  convinced  that  Aram  had  sought  him 
for  the  purpose  of  soliciting  a  renewal  of  the  offers  he  had 
^<5rmer]y  refused ;  he  resolved  to  leave  his  visitor  to  open 
ike  subject  himself,  and  appeared  courteously  t^^  ^^\&\\^x 


296  EUGENE  ARAM. 

the  visit  as  a  matter  of  course,  made  withoiiitiiny:>oter 
object  than  the  renewal  of  the  mutual  pleasufe  of  iatefu 
course. 

<<  I  am  afraid,  my  lord,"  said  Aram,  '^  that  70a  tat 
engaged.     My  visit  can  be  paid  to-morrow  if ** 

'^  Indeed,''  said  the  eaii,  interrupting  him,  and  dmwiog. 
a  chair  to  the  table,  I  have  no  engagements  which  shonNl- 
deprive  me  of  the  pleasure  of  your  company.  A  iew: 
friends  have  indeed  dined  with  me,  but  as  they  are-noiT: 
with  Lady  *♦♦**,  I  do  not  think  they  wUl  gveatlf  > 
miss  me ;  besides,  an  occasional  absence  is  readily  forgifQii' 
in  us  happy  men  of  office ; — we,  who  have  the  hoDour  tf 
exciting  the  envy  of  all  England,  for  being  made  magiii^. 
:ficently  wretched." 

*<  I  am  glad  you  allow  so  much,  my  lord,"  said  AttMh 
smiling ;  <<  /  could  not  have  said  more.  Ambition  oldy 
makes  a  favourite  to  make  an  ingrate; — she  has  larahed' 
her  honours  on  Lord  *****,  and  see  how  he  spodb  flf 
her  bounty." 

*'  Nay,"  said  the  earl,  "  I  spoke  wantonly,  and  stand 
corrected.  I  have  no  reason  to  complain  of  the  course  I 
have  chosen.  Ambition,  like  any  other  passion,  gives  us 
unhappy  moments ;  but  it  gives  us  also  an  animated  life. 
In  its  pursuit,  the  minor  evils  of  the  world  are  not  fe!t; 
little  crosses,  little  vexations  do  not  disturb  us.  Like  men 
who  walk  in  sleep,  we  are  absorbed  in  one  powerful  dream, 
and  do  not  even  know  the  obstacles  in  our  way,  or  the 
dangers  that  surround  us  :  in  a  word,  we  have  710  privatu 
life*  All  that  is  merely  domestic,  the  anxiety  and  the  loss 
which  fret  other  men,  which  blight  the  happiness  of  other 
men,  are  not  felt  by  us :  we  are  wholly  public  ; — so  that  if 
we  lose  much  comfort,  we  escape  much  care." 

The  earl  broke  off  for  a  moment;  and  then  turning  the 
subject,  inquired  after  the  Lesters,  and  making  some 
general  and  vague  observations  about  that  family,  came 
purposely  to  a  pause. 

Aram  broke  it : — 

"  My  lord,"  said  he,  with  a  slight,  but  not  ungraeefol, 
embarrassment,  ^'I  fear  that,  in  the  course  of  your  politioal 
life,  yon  mu$t  have  made  one  observation,— -that  he  whe 
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pnNtii8e0^lo-day,will  be  called  upon  to  perform  to-morrow. 
Ni>  mall  who  has  any  thing  to  bestow,  can  ever  promise 
with  impunity.  Some  time  since,  you  tendered  me  offers 
thai  would  have  dazzled  more  ardent  natures  than  mine ; 
and  which  I  might  have  advanced  some  claim  to  philosophy 
ift-feliising.  I  do  not  now  come  to  ask  a  renewal  of  those 
dffnM.  Public  life,  and  the  haunts  of  men,  are  as  hateful 
m  ever  to  my  pursuits :  but  I  come,  frankly  and  candidly, 
tO'throw  myself  on  that  generosity,  which  proffered  to  me 
tk0tt  «o  large  a  bounty.  Certain  circumstances  have  taken 
fiemk^me  the  small  pittance  which  supplied  my  wants  ;— 
lyequire  only  the  power  to  pursue  my  quiet  and  obscure 
emer  of  study — your  lordship  can  afford  me  that  power : 
it  is  not  against  custom  for  the  government  to  grant  some 
oflidl  annuity  to  men  of  letters — your  lordships  interest 
cpoid  obtsun  me  this  favour.  Let  me  add,  however,  that 
'Lena  a&er  nothing  in  return  I  Party  politics — sectarian 
lateretts — are  for  ever  dead  to  me:  even  my  common 
studies  are  of  small  general  utility  to  mankind.  I  am 
cDBseioiis  of  this — would  it  were  otherwise  I — Once  I 
hbped  it  would  be — but  "  Aram  here  turned  deadly  pale, 
gasped  for  breath,  mastered  his  emotion,  and  proceeded — 
**  1  have  no  great  claim,  then,  to  this  bounty,  beyond  that 
whiehall  poor  cultivators  of  the  abstruse  sciences  can  ad- 
laaee.  ■  It  is  well  for  a  country  that  those  sciences  should 
he  -  cultivated ;  they  are  not  of  a  nature  which  is  ever 
Ittdfative  to  the  possessor — not  of  a  nature  that  can  often 
bev- lefty  like  lighter  literature,  to  the  fair  favour  of  the 
piibIio;-> — ihey  call,  perhaps,  more  than  any  species  of 
inkUectual  culture,  for  the  protection  of  a  government ; 
and  thoi]^h  in  me  would  be  a  poor  selection,  the  prin- 
ciple would  still  be  served,  and  the  example  furnish  pre- 
cedent for  nobler  instances  hereafter.  I  have  said  all, 
my-lordl" 

.;ii  iNothing  perhaps  more  affects  a  man  of  some  sympathy 
with  those  who  cultivate  letters,  than  the  pecuniary  claims 
of  one  who  can  advance  them  with  justice,  and  who  ad- 
vances them  also  with  dignity.  If  the  meanest,  the  most 
pitiable^  the  most  heart-sickening  object  in  the  world,  is 
the  man  cf  letters^  sunk  into  the  habitual  X^e^^^  ^^x^a^ 
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tmag  tiie  tricks,  incarring  the  rebuke,  glorying  in  the 
«hame,  of  the  mingled  mendicant  and  swindler; — -what, 
on  the  other  hand,  so  touches,  so  subdues  ns,  as  the  first, 
and  only  petition,  of  one  whose  intellect  dignifies  our 
whole  kind ;  and  who  prefers  it  with  a  certain  haughtiness 
in  his  very  modesty  ;  because,  in  asking  a  favour  to  him- 
self, he  may  be  only  asking  the  power  to  enlighten  the 
world  ? 

**  Say  no  more,  sir,*'  said  the  earl,  affected  deeply,  and 
giving  gracefully  way  to  the  feeling;  *<the  affair  is  settled. 
Consider  it  utterly  so.  Name  only  the  amount  of  the 
annuity  you  desire." 

With  some  hesitation  Aram  named  a  sum  so  moderate^ 
so  trivial,  that  the  minister,  accustomed  as  he  wat  tD>tte 
claims  of  younger  sons  and  widowed  dowagers- 
tomed  to  the  hungry  cravings  of  petitioners  withioiit 
who  considered  birth  the  only  just  title  to  the  right  of 
exactions  from  the  public — was  literally  startled  ifiiit 
contrast  <'  More  than  this,"  added  Aram,  '*  I  do  not 
require,  and  would  decline  to  accept.  We  have  sqmb 
right  to  claim  existence  from  the  administrators  of  the 
common  stock — none  to  claim  affluence." 

"  Would  to  Heaven  I "  said  the  earl,  smiling,  **  that 
all  claimants  were  like  you ;  pension-lists  would  not  then 
call  for  indignation  ;  and  ministers  would  not  bluak  to 
support  the  justice  of  the  favours  they  conferred.  But 
are  you  still  firm  in  rejecting  a  more  public  career,  nith 
all  its  deserved  emoluments  and  just  honours  ?  The  oSat 
I  made  you  once,  I  renew  with  increased  avidity  now." 

"  '  Despiciam  dites^  "  answered  Aram,  "  and,  thanks 
to  you,  I  may  add,  *  despiciamque  famem. 


» t» 
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"  ;  CHAPTER  VI. 

THE    THAMES  AT  NIGHT. — A    THOUGHT. THE   STUDENT 

i,   .  B.HSEEKS    THE    RUFFIAN. A   HUxMAN    FEELING    EVEN 


."'k.W  THE  WORST    SOIL. 


ii; 


**  Clem.  Tis  our  last  interview  ! 
Stat.   Pray  Heav'n  it  be  ! '' — Clemanthes. 

•■'j"i;<..'     . 

0»  leaving  Lord  ***** '»,  Aram  proceeded,  with  a  lighter 
andtmore  rapid  step,  towards  a  less  courtly  quarter  of  the 
lUBUupdis. 

I  He  had  found,  on  arriving  in  London,  that  in  order  to 
aecaart  the  annual  sum  promised  to  Houseman,  it  had  been 
:iiacesJ9ary  to  strip  himself  even  of  the  small  stipend  he  had 
iMiped  to  retain.  And  hence  his  visit,  and  hence  his 
petition,  to  Lord  *  *  *  *  *.  He  now  bent  his  way  to  the 
spot  in  which  Houseman  had  appointed  their  meeting.  To 
this  fastidious  reader  these  details  of  pecuniary  matters,  s6 
triiffial  in  themselves,  may  be  a  little  wearisome,  and  may 
weekk  a  little  undignified ;  but  we  are  writing  a  romance  of 
rail  life,  and  the  reader  must  take  what  is  homely  with 
what  may  be  more  epic — the  pettiness  and  the  wants  of 
tite  daily  world,  with  its  loftier  sorrows  and  its  grander 
crimes.  Besides,  who  knows  how  darkly  just  may  be 
that  moral  which  shews  us  a  nature  originally  high,  a  soul 
once  all  a-thirst  for  truth,  bowed  (by  what  events?)  to  the 
manoeuvres  and  the  lies  of  the  worldly  hypocrite  ? 

The  night  had  now  closed  in,  and  its  darkness  was 
only  relieved  by  the  wan  lamps  that  vistaed  the  streets^ 
and  a  few  dim  stars  that  struggled  through  the  reeking 
haze  that  curtained  the  great  city.  Aram  had  now  gained 
one  of  the  bridges  "  that  arch  the  royal  Thames,"  and, 
in  no  time  dead  to  scenic  attraction,  he  there  paused  fov 
a  moment,  and  looked  along  the  dark  river  that  rushed 
below. 
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Oh,  God  I  how  many  wild  and  stormy  hearts  have 
stilled  themselves  on  that  spot,  for  one  dread  instant  of 
thought — of  calculation — of  resolve — one  instant,  the  last 
of  life  I  Look  at  night  along  the  course  of  that  stately 
river,  how  gloriously  it  seems  to  mock  the  passions  lof 
them  that  dwell  beside  it.  Unchanged- — unchan^pingf^ 
all  around  it  quick  death,  and  troubled  life  ;  itself  smiBpg 
up  to  the  grey  stars,  and  singing  from  its  deep  heart  :as  it 
l)ounds  along.  Beside  it  is  the  senate,  proud  of  its  solemn 
triflers;  and  there  the  cloistered  tomb,  in  which,  as  the 
loftiest  honour,  some  handful  of  the  fiercest  of  the  strag- 
glers may  gain  forgetfulness  and  a  grave  I  There  is  no 
moral  to  a  great  city  like  the  river  that  washes  its  walls. 

There  was  something  in  the  view  before  him,  that 
suggested  reflections  similar  to  these,  to  the  strange  and 
mysterious  breast  of  the  lingering  student  A  solemn  de- 
jection crept  over  him,  a  warning  voice  sounded  on  his 
ear,  the  fearful  genius  within  him  was  aroused,  and  even 
in  the  moment  when  his  triumph  seemed  complete  and  hiB 
safety  secured,  he  felt  it  only  as 

"  The  torrent's  smoothness  ere  it  dash  below." 

The  mist  obscured  and  saddened  the  few  lights  scattered 
on  either  side  the  water;  and  a  deep  and  gloomy  quiet 
brooded  round : — 

"  The  very  houses  seemed  asleep, 
And  all  that  mighty  heart  was  lying  still." 

Arousing  himself  from  his  short  and  sombre  revery, 
Aram  resumed  his  way,  and  threading  some  of  the  smaller 
streets  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  water,  arrived  at  la^t  ia 
the  street  in  which  he  was  to  seek  Houseman. 

It  was  a  narrow  and  dark  lane,  and  seemed  altogether 
of  a  suspicious  and  disreputable  locality.  One  or  two 
samples  of  the  lowest  description  of  alehouses  broke  the 
dark  silence  of  the  spot; — from  them  streamed  the  only 
lights  which  assisted  the  single  lamp  that  burned  at  the 
entrance  of  the  alley ;  and  bursts  of  drunken  laughter  and 
obscene  merriment  broke  out  every  now  and  then  finMn 
tbeae  wretched  theatres  o(  Pleasure*     As  Aram  passed 
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one  ^of  them,  a  crowd  of  the  lowest  order  of  ruffian  and' 
]ii^^6t  issued  nobily  from   the   door,  and  suddenly  ob- 

trttcted  his  way :  through  this  vile  press,  reeking  with 
^  i^taimp  and  odour  of  the  most  repellent  character  of 
j|d(^  was  the  lofty  and  cold  student  to  force  his  path  I 
Thi  darkness,  his  quick  step,  his  downcast  head,  favoured 
fi&^i^Cape  through  the  unhallowed  throng,  and  he  now 
|!cK)k1  opposite  the  door  of  a  small  and  narrow  house.  A 
fidolderous  knocker  adorned  the  door,  which  seemed  of 
tl^^binmon  strength,  being  thickly  studded  with  large 
itiihs*  He  knocked  twice  before  his  summons  was  an- 
swered, and  then  a  voice  from  within  cried,  "  Who's  there? 
What  want  you  ?  " 

'.'^"^  I  seek  one  called  Houseman." 
■■' "No   answer   was   returned — some  moments   elapsed. 
Again  the  student  knocked,  and  presently  he  heard  the 
yttice'of  Houseman  himself  call  out — 
'      "  Who*s  there — Joe  the  Cracksman?" 

"  Richard  Houseman,  it  is  I,"  answered  Aram,  in  a 
deep  tone,  and  suppressing  the  natural  feelings  of  loathing 
and  abhorrence. 

Houseman  uttered  a  quick  exclamation  ;  the  door  was 
hastily  unbarred.  All  within  was  utterly  dark;  but  Aram 
felt  Svith  a  thrill  of  repugnance  the  gripe  of  his  strange 
acijftkaintance  on  his  hand. 

"  Ha  !  it  is  you  !  —  Come  in,  come  in  I — let  me  lead 
you.  Have  a  care — cling  to  the  wall — the  right  hand — 
now  then — stay.  So — so — (opening  the  door  of  a  room, 
in  which  a  single  candle,  well-nigh  in  its  socket,  broke  on 
the' previous  darkness) ;  here  we  are  I  here  we  are  I  And 
BoVgoesit— eh?" 

Hbuseman  now  bustling  about,  did  the  honours  of  his 
ap^ment  with  a  sort  of  complacent  hospitality.  He  drew 
two  Tough  wooden  chairs,  that  in  some  late  merriment 
i^Ined  to  have  been  upset,  and  lay,  cumbering  the  un- 
^^hed  and  carpetless  floor,  in  a  position  exactly  contrary 
tSs!  that  destined  them  by  their  maker ;  he  drew  these 
aii^  near  a  table  strewed  with  drinking  horns,  half- 
^ied  bottles,  and  a  pack  of  cards.  Dingy  caricatures 
/fOijI  large  coarse  fashion  of  the  day,  decorated  \.\i^^^!^\ 
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and  carelessly  thrown  on  another  table,  lay  a  piir  «f  huge 
horse-pistols,  an  immense  shovd  hat»  a  fa^  moiiiBtadbty  a* 
rouge-pot,  and  a  riding-whip.  All  this  the  student  oora<- 
prehended .  with  a  rapid  glanoe-^his  lip  quivered  for  a 
moment — whether  with  shame  or  scorn  of  himself^  and 
then  throwing  himself  on  the  chair  Houseman  had  set  for 
him,  he  said —  ■  ■•"* 

^<  I  have  come  to  discharge  my  part  of  our  agreementr 

'<  You  are  most  welcome,"  replied  Houseman^  witibibflt 
tone  of  coarse,  yet  flippant  jocularity,  which  afibidcd  It 
the  mein  and  manner  of  Aram  a  still  stronger  eoriinit 
than  his  more  unrelieved  brutality. 

"  There,"  said  Aram,  giving  him  a  paper  ;/<  thersyeu 
will  perceive  that  the  sum  mentioned  is  secured  •te  yta, 
the  moment  you  quit  this  country.  When  shall  that  be  ? 
Let  me  entreat  haste." 

*<  Your  prayer  shall  be  granted.  Before  day<rbfeak 
to-morrow,  I  will  be  on  the  road." 

Aram's  face  brightened.  . 

'^  There  is  my  hand  upon  it,"  said  Houseman,  eariMsdji; 
"  You  may  now  rest  assured  that  you  are  free  of  me  for 
life.  Go  home — marry — enjoy  your  existence,  as  I  have 
done.  Within  four  days,  if  the  wind  set  fair,  I  am  in 
France." 

"  My  business  is  done;  I  will  believe  you,"  said  Artin» 
frankly  and  rising. 

"  You  may,"  answered  Houseman.  "  Stay — I  will 
light  you  to  the  door.  Devil  and  death — how  the  d— d 
candle  flickers ! " 

Across  the  gloomy  passage,  as  the  candle  now  flared—' 
and  now  was  dulled — by  quick  fits  and  starts, — House- 
man, after  this  brief  conference,  reconducted  the  student, 
Atid  as  Aram  turned  from  the  door,  he  flung  his  armo 
wildly  aloft,  and  exclaimed,  in  the  voice  of  one,  froot 
whose  heart  a  load  is  lifted, — '^  Now,  now,  for  Madeline  I 
I  breathe  freely  at  last  I " 

Meanwhile,  Houseman  turned  musingly  back,  tdd  re- 
gained his  room,  muttering — 

"  Yes — yes — mi/  business  here  is  also  done!  Compe' 
teuce  and  safety  abroad--— afler  all,  what  a  bugbear  is  thii 
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oniteidDce ! — fourteen  years  have  rolled  awaj — and  lo  ! 
oothiDg'diBoovered  !  nothing  known  I  And  easy  circum- 
sluicetf-^the  very  consequence  of  the  deed — wait  the  re- 
nainder  of  my  days :  my  child,  too — my  Jane — shall  not 
wmt-T-oshall  not  be  a  beggar  nor  a  harlot." 
ifilSo  HMuing,  Houseman  threw  himself  contentedly  on^ 
the  chair,  and  the  last,  flicker  of  the  expiring  light,  as  it 
plitjred  upward  on  his  rugged  countenance,  rested  on  one 
dC;^O0e-6eif-hu^ng  smUes,  with  which  a  sanguine  man 
oKtainarplates  a  satis&ctory  future. 

.:>.j;'He  had  not  been  long  alone  before  the  door  opened,^ 
and  a  woman  with  a  light  in  her  hand  appeared.  She  was 
0tkienilj  intoxicated,  and  approached  Houseman  with  a 
igciHiig  and  unsteady  step. 

'  v-i^'HowvOOw,  Bess?  drunk  as  usual!  Get  to  bed,  you 
ihe  shark,  go  I " 

.4.  :^ Tush,  man,  tush!  don't  talk  to  your  betters,"  said 
the  woman,  sinking  into  a  chair ;  and  her  situation,  dis- 
gusting as  it  was,  could  not  conceal  the  rare,  though 
sonieidiat  coarse  beauty  of  her  face  and  person. 
-.  ><STen  Houseman  (his  heart  being  opened,  as  it  were, 
bf  the  cheering  prospects  of  which  his  soliloquy  had  in- 
duced ihe  contemplation),  was  sensible  of  the  effect  of 
the  mere  physical  attraction,  and  drawing  his  chair  closer 
to:  hety  he  said  in  a  tone  less  harsh  than  usual  — 

"  Come,  Bess,  come,  you  must  correct  that  d — d 
habit  of  yours ;  perhaps  I  may  make  a  lady  of  you  after 
all.  '  What  if  I  were  to  let  you  take  a  trip  with  me  to 
France,  old  girl,  eh ;  and  let  you  set  off  that  handsome 
fae6*-«for  you  are  devilish  handsome,  and  that's  the  truth 
cf;it»«— ^ith  some  of  the  French  gewgaws  you  women  love? 
Wfattt  if  I  were  ?  would  you  be  a  good  girl,  eh  ?  " 

ii«  I  think  I  would,  Dick, — I  think  I  would,"  replied 
tto^lroman,  shewing  a  set  of  teeth  as  white  as  ivory,  with 
pkosbre  partly  at  the  flattery,  partly  at  the  proposition : 
"  you  are  a  good  fellow,  Dick,  that  you  are." 

r-  ^  Humph  I"  said  Houseman,  whose  hard,  shrewd  mind 
was  not  easily  cajoled ;  "  but  what's  that  paper  in  your 
boMiH  Bess  ?    A  love-letter,  I  '11  swear." 
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<<  Tis  to  you  then ;  came  to  you  this  moming,  only 
somehow  or  other,  I  forgot  to  give  it  you  till  now ! " 

^<  Ha !  a  letter  to  me  ? ''  said  Houseman,  seizing  the 
epistle  in  question.  <*  Hem  I  the  Knaresbro'  postmark — 
my  mother-in-law's  crabbed  hand,  too  I  What  can  the  old 
crone  want  ?  " 

He  opened  the  latter,  and  hastily  scanning  its  contents, 
started  up. 

"  Mercy,  mercy  I "  cried  he,  **  my  child  is  ill — dying. 
I  may  never  see  her  again, — my  only  child, — the  only 
thing  that  loves  me, — that  does  not  loathe  me  as  a  villain!*' 

"  Heyday,  Dicky  I'*  said  the  woman,  clinging  to  him, 
^'  don't  take  on  so;  who  so  fond  of  you  as  me  ? — what's 
a  brat  like  that  ?  " 

*'  Curse  on  you,  hag  I "  exclaimed  Houseman,  dashing 
her  to  the  ground  with  a  rude  brutality :  '<  you  love  me  I 
Pah  I  My  child — my  little  Jane, — my  pretty  Jane — 
my  merry  Jane — my  innocent  Jane — I  will  seek  her  in- 
stantly— instantly  I  What's  money  ?  what's  ease, — if — 
if " 

And  the  father,  wretch,  ruffian  as  he  was,  stung  to  the 
core  of  that  last  redeeming  feeling  of  his  dissolute  nature, 
struck  his  breast  with  his  clenched  hand  and  rushed  from 
the  room — from  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

-t.-.-: 

MADELINE,  HER  HOPES. — A  MILD  AUTUMN  CHARAC- 
5.M  .  TERISED. A  LANDSCAPE. A  RETURN. 


,0  ' 


<'  T  is  late,  and  cold  —  stir  up  the  fire, 
Sit  close,  and  draw  the  table  nigber ; 
Be  merry  and  drink  wine  that  *s  old, 
A  hearty  medicine  'gainst  a  cold : 
Welcome  —  welcome  shall  fly  round  !  " 


Beaumont  and  Fletcher  :  Song  in  the 


Lover* s  Progress, 

S!s' when  the  great  poet, 

-   "  Escaped  the  Stygian  pool,  though  long  detained 
In  that  obscure  sojourn ;  while,  in  bis  flight. 
Through  utter  and  through  middle  darkness  borne. 
He  sang  of  chaos,  and  eternal  night :  "  — 

As  tehen,  revisiting  the  "  holy  light,  offspring  of  heaven 
irst-bom,"  the  sense  of  freshness  and  glory  breaks  upon 
lim,  and  kindles  into  the  solemn  joyfulness  of  adjuring 
{ong;  so  rises  the  raind  from  the  contemplation  of  the 
;loom  and  guilt  of  life,  "  the  utter  and  the  middle  dark- 
iess>"  to  some  pure  and  bright  redemption  of  our  nature — 
jouie  creature  of "  the  starry  threshold,"  "  the  regions 
nild  of  calm  and  serene  air."  Never  was  a  nature  more 
beautiful  and  soft  than  that  of  Madeline  Lester — never  a 
lature  more  inclined  to  live  "  above  the  smoke  and  stir 
>f  this  dim  spot,  which  men  call  earth" — to  commune 
iFith  its  own  high  and  chaste  creations  of  thought  —  to 
nake  a  world  out  of  the  emotions  which  this  world  knows 
lot  —  a  paradise,  which  sin,  and  suspicion,  and  fear,  had 
lever  yet  invaded  —  where  God  might  recognise  no  evil, 
ind  angels  forebode  no  change. 

Aram's  return  was  now  daily,  nay,  even  hourly,  ex- 
»ected.  Nothing  disturbed  the  soft,  though  thoughtful 
erenity,  with  which  his  betrothed  relied  upon  V\i^  W\»lT%« 
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Aram's  letters  had  been  more  deeply  impressed  with  the 
evidence  of  love,  than  even  his  spoken  vows ;  those  letters 
had  diffused  not  so  much  an  agitated  joy,  as  a  full  and 
mellow  light  of  happiness  over  her  heart.  Every  thing, 
even  nature,  seemed  inclined  to  smile  with  approbation 
on  her  hopes.  The  autumn  had  never,  in  the  memory  of 
man,  worn  so  lovely  a  garment :  the  balmy  and  freshening 
warmth  which  sometimes  characterises  that  period  of  the 
year  was  not  broken,  as  yet,  by  the  chilling  winds,  or  the 
sullen  mists,  which  speak  to  us  so  mournfully  of  the  change 
that  is  creeping  over  the  beautiful  world.  The  summer 
visitants  among  the  feathered  tribe  yet  lingered  in  flocks, 
shewing  no  intention  of  departure;  and  their  song  —  but 
above  all,  the  song  of  the  skylark — which,  to  the  old 
English  poet,  was  what  the  nightingale  is  to  the  Eastern — 
seemed  even  to  grow  more  cheerful  as  the  sun  shortened 
his  daily  task; — the  very  mulberry-tree,  and  the  rich 
boughs  of  the  horse-chestnut,  retained  something  of  their 
verdure;  and  the  thousand  glories  of  the  woodland  around 
Grassdale  were  still  chequered  with  the  golden  hues  that 
herald,  but  beautify,  decay.  Still  no  news  had  been  re- 
ceived of  Walter;  and  this  was  the  only  source  of  anxiety 
that  troubled  the  domestic  happiness  of  the  manor-house. 
But  the  squire  continued  to  remember  that  in  youth  he 
himself  had  been  but  a  negligent  correspondent ;  and  the 
anxiety  he  felt  assumed  rather  the  character  of  anger  at 
Walter's  forgetfulness,  than  of  fear  for  his  safety.  There 
were  moments  when  Ellinor  silently  mourned  and  pined; 
but  she  loved  her  sister  not  less  even  than  her  cousin  ;  and 
in  the  prospect  of  Madeline's  happiness  did  not  too  often 
question  the  future  respecting  her  own. 

One  evening  the  sisters  were  sitting  at  their  work  by 
the  window  of  the  little  parlour,  and  talking  over  various 
matters;  of  which  the  Great  World,  strange  as  it  may 
seem,  never  made  a  part. 

They  conversed  in  a  low  tone ;  for  Lester  sat  by  the 
hearth  in  which  a  wood  fire  had  been  just  kindled, 
and  appeared  to  have  fallen  into  an  afternoon  slumber. 
The  sun  was  sinking  to  repose,  and  the  whole  landscape 
lay  before  them  batVied  \u  \\^\vv  \.\\.l  a.  cloud  passing  over- 
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kead  darkened  the  heavens  just  immediately  above  them, 
aod  one  of  those  beautiful  sun  showers,  that  rather  cha- 
moterise  the  spring  than  autumn,  began  to  fall ;  the  rain 
>«aa  rather  sharp,  and  descended  with  a  pleasant  and 
lffe»hening  noise  through  the  boughs,  all  shining  in  the 
sun-light:  it  did  not,  however,  last  long,  and  presently 
Uiere  sprang  up  the  glorious  rainbow,  and  the  voices  of 
Ae  birds,  which  a  minute  before  were  mute,  burst  into  a 
general  chorus  the  last  hymn  of  the  declining  day.  The 
sparkling  drops  fell  fast  and  gratefully  from  the  trees,  and 
over  the  whole  scene  there  breathed  an  inexpressible 
sense  of  gladness, — 


«( 


The  odour  and  the  harmony  of  eve." 


**  How  beautiful  I."  said  Ellinor,  pausing  from  her 
work.  "  Ah,  see  the  squirrel — is  that  our  pet  one  ? — he  is 
coming  close  to  the  window,  poor  fellow  I  Stay,  I  will 
get  him  some  bread." 

.    "  Hush  I "    said   Madeline,   half  rising,   and   turning 
quite  pale ;  "  do  you  hear  a  step  without  ?  " 

*•  Only  the  dripping  of  the  boughs,"  answered  Ellinor. 

"No,  no — it  is  he  I — it  is  he  I"  cried  Madeline,  the 
blood  rushing  back  vividly  to  her  cheeks,    "*'  I  know  his 

And — yes — winding  round  the  house  till  he  stood 
epjKwite  the  window,  the  sisters  now  beheld  Eugene 
Aram :  the  diamond  rain  glittered  on  the  locks  of  his 
loBg  hair ;  his  cheeks  were  flushed  by  exercise,  or  more 
■pK)bably  the  joy  of  return ;  a  smile,  in  which  there  was 
M  shade  or  sadness,  played  over  his  features,  which 
caught  also  a  fictitious  semblance  of  gladness  from  the 
rays  of  the  setting  sun  which  fell  full  upon  them. 
-.  <( My  Madeline!  my  love!  my  Madeline!"  broke  from 
Mb  lips. 

"You  are  returned  —  thank  God — thank  God  —  safe 
uiiwell?" 

h  ''<•  And  happy!"  added  Aram,  with  a  deep  meaning  in 
Ike  tone  of  his  voice. 

A5-    "Hey  day,  hey  day!"   cried  the  squire,  starting  u^^ 
iM^rhat's  thk?   BJeas  me,  Eugene  I  t- wet  tlitou^v  ^ws> 
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seemingly!  Nell,  run  and  open  the  door  —  more  wood 
on  the  fire  —  the  pheasants  for  supper— and  stay,  girl, 
stay  —  there's  the  key  of  the  cellar  —  the  twenty-one 
port  —  you  know  it.  Ah  I  ah  I  God  willing,  Eugene 
Aram  shall  not  complain  of  his  welcome  back  to  Oraas- 
dale : " 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

affection:    its  godlike  nature. THE  CONVERSATION 

BETWEEN     ARAM     AND     MADELINE. THE     FATALIST 

FORGETS  FATE. 

**  Hope  is  a  lover's  staff ;  walk  bence  with  that, 
And  manage  it  agaiust  despairing  thoughts." 

Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona^ 

If  there  be  any  thing  thoroughly  lovely  in  the  human 
heart,  it  is  affection  I  All  that  makes  hope  ele- 
vated, or  fear  generous,  belongs  to  the  capacity  of 
loving.  For  my  own  part,  I  do  not  wonder,  in  looking 
over  the  thousand  creeds  and  sects  of  men,  that  so  many 
religionists  have  traced  their  theology — that  so  many 
moralists  have  wrought  their  system — from  love.  The 
errors  thus  originated  have  something  in  them  that  chaniis 
us,  even  while  we  smile  at  the  theology,  or  while  we 
neglect  the  system.  What  a  beautiful  fabric  would  be 
human  nature  —  what  a  divine  guide  would  be  human 
reason — if  love  were  indeed  the  stratum  of  the  one, 
and  the  inspiration  of  the  other  I  What  a  world  of 
reasonings,  not  immediately  obvious,  did  the  sage  of 
old  open  to  our  inquiry,  when  he  said  the  pathetic 
was  the  truest  part  of  the  sublime  I  Aristides,  the 
painter,  created  a  picture,  in  which  an  infant  is  repre- 
sented sucking  a  mother  wounded  to  the  death,  who, 
even  in  that  agony,  strives  to  prevent  the  child  from 
injuring  itself  by  vmbVbvw^  \Vv^  blood  mingled  with  the 
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^ilk.*  How  many  emotions,  that  might  have  made  us 
permaoently  wiser  and  better,  have  we  lost  in  losing  that 
picture! 

.:,:  Certainly,  love  assumes  a  more  touching  and  earnest 
seipblance,  when  we  find  it  in  some  retired  and  sequestered 
hollow  of  the  world ;  when  it  is  not  mixed  up  with  the 
daily  frivolities  and  petty  emotions  of  which  a  life  passed 
in  cities  is  so  necessarily  composed :  we  cannot  but  believe 
it  a  deeper  and  a  more  absorbing  passion :  perhaps  we  are 
not  always  right  in  the  belief. 

Had  one  of  that  order  of  angels  to  whom  a  knowledge 
of  the  future,  or  the  seraphic  penetration  into  the  hidden 
heart  of  man  is  forbidden,  stayed  his  wings  over  the  lovely 
valley  in  which  the  main  scene  of  our  history  has  been 
east,  no  spectacle  might  have  seemed  to  him  more  appro- 
priate to  that  lovely  spot,  or  more  elevated  in  the  cha- 
racter of  its  tenderness  above  the  fierce  and  short-lived 
passions  of  the  ordinary  world,  than  the  love  that  existed 
between  Madeline  and  her  betrothed.  Their  natures 
seemed  so  suited  to  each  other  I  the  solemn  and  undiumal 
mood  of  the  one  was  reflected  back  in  hues  so  gentle,  and 
y6t  so  faithful,  from  the  purer,  but  scarce  less  thoughtful, 
character  of  the  other  I  Their  sympathies  ran  through 
the  same  channel,  and  mingled  in  a  common  fount;  and 
whatever  was  dark  and  troubled  in  the  breast  of  Aram, 
ivas  now  suffered  not  to  appear.  Since  his  return,  his 
mood  was  brighter  and  more  tranquil;  and  he  seemed 
better  fitted  to  appreciate  and  respond  to  the  peculiar 
tenderness  of  Madeline's  affection.  There  are  some  stara 
which,  viewed  by  the  naked  eye,  seem  one,  but  in  reality 
aie  two  separate  orbs  revolving  round  each  other,  and 
dvinking,  each  from  each,  a  separate  yet  united  existence : 
toch  stars  seemed  a  type  of  them. 

1-  Had  any  thing  been  wanting  to  complete  Madeline's 
happiness,  the  change  in  Aram  supplied  the  want.  The 
aiiddeoa  starts,  the  abrupt  changes  of  mood  and  counte- 
nttqoe,  that  had  formerly  characterised  him,  were  now 

i-i>  4'  <«-  Iiitelligitur  sentire  mater  et  timere,  ne  e  mortuo  \«Jt\ft  «mjl- 
l^ttmen  Ismbat."  ^ 
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scarcely,  if  ever,  visible.  He  seemed  to  have  resigned 
himself  with  confidence  to  the  prospects  of  the  futare,  and 
to  have  forsworn  the  haggard  recollections  of  the  past; 
he  moved,  and  looked,  and  smiled  like  other  men ;  he  was 
alive  to  the  little  circumstances  aroimd  him,  and  no  longer 
absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  a  separate  and  strai^ 
existence  within  himself.  Some  scattered  fragments  of 
his  poetry  bear  the  date  of  this  time :  they  are  chiefly 
addressed  to  Madeline ;  and,  amidst  the  vows  of  love,  A 
spirit,  sometimes  of  a  wild  and  bursting,  sometimes  of  a 
profound  and  collected  happiness,  are  visible.  There  is 
great  beauty  in  many  of  these  fragments,  and  they  bear  a 
stronger  impress  of  heart — they  breathe  more  of  nature 
and  truth,  than  the  poetry  that  belongs  of  right  to  that 
time. 

And  thus  day  rolled  on  day,  till  it  was  now  the  eve 
before  their  bridals.  Aram  had  deemed  it  prudent  to  tell 
Lester  that  he  had  sold  his  annuity,  and  that  he  had 
applied  to  the  earl  for  the  pension  which  we  have  seen  he 
had  been  promised.  As  to  his  supposed  relation — the 
illness  he  had  created  he  suffered  now  to  cease  ;  and  indeed 
the  approaching  ceremony  gave  him  a  graceful  excuse  for 
turning  the  conversation  away  from  any  topics  that  did 
not  relate  to  Madeline,  or  to  that  event. 

It  was  the  eve  before  their  marriage:  Aram  and 
Madeline  were  walking  along  the  valley  that  led  to  the 
house  of  the  former. 

'*  How  fortunate  it  is,"  said  Madeline,  "  that  our 
future  residence  will  be  so  near  my  father's.  I  cannot 
tell  you  with  what  delight  he  looks  forward  to  the  pleasant 
circle  we  shall  make.  Indeed,  I  think  he  would  scarce 
have  consented  to  our  wedding,  if  it  had  separated  us 
from  him." 

Aram  stopped,  and  plucked  a  flower. 

"  Ah  !  indeed,  indeed,  Madeline  !  Yet  in  the  course 
of  the  various  changes  of  life,  how  more  than  probable  it 
is  that  we  shall  be  divided  from  him — that  we  shall  leave 
this  spot." 

"  It  is  possible,  certainly ;    but  not  probable :  is  it, 
Eugene  ?  " 
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"  Would  it  grieve  thee  irremediably,  dearest,  were  it 
80?'*  rejoioed  Aram,  evasively. 

*^  Irremediably  I  What  could  grieve  me  irremediably 
thai  did  not  happen  to  you  ?  " 

"  Should,  th^i,  circumstances  occur  to  induce  us  to 
leave  this  part  of  the  country,  for  one  yet  more  remote, 
you  could  submit  cheerfully  to  the  change  ?  " 

•*I  should  weep  for  my  father — I  should  weep  for 
£llinor;  but " 

"  But  what  ?  " 

**  1  should  comfort  myself  in  thinking  that  you  would 
then  be  yet  more  to  me  than  ever ! " 

«  Dearest  I " 

**  But  why  do  you  speak  thus ;  only  to  try  me  ?  Ah  I 
that  is  needless.'* 

*'  No,  my  Madeline ;  I  have  no  doubt  of  your  affec- 
tion. When  you  loved  such  as  me,  I  knew  at  once  how 
blind,  how  devoted  must  be  that  love.  You  were  not 
won  through  the  usual  avenues  to  a  woman *s  heart; 
neither  wit  nor  gaiety,  nor  youth  nor  beauty,  did  you 
behold  in  me.  Whatever  attracted  you  towards  me,  that 
which  must  have  been  sufficiently  powerful  to  make  you 
Overlook  these  ordinary  allurements,  will  be  also  suffi- 
ciently enduring  to  resist  all  ordinary  changes.  But 
listen,  Madeline.  Do  not  yet  ask  me  wherefore;  but  I 
fear,  that  a  certain  fatality  will  constrain  us  to  leave  this 
spot  very  shortly  after  our  wedding." 

"How  disappointed  my  poor  father  will  be!**  said 
Madeline,  sighing. 

V  "Do  not,  on  any  account,  mention  this  conversation 
to  him,  or  to  EUinor :  *  sufficient  for  the  day  is  the  evil 
thereof.* " 

Madeline  wondered^  but  said  no  more.  There  was  a 
pause  for  some  minutes. 

"Do  you  remember,**  observed  Madeline,  "that  it 
was  about  here  we  met  that  strange  man  whom  you  had 
formerly  known?** 

"  Ha !  was  it  ?  —  Here,  was  it  ?  ** 

"  What  has  become  of  him  ?  ** 

"  He  b  abroad,  I  hope,**  said  Aram,  c^lixsA^.    ^^X«(^ 
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let  me  think ;  by  this  time  he  must  be  in  France.  Dearest, 
let  us  rest  here  on  this  dry  mossy  bank  for  a  little  while;*' 
and  Aram  drew  his  arm  round  her  waist,  and,  his  coun- 
tenance brightening  as  if  with  some  thought  of  increasing 
joy,  he  poured  out  anew  those  protestations  of  love,  and 
those  anticipations  of  the  future,  which  befitted  the  eve  of 
a  morrow  so  full  of  auspicious  promise. 

The  heaven  of  their  fate  seemed  calm  and  glowing,  and 
Aram  did  not  dream  that  the  one  small  cloud  of  fear 
which  was  set  within  it,  and  which  he  alone  beheld  afiyr, 
and  unprophetic  of  the  storm,  was  charged  with  the  thun- 
derbolt of  a  doom  he  had  protracted,  not  escaped. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

WALTER  AND  THE  CORPORAL  ON  THE  ROAD. THE  EVEN- 
ING SETS  IN. THE  GIPSY  TENTS. ADVENTURE  WITH 

THE  HORSEMAN. —  THE    CORPORAL  DISCOMFITED,  AND 
THE  ARRIVAL  AT  KNARESBRO'. 

"  Long  had  he  wandered,  when  from  far  he  sees 
A  ruddy  flame  that  gleara'd  betwixt  the  trees. 
.     .     .     Sir  Gawaine  prays  him  tell 
Where  lies  the  road  to  princely  Corduel." 

The  Knight  of  the  Sword, 

«  Well,  Bunting,  we  are  not  far  from  our  night's  resting- 
place,"  said  Walter,  pointing  to  a  milestone  on  the  road. 

"  The  poor  beast  will  be  glad  when  we  gets  there, 
your  honour,"  answered  the  corporal,  wiping  his  brows. 

"  Which  beast.  Bunting  ?  " 

"  Augh  ! — now  your  honour  's  severe  I  I  am  glad  to 
see  you  so  merry." 

Walter  sighed  heavily  ;  there  sat  no  mirth  at  his  heart 
at  that  moment. 

"Pray,  sir,"  said  t\ie  cot^ot^,  ^^\ ■^^-aasfc^  "\f  not 
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DO  bold,  has  yoar  honour  heard  how  they  be  doing  at 
irrttssdale  ? '' 

.  **  No,  Bunting ;  I  have  not  held  any  correspondence 
Mi  my  uncle  since  our  departure.  Once  I  wrote  to  him 
Q  setting  off  to  Yorkshire,  but  I  could  give  him  no  direc- 
ioii  to  write  to  me  again.  The  fact  is,  that  I  have  been 
0  sanguine  in  this  search,  and  from  day  to  day  I  have 
een  so  led  on  in  tracing  a  clue,  which  I  fear  is  now 
ffoken,  that  I  have  constantly  put  off  writing  till  I  could 
oftimunicate  that  certain  intelligence  which  I  flattered 
lyself  I  should  be  able  ere  this  to  procure.  However,  if 
^e  are  unsuccessful  at  Knaresbro',  I  shall  write  from  that 
lace  a  detailed  account  of  our  proceedings." 

"And  I  hopes  you  will  say  as  how  I  have  given  your 
lonour  satisfaction." 

"  Depend  upon  that." 

**  Thank  you,  sir,  thank  you  humbly ;  I  would  not  like 

he  squire  to  think  I  'm  ungrateful ! — augh, — and  mayhap 

may  have  more  cause  to  be  grateful  by  and  by,  whenever 

he  squire,  God  bless  him  I  in  consideration  of  your  honour's 

cod  offices,  should  let  me  have  the  bit  cottage  rent  free." 

**  A  man  of  the  world,  Bunting ;  a  man  of  the  world  !" 

**  Your  honour  's  mighty  obleeging,"  said  the  corporal, 
Qtting  his  hand  to  his  hat ;  "  I  wonders,"  renewed  he, 
fter  a  short  pause.  "I  wonders  how  poor  neighbour 
>ealtry  is.  He  was  a  sufferer  last  year ;  I  should  like  to 
now  how  Peter  be  getting  on  —  't  is  a  good  creature." 

Somewhat  surprised  at  this  sudden  sympathy  on  the 
•art  of  the  corporal,  for  it  was  seldom  that  Bunting 
xpressed  kindness  for  any  one,  Walter  replied, — 

"  When  I  write.  Bunting,  I  will  not  fail  to  inquire  how 
*eter  Dealtry  is ;  —  does  your  kind  heart  suggest  any 
ther  message  to  him  ?  " 

"  Only  to  ask  arter  Jacobina,  poor  thing ;  she  might 
let  herself  into  trouble  if  little  Peter  fell  sick  and  neglected 
er  like — augh !  And  I  hopes  as  how  Peter  airs  the  bit 
6ttage  now  and  then ;  but  the  squire,  God  bless  him!  will 
ee  to  that  and  the  tato  garden,  Tm  sure." 

**  You  may  rely  on  that,  Bunting,"  said  Walter,  sinking 
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into  a  revery,  from  which  he  was  shortly  roused  by  the 
corporal. 

"  I  'spose  Miss  Madeline  be  married  afore  now,  your 
honour?  Well,  pray  Heaven  she  be  happy  with  that  ere 
larned  man  I " 

Walter's  heart  beat  faster  for  a  moment  at  this  suddett 
remark,  but  he  was  pleased  to  find  that  the  time  when  the 
thought  of  Madeline's  marriage  was  accompanied  with  pai»^ 
ful  emotion  was  entirely  gone  by ;  the  reflection,  however, 
induced  a  new  train  of  idea,  and  without  replying  to  the 
corporal,  he  sank  into  a  deeper  meditation  than  before. 

The  shrewd  Bunting  saw  that  it  was  not  a  favouraUe 
moment  for  renewing  the  conversation ;  he  therefore  suf- 
fered his  horse  to  fall  back,  and  taking  a  quid  from  his 
tobacco-box,  was  soon  as  well  entertained  as  his  mast^i 
In  this  manner  they  rode  on  for  about  a  couple  of  miles, 
the  evening  growing  darker  as  they  proceeded,  when  a  green 
opening  in  the  road  brought  them  within  view  of  a  gipsy'fl 
encampment ;  the  scene  was  so  sudden  and  picturesque^ 
that  it  aroused  the  young  traveller  from  his  revery,  and  as 
his  tired  horse  walked  slowly  on,  the  bridle  about  its  neck, 
he  looked  with  an  earnest  eye  on  the  vagrant  settlement 
beside  his  path.  The  moon  had  just  risen  above  a  dark 
copse  in  the  rear,  and  cast  a  broad,  deep  shadow  along  the 
green,  without  lessening  the  vivid  effect  of  the  fires  which 
glowed  and  sparkled  in  the  darker  recess  of  the  waste  land, 
as  the  gloomy  forms  of  the  Egyptians  were  seen  dimly 
cowering  round  the  blaze.  A  scene  of  this  sort  is,  perhaps, 
one  of  the  most  striking  that  the  green  lanes  of  old  Eng- 
land afford,  —  to  me  it  has  always  an  irresistible  attraction, 
partly  from  its  own  claims,  partly  from  those  of  association. 
When  I  was  a  mere  boy,  and  bent  on  a  solitary  excursion 
over  parts  of  England  and  Scotland,  I  saw  something  of 
that  wild  people, — though  not  perhaps  so  much  as  the  in- 
genious George  Hanger,  to  whose  memoirs  the  reader 
may  be  referred  for  some  rather  amusing  pages  on  gipsy 
life.  As  Walter  was  still  eyeing  the  encampment,  he  in 
return  had  not  escaped  the  glance  of  an  old  crone^  who 
came  running  hastily  up  to  him,  and  begged  permission 
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0  tell  bis  fortune  and  to  have  her  hand  crossed  with 
ilver. 

Very  few  men  under  thirty  ever  sincerely  refuse  an 
ffer  of  this  sort.  Nobody  believes*  in  these  predictions, 
et  every  one  likes  hearing  them :  and  Walter,  after  faintly 
efosing  the  proposal  twice,  consented  the  third  time ;  and 
Rawing  up  his  horse,  submitted  his  hand  to  the  old  lady. 
ft:tbe  meanwhile,  one  of  the  younger  urchins  who  had  ac* 
(MDpanied  her  had  run  to  the  encampments  for  a  light,  and 
0IW  stood  behind  the  old  woman's  shoulder,  rearing  on  high 
pine  brand,  which  cast  over  the  little  group  a  red  and 
r^rd4ike  glow. 
:  The  reader  must  not  imagine  we  are  now  about  to  call 
ift  credulity  in  aid  to  eke  out  any  interest  he  may  feel  in 
lur  story  ;  the  old  crone  was  but  a  vulgar  gipsy,  and  she 
oredicted  to  Walter  the  same  fortune  she  always  predicted 
0  those  who  paid  a  shilling  for  the  prophecy — an  heiress 
nih  blue  eyes — seven  children — troubles  about  the  epoch 
f  forty-three,  happily  soon  over — and  a  healthy  old  age, 
nth  an  easy  death.  Though  Walter  was  not  impressed 
rith  any  reverential  awe  for  these  vaticinations,  he  yet 
ould  not  refrain  from  inquiring  whether  the  journey  on 
^faich  he  was  at  present  bent  was  likely  to  prove  successful 
Q.  its  object. 

*'  *T  is  an  ill  night,"  said  the  old  woman,  lifting  wp  her 
rild  face  and  elfin  locks  with  a  mysterious  air  —  **  'T  is  an 
11  night  for  them  as  seeks,  and  for  them  as  asks. — He  's 
bmit " 

«He  — who?" 

"No  matter! — you  may  be  successful,  young  sir,  yet 
risfa  you  had  not  been  so.  The  moon  thus,  and  the  wind 
here  —  promise  that  you  will  get  your  desires,  and  find 
hem  crosses." 

.  The  corporal  had  listened  very  attentively  to  these  pre- 
Iktions,  and  was  now  about  to  thrust  forth  his  own  hand 
^the  soothsayer,  when  from  a  cross  road  to  the  right  came 
he  sound  of  hoofs,  and  presently  a  horseman  at  full  trot 
called  up  beside  them. 

"  Hark  ye,  old  she  devil,  or  you,  sirs  —  is  this  the 
oad  to  Knaresbro'?" 
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The  gipsy  drew  back,  and  gazed  on  the  couotenance 
of  the  rider,  on  which  the  red  glare  of  the  pine-braod 
shone  full. 

"  To  Knaresbro',  Richard,  the  dare-devil  ?  Ay,  and 
what  does  the  ramping  bird  want  in  the  ould  nest  ?  Wel- 
come back  to  Yorkshire,  Richard,  my  ben-cove ! " 

<'  Ha ! ''  said  the  rider,  shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand, 
as  he  returned  the  gaze  of  the  gipsy  —  '*  is  it  you.  Bos 
Airlie  ?  —  your  welcome  is  like  the  owl's,  and  reads  the 
wrong  way.  But  I  must  not  stop.  This  takes  to 
Knaresbro,'  then?" 

"  Straight  as  a  dying  man's  curse  to  hell,"  replied  thfl 
crone,  in  that  metaphorical  style  in  which  all  her  tribe  loT^e 
to  speak,  and  of  which  their  proper  language  is  indeed 
almost  wholly  composed. 

The  horseman  answered  not,  but  spurred  on. 

"  Who  is  that  ? "  asked  Walter,  earnestly,  as  the  old 
woman  stretched  her  tawny  neck  after  the  rider. 

"An  ould  friend,  sir,"  replied  the  Egyptian,  dryly. 
"  I  have  not  seen  him  these  fourteen  years ;  but  it  is 
not  Bess  Airlie  who  is  apt  to  forgit  friend  or  foe.  W^ell, 
sir,  shall  I  tell  your  honour's  good  luck?"  —  (here  she 
turned  to  the  corporal,  who  sat  erect  on  his  saddle,  with 
his  hand  on  his  holster,)  —  "the  colour  of  the  lady's  hair 
—  and " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  you  limb  of  Satan  ! "  interrupted 
the  corporal,  fiercely,  as  if  his  whole  tide  of  thought,  so 
lately  favourable  to  the  soothsayer,  had  undergone  a  deadly 
reversion.  "  Please  your  honour,  it 's  getting  late,  we  had 
better  be  jogging  ! " 

"  You  are  right,"  said  Walter  spurring  his  jaded  horse; 
and,  nodding  his  adieu  to  the  gipsy,  he  was  soon  out  of 
sight  of  the  encampment. 

"  Sir,"  said  the  corporal,  joining  his  master,  "  that  is  a 
man  as  I  have  seed  afore ;  I  knowed  his  ugly  face  again  in 
a  crack — 'tis  the  man  what  came  to  Grassdale  arter  Mr. 
Aram,  and  we  saw  arterwards  the  night  we  chanced  on 
Sir  Peter  Thingumebob." 

"  Bunting,"  said  Walter,  in  a  low  voice,  "  /  too  have 
been  trying  to  recaVV  tVie  izst^  ^i  that  man,  and  I  too  am 
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persuaded  I  faaVe  seen  it  before.  A  fearful  suspicion, 
amounting  almost  to  conviction,  creeps  over  me,  that  the 
hour  in  which  I  last  saw  it  was  one  when  my  life  was  in  peril. 
In  a  word,  I  do  believe  that  I  beheld  that  face  bending 
oVer  me  on  the  night  when  I  lay  under  the  hedge,  and  so 
nearly  escaped  murder  !  If  I  am  right,  it  was,  however, 
the  mildest  of  the  ruffians ;  the  one  who  counselled  his 
toittfades  against  despatching  me." 
• '  The  corporal  shuddered. 

•  "  Pray,  sir,"  said  he,  after  a  moment's  pause,  "  do  see 
if  your  pistols  are  primed  —  so  —  so.  'T  is  not  out  o^  na- 
ture that  the  man  may  have  some  'complices  hereabout, 
and  may  think  to  waylay  us.  The  old  gipsy,  too,  what  a 
hce  she  had  I  Depend  on  it,  they  are  two  of  a  trade  — 
augh  I  — bother  I — whaugh  I " 

And  the  corporal  grunted  his  most  significant  grunt. 

^*  It  is  not  at  all  unlikely,  Bunting ;  and  as  we  are  now 
not  far  from  Knaresbro',  it  will  be  prudent  to  ride  on  as 
fast  as  our  horses  will  allow  us.     Keep  up  alongside." 

"  Certainly  —  I  11  purtect  your  honour,"  said  the  cor- 
poral, getting  on  that  side  where  the  hedge  being  thinnest, 
an  ambush  was  less  likely  to  be  laid.  '^  I  care  more  for 
your  honour's  safety  than  my  own,  or  what  a  brute  I  should 
be  —  augh  I 

The  master  and  man  trotted  on  for  some  little  distance, 
when  they  perceived  a  dark  object  moving  along  by  the 
gfass  on  the  side  of  the  road.  The  corporal's  hair  bristled 
---"  lie  uttered  an  oath,  which  by  him  was  always  intended 
for  a  prayer.  Walter  felt  his  breath  grow  a  little  thick  as 
he  watched  the  motions  of  the  object  so  imperfectly  be- 
htMi ;  presently,  however,  it  grew  into  a  man  on  horse- 
back, trotting  very  slowly  along  the  grass ;  and  as  they 
now  neared  him,  they  recognised  the  rider  they  had  just 
seen,  whom  they  might  have  imagined,  from  the  pace  at 
vbioh  he  left  them  before,  to  have  been  considerably  a-head 
of  itiem. 

The  horseman  turned  round  as  he  saw  them. 

"  Pray,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  in  a  tone  of  great  and 
evident  anxiety,  <<  how  far  is  it  to  Xnaresbro'  ?  " 
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"  Don't  answer  him,  your  honour,"  whispered  the 
corporal. 

**  Probably,"  replied  Walter,  unheeding  this  advice, 
<<you  know  this  road  better  than  we  do.  It  cannot,  however, 
be  above  three  or  four  miles  hence." 

"Thank  you,  sir, —  it  is  long  since  I  have  been  in 
these  parts.  I  used  to  know  the  country,  but  they  have 
made  new  roads  and  strange  enclosures,  and  I  now  scarcely 
recognise  any  thing  familiar.  Curse  on  this  brute  !  curse 
on  it,  I  say ! "  repeated  the  horseman  through  his  gnmnd 
teeth,  in  a  tone  of  angry  vehemence  :  "  I  never  wanted  to 
ride  so  qiiick  before,  and  the  beast  has  fallen  as  lame  as  a 
tree.  This  comes  of  trying  to  go  faster  than  other  folks. 
—  Sir,  are  you  a  father  ?" 

This  abrupt  question,  which  was  uttered  in  a  sharp, 
strained  voice,  a  little  startled  Walter.  He  replied  shortly 
in  the  negative,  and  was  about  to  spur  onward,  when  the 
horseman  continued  —  and  there  was  something  in  his 
voice  and  manner  that  compelled  attention, — 

"  And  I  am  in  doubt  whether  I  have  a  child  or  not — 
By  G — !  it  is  a  bitter  gnawing  state  of  mind. — I  may 
reach  Knaresbro'  to  find  my  only  daughter  dead,  sir  I  — 
dead  I " 

Despite  of  Walter's  suspicions  of  the  speaker,  he  could 
not  but  feel  a  thrill  of  sympathy  at  the  visible  distress  with 
which  these  words  were  said. 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  he,  involuntarily. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  replied  the  horseman,  trying  ineffec- 
tually to  spur  on  his  steed,  which  almost  came  down  at  the 
effort  to  proceed.  "  I  have  ridden  thirty  miles  across  the 
country  at  full  speed,  for  they  had  no  post-horses  at  the 
d — d  place  where  I  hired  this  brute.  This  was  the  only 
creature  I  could  get  for  love  or  money;  and  now  the  devil 
only  knows  how  important  every  moment  may  be. — While 
I  speak,  my  child  may  breathe  her  last  I "  And  the  man 
brought  his  clenched  fist  on  the  shoulder  of  his  horse  in 
mingled  spite  and  rage. 

"  All  sham,  your  honour,"  whispered  the  corpora!. 

"  Sir,"  cried  the  horseman,  now  raising  his  voice,   "  I 
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eed  not  have  asked  if  you  had  been  a  father — if  you  had, 
ou  would  have  had  compassion  on  me  ere  this,  —  you 
rould  have  lent  me  your  own  horse." 

**  The  impudent  rogue  I "  muttered  the  corporal. 

•<  Sir,"  replied  Walter,  "  it  is  not  to  the  tale  of  every 
Iranger  that  a  man  gives  belief." 

*'  Belief  I — ah,  well,  well,  'tis  no  matter,"  said  the  horse- 
iaii»  RuUenly.  "There  was  a  time,  man,  when  I  would 
»ye  foroed  what  I  now  solicit;  but  my  heart's  gone. 
Lide  on,  sir  —  ride  on,  —  and  the  curse  of " 

"  If,"  interrupted  Walter,  irresolutely,  "  if  I  could 
lelieve  your  stsUement :  —  but  no.  Mark  me,  sir :  I  have 
ensons — fearful  reasons,  for  imagining  you  mean  this  but 
s  a  snare  I " 

.  "  Ha ! "  said  the  horseman,  deliberately,  "  have  we  met 
ofore  ?  " 

*^  I  believe  so." 

**  And  you  have  had  cause  to  complain  of  me  ?  It  may 
te — it  may  be :  but  were  the  grave  before  me,  and  if  one 
ie  would  smite  me  into  it,  I  solemnly  swear  that  I  now 
itter  but  the  naked  truth." 

^*  It  would  be  folly  to  trust  him.  Bunting  ? "  said 
Valter,  turning  round  to  his  attendant. 

"  Folly !  — sheer  madness — bother  I  *' 

*'If  you  are  the  man  I  take  you  for,"  said  Walter, 
*you  once  lifted  your  voice  against  the  murder,  though 
Feu  assisted  in  the  robbery,  of  a  traveller: — that  traveller 
iras  myself.  I  will  remember  the  mercy  —  I  will  forget 
ke  outrage  ;  and  I  will  not  believe  that  you  have  devised 
bis  tale  as  a  snare.      Take  my  horse,  sir;   I  will  trust 

fpu." 

'■_  Houseman,  for  it  was  he,  flung  himself  instantly  from 
UB  saddle.  "  I  don't  ask  God  to  bless  you  :  a  blessing  in 
ny  mouth  would  be  worse  than  a  curse.  But  you  will  not 
^l^nt  this :  you  will  not  repent  it ! " 

Houseman  said  these  few  words  with  a  palpable  emo- 
ion  ;  and  it  was  more  striking  on  account  of  the  evident 
H>arseness  and  hardened  vulgarity  of  his  nature.  In  a 
M>nient  more  he  had  mounted  Walter  s  horse,  and  turning 
3re  he  sped  on,  inquired  at  what  place  at  TLiiaxe-^oto^'^ 
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the  horse  should  be  sent.  Walter  directed  him  tb  the 
principal  inn  ;  and  Houseman,  waving  his  hand,  and  strik- 
ing his  spurs  into  the  animal,  wearied  as  it  was,  W8S  out  of 
sight  in  a  moment. 

"  Well,  if  ever  I  seed  the  like  I "  quoth  the  eorporal. 
*^  Lira,  lira,  la,  la,  la  I  lira,  lara,  la,  la,  la !  —  augh !  -^ 
waugh  I  — bother  I " 

"  So  my  good-nature  does  not  please  you.  Bunting?*^ 

^<  Oh,  sir,  it  does  not  sinnify :  we  shall  have  our  thTbtits 
cut — that  's  all."  '  '^ 

"  What!  you  don't  believe  the  story?" 

" I  ?     Bless  your  honour,  /am  no  fool.*' 

«  Bunting  I " 

«  Sir." 

"  You  forget  yourself." 

"  Augh  I " 

"  So  you  don't  think  I  should  have  lent  the  horse?" 

"  Sartainly  not." 

"  On  occasions  like  these,  every  man  ought  to  take 
care  of  himself?     Prudence  before  generosity?" 

"  Of  a  sartainty,  sir  I " 

"  Dismount,  then, — I  want  my  horse.  You  may  shift 
with  the  lame  one." 

**  Augh,  sir,  —  baugh  I " 

"  Rascal,  dismount,  I  say ! "  said  Walter  angrily  :  for 
the  corporal  was  one  of  those  men  who  aim  at  governing 
their  masters ;  and  his  selfishness  now  irritated  Walter  as 
much  as  his  impertinent  tone  of  superior  wisdom. 

The  corporal  hesitated.  He  thought  an  ambuscade  by 
the  road  of  certain  occurrence  ;  and  he  was  weighing  the 
danger  of  riding  a  lame  horse  against  his  ma««ter's  displea- 
sure. Walter,  perceiving  he  demurred,  was  seized  with  so 
violent  a  resentment,  that  he  dashed  up  to  the  corporal, 
and,  grasping  him  by  the  collar,  swung  him,  heavy  as  he 
was,  —  being  wholly  unprepared  for  such  force,  —  to  the 
ground. 

Without   deigning   to  look  at   his  condition,  Walter 
mounted  the  sound  horse,  and  throwing  the  bridle  of  the 
lame  one  over  a  bough,  left  the  corporal  to  follow  at  his 
leisure. 


Thfiore  is  not,  perhaps,  a  more  sore  state  of  mind  than 
that  which  we  experience  when  we  have  committed  an  act 
we  meant  to  be  generous,  and  fear  to  be  foolish. 

"  Certainly,"  said  Walter,  soliloquising,  "  certainly  the 
ipon  is  a  rascal ;  yet  he  was  evidently  sincere  in  his  emo- 
^on.  Certainly  he  was  one  of  the  men  who  robbed  me ; 
jet»  if  so,  he  was  also  the  one  who  interceded  for  ipy  life. 
if  I  should  now  have  given  strength  to  a  villain; — if  I 
l^ipuld  have  assisted  him  to  an  outrage  against  myself! 
What  noLore  probable  ?  Yet,  on  the  other  hand,  if  his 
story  be  true; — if  hb  child  be  dying, — and  if,  through 
my  means,  he  obtain  a  last  interview  with  her  I  Well, 
well,  let  me  hope  so  I " 

Here  he  was  joined  by  the  corporal,  who,  angry  as  he 
was,  judged  it  prudent  to  smother  his  rage  for  another  op- 
portunity ;  and  by  favouring  his  master  with  his  company, 
to  procure  himself  an  ally  immediately  at  hand,  should  his 
suspicions  prove  true.  But  for  once,  his  knowledge  of  the 
world  deceived  him  :  no  sign  of  living  creature  broke  the 
loneliness  of  the  way.  By  and  by  the  lights  of  the  town 
gleamed  upon  them;  and,  on  reaching  the  inn,  Walter 
.fbiind  his  horse  had  been  already  sent  there,  and,  covered 
M'ith  dust  and  foam,  was  submitting  itself  to  the  tutelary 
hands  of  the  hostler. 
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CHAPTER  X. 
Walter's  reflections. — mine  host. — a  gentle  CHAr 

RACTER  AND  A  GREEN  OLD  AGE. THE   GARDEN,  AND 

THAT  WHICH    IT   TEACHETH. A  DIALOGUE,  WHBRUN 

NEW    HINTS    TOWARDS    THE   WISHED -FOR    DISCOVERY 

ARE  SUGGESTED. THE  CURATE. A  VISIT  TO  A  SPOT 

OP  DEEP  INTEREST  TO  THE  ADVENTURER. 


it 


€t 


I  made  a  posy  while  the  day  ran  hy, 

Here  will  I  smell  my  remnant  out,  and  tie 

My  life  within  this  hand."  Gboroe  Herbert. 

.     .     .      The  time  approaches. 
That  will  with  due  precision  make  us  know 
What "  MacbetA. 


The  next  morning  Walter  rose  early,  and  descending  into 
the  court-yard  of  the  inn  he  there  met  with  the  landlord, 
who — a  hoe  in  his  hand — was  just  about  to  enter  a  little 
gate  that  led  into  the  garden.  He  held  the  gate  open  ibr 
Walter. 

"  It  is  a  fine  morning,  sir ;  would  you  like  to  look  into 
the  garden  ?  "  said  mine  host,  with  an  inviting  smile. 

Walter  accepted  the  offer,  and  found  himself  in  a  large 
and  well-stocked  garden,  laid  out  with  much  neatness  and 
some  taste :  the  landlord  halted  by  a  parterre  wliich  re- 
quired his  attention,  and  Walter  walked  on  in  solitary 
reflection. 

The  morning  was  serene  and  clear,  but  the  frost 
mingled  the  freshness  with  an  "eager  and  nipping  air;" 
and  Walter  unconsciously  quickened  his  step  as  he  paced 
to  and  fro  the  straight  walk  that  bisected  the  garden,  with 
his  eyes  on  the  ground,  and  his  hat  over  his  brows. 

Now  then  he  had  reached  the  place  where  the  last  trace 
of  his  father  seemed  to  have  vanished ;  in  how  wayward 
Sind  strange  a  manner  I     If  no  further  clue  could  be  here 
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discovered  by  the  inquiry  he  purposed,  at  this  spot  would 
terminate  his  researches  and  his  hopes.  But  the  young 
heart  of  the  traveller  was  buoyed  up  with  expectation. 
Looking  back  to  the  events  of  the  last  few  weeks,  he  thought 
he  recognised  the  finger  of  Destiny  guiding  him  from  step  to 
step,  and  now  resting  on  the  scene  to  which  it  had  brought 
ln»  feet.  How  singularly  complete  had  been  the  train  of 
(to»nistance,  which,  linking  things  seemingly  most  trifling, 
ittdfffc  dissimilar,  had  lengthened  into  one  continuous  chain 
of  evidence !  the  trivial  incident  that  led  him  to  the  sad- 
dlet^s  shop ;  the  accident  that  brought  the  whip  that  had 
been  his  father's  to  his  eye;  the  account  from  Courtland, 
which  had  conducted  him  to  this  remote  part  of  the  coun- 
try ;  and  now  the  narrative  of  Elmore  leading  him  to  the 
spot,  at  which  all  inquiry  seemed  as  yet  to  pause  I  Had 
be  been  led  hither  only  to  hear  repeated  that  strange  tale 
of  sudden  and  wanton  disappearance  —  to  find  an  abrupt 
wall,  a  blank  and  impenetrable  barrier  to  a  course  hitherto 
so  continuously  guided  on  ?  Had  he  been  the  sport  of  Fate, 
and  not  its  instrument  ?  No  ;  he  was  filled  with  a  serious 
and  profound  conviction,  that  a  discovery  that  he  of  all 
men  was  best  entitled  by  the  unalienable  claims  of  blood 
and  birth  to  achieve  was  reserved  for  him,  and  that  this 
grand  dream  and  nursed  object  of  his  childhood  was  now 
about  to  be  embodied  and  attained.  He  could  not  but  be 
sensible,  too,  that  as  he  had  proceeded  on  his  high  enter- 
prise, his  character  had  acquired  a  weight  and  a  thoughtful 
seriousness,  which  was  more  fitted  to  the  nature  of  that 
enterprise  than  akin  to  his  earlier  temper.  This  con- 
sciousness swelled  his  bosom  with  a  profound  and  steady 
h'dpel  When  Fate  selects  her  human  agents,  her  dark 
and  mysterious  spirit  is  at  work  within  them  ;  she  moulds 
tlreiir  hearts,  she  exalts  their  energies,  she  shapes  them  to 
the  part  she  has  allotted  them,  and  renders  the  mortal  in- 
strument worthy  of  the  solemn  end. 

?  "Thus  chewing  the  cud  of  his  involved  and  deep  re- 
flection, the  young  adventurer  paused  at  last  opposite  his 
Lo^  who  was  still  bending  over  his  pleasant  task,  and 
every  now  and  then,  excited  by  the  exercise  and  the  fresh 
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morning  air,  breaking  into  snatches  of  soTse  oML'  nutie 
song.     The  contrast  in  mood  between  himself  and  this 

**  Unvex'd  loiterer  by  the  world's  green  ways,** 

struck  forcibly  upon  him.  Mine  host,  too,  was  one  whoas 
appearance  was  better  suited  to  his  occupation  than  has 
profession.  He  might  have  told  some  three-Aod-fllxQr 
years,  but  it  was  a  comely  and  green  old  age ;  his  dl^A 
was  firm  and  ruddy,  not  with  nightly  cups,  fanit  the  fionh 
witness  of  the  morning  breezes  it  was  wont  to  comt ;  Us 
frame  was  robust,  not  corpulent ;  and  his  long  grej  htati 
which  fell  almost  to  his  shoulder,  his  clear  blue  eye^  and 
a  pleasant  curve  in  a  mouth  characterised  by  htbitMd 
good  humour,  completed  a  portrait  that  even  many  «  ddl 
observer  would  have  paused  to  gaze  upon.  And,  iadeeri^ 
the  good  man  enjoyed  a  certain  kind  of  reputation  for  his 
comely  looks  and  cheerful  manner.  His  picture  had  even 
been  taken  by  a  young  artist  in  the  neighbourhood ;  nay, 
the  likeness  had  been  multiplied  into  engravings,  some- 
what rude  and  somewhat  unfaithful,  which  might  be  seen 
occupying  no  unconspicuous  or  dusty  comer  in  the  prin- 
cipal printshop  of  the  town  :  nor  was  mine  host's  cha- 
racter a  contradiction  to  his  looks.  He  had  seen  enough 
of  life  to  be  intelligent,  and  had  judged  it  rightly  enough 
to  be  kind.  He  had  passed  that  line  so  nicely  given  to 
man*s  codes  in  those  admirable  pages  which  first  added 
delicacy  of  tact  to  the  strong  sense  of  English  composition. 
"  We  have  just  religion  enough,"  it  is  said  somewhere 
in  The  Spectator,  "to  make  us  hate,  but  not  enough  to 
make  us  love,  one  another."  Our  good  landlord,  peace 
be  with  his  ashes  I  had  never  halted  at  this  limit  The 
country  innkeeper  might  have  furnished  Goldsmith  with  a 
counterpart  to  his  country  curate  ;  his  house  was  equally 
hospitable  to  the  poor — his  heart  equally  tender,  in  a 
nature  wiser  than  experience,  to  error,  and  equally  open, 
in  its  warm  simplicity,  to  distress.  Peace  be  with  thse 
*******!  Our  grandsire  was  thy  patron — yet  a 
patron  thou  didst  not  want.  Merit  in  thy  capacity  Hr'sd- 
dom  bare  of  reward.     The  public  want  no  indicators  to  a 
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hanat  like  thine.  And  who  requires  a  third  person  to  tell 
hini:haw  to  a^^reciate  the  value  of  good  nature  and  good 
cheer? 

As  Walter  stood  and  contemplated  the  old  nian  bend- 
iBg^  oyer  the  sweet  firesh  earth  (and  then,  glancing  round, 
mr  the  quiet  garden  stretching  away  on  either  side  with 
tefaoandaries  lost  among  the  thick  evergreen),  something 
^:liiat  grateful  and  moralising  stillness  with  which  some 
JOMitry  scene  (the  rura  et  sUerUium)  generally  inspires 
ai^  when  we  awake  to  its  consciousness  from  the  troubled 
diaam  of  dark  and  unquiet  thought,  stole  over  his  mind  ; 
kad  certain  old  lines  which  his  uncle,  who  loved  the  soft 
iBMLvnfltie  morality  that  pervades  the  ancient  race  of  £ng- 
Ish  Biiiwtrels,  had  taught  him,  when  a  boy,  came  pleasantly 
JHiitt  ioB  recollection :  -^ 

"  With  all,  as  in  some  rare  limned  book,  we  see 
- '     '        Here  painted  lectures  of  God*s  sacred  will. 
The  daisy  teacheth  lowliness  of  mind ; 
The  camomile,  we  should  be  patient  still ; 
The  roe,  our  bate  of  vice^s  poison  ill ; 
The  woodbine,  that  we  should  our  friendship  hold ; 
Our  hope  the  savory  in  the  bitterest  cold."* 

..ji.The  old  man  stopped  from  his  work,  as  the  musing 
$gSVce  of  his  guest  darkene4  the  prospect  before  him,  and 

mAf — 
.  .j,.;*<  A  pleasant  time,  sir,  for  the  gardener  I" 

^Toi/l  Ay,  is  it  so  ?     You  must  miss  the  fruits  and  flowers 

^#uauuer." 

fi  i>«  Well,  sir, — but  we  are  now  paying  back  the  garden 

jkff^ihe  good  things  it  has  given  us.     It  is  like  taking  care 

g^iti  friend  in  old  age,  who  has  been  kind  to  us  when  he 

WM  young." 

.•ji'i;^^alter  smiled  at  the  quaint  amiability  of  the  idea. 

^   ,ii*'  'T  is  a  winning  thing,  sir,  a  garden  !     It  brings  us 

.Mtjcdjeet.  every  day ;  and  that's  what  I  think  a  man  ought 

iM^lis^ve  if  he  wishes  to  lead  a  happy  life." 

,.  J  f'  It  is  true,"  said  Walter ;  and  mine  host  was  encou- 

Hged  to  continue  by  the  attention  and  affable  counten* 

*  Henry  Pescham. 
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ance  of  the  stranger,  for  he  was  a  physiognomist  in  bis 
way. 

'^  And  then,  sir,  we  have  no  disappointment  in  tliese 
objects  ; — the  soil  is  not  ungrateful,  as,  they  say,  men  are 
— though  I  have  not  often  found  them  so,  by  the  by. 
What  we  sow  we  reap.  I  have  an  old  book,  sir,  lying  in 
my  little  parlour,  all  about  fishing,  and  full  of  so  ma&y 
pretty  sayings  about  a  country  life,  and  meditation,  and  so 
forth,  that  it  does  one  as  much  good  as  a  sermon  to  look 
into  it.  But  to  my  mind,  all  those  sayings  are  more  dp- 
plicable  to  a  gardener's  life  than  a  fisherman's." 

"  It  is  a  less  cruel  life,  certainly,"  said  Walter. 

*'  Yes,  sir ;  and  then  the  scenes  one  makes  one's  self, 
the  flowers  one  plants  with  one's  own  hand,  one  e&^ys 
more  than  all  the  beauties  which  don't  owe  us  any  tku^: 
at  least,  so  it  seems  to  me.  I  have  always  been  thankfiil 
to  the  accident  that  made  me  take  to  gardening." 

**  And  what  was  that  ?  " 

"  Why,  sir,  you  must  know  there  was  a  great  scholar, 
though  he  was  but  a  youth  then,  living  in  this  town  some 
years  ago,  and  he  was  very  curious  in  plants,  and  flowers, 
and  such  like.  I  have  heard  the  parson  say,  he  knew 
more  of  those  innocent  matters  than  any  man  in  this 
county.  At  that  time  I  was  not  in  so  flourishing  a  way 
of  business  as  I  am  at  present.  I  kept  a  little  inn  in  the 
outskirts  of  the  town  ;  and  having  formerly  been  a  game- 
keeper of  my  Lord 's,  I  was  in  the  habit  of  eking  out 

my  little  profits  by  accompanying  gentlemen  in  fishing  er 
snipe-shooting.  So  one  day,  sir,  I  went  out  fishing  with 
a  strange  gentleman  from  London,  and,  in  a  very  quiet 
retired  spot  some  miles  ofi",  he  stopped  and  plucked  some 
herbs  that  seemed  to  me  common  enough,  but  which  he 
declared  were  most  curious  and  rare  things,  and  he  carried 
them  carefully  away,  I  heard  afterwards  he  was  a  great 
herbalist,  I  think  they  call  it,  but  he  was  a  very  poor  fisher. 
Well,  sir,  I  thought  the  next  morning  of  Mr.  Aram,  our 
great  scholar  and  botanist,  and  thought  it  would  please  him 
to  know  of  these  bits  of  grass :  so  1  went  and  called  upon 
him,  and  begged  leave  to  go  and  shew  the  spot  to  him. 
So  we  walked  there ;  and  certainly,  sir,  of  all  the  men  that 
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ever  I  saw,  I  never  met  one  that  <  wound  round  your  heart 
like  this  same  Eugene  Aram.  He  was  then  exceedingly 
poor,  but  he  never  complained ;  and  was  much  too  proud 
^  any  one  to  dare  to  offer  him  relief.  He  lived  quite. 
alone,  and  usually  avoided  every  one  in  his  walks :  but, 
Hiv,  there  was  something  so  engaging  and  patient  in  his 
-watiner,  and  his  voice,  and  his  pale,  mild  countenance, 
'which,  young  as  he  was  then,  for  he  was  not  a  year  or 
Wo  above  twentjp,  was  marked  with  sadness  and  melan- 
choly, that  it  quite  went  to  your  heart  when  you  met  him 
or  spoke  to  him. —  Well,  sir,  we  walked  to  the  place,  and 
very  much  delighted  he  seemed  with  the  green  things  I 
Wliewed  him ;  and  as  I  was  always  of  a  communicative 
■temper — ^rather  a  gossip,  sir,  my  neighbours  say — I  made 
-Mm  smile  now  and  then  by  my  remarks.  He  seemed 
pleased  with  me,  and  talked  to  me  going  home  about 
flowers,  and  gardening,  and  such  like ;  and  sure  it  was 
better  than  a  book  to  bear  him.  And  after  that,  when 
we  came  across  one  another,  he  would  not  shun  me  as  he 
did  others,  but  let  me  stop  and  talk  to  him ;  and  then  I 
a^ed  his  advice  about  a  wee  farm  I  thought  of  taking, 
and  he  told  me  many  curious  things  which,  sure  enough,' 
I  found  quite  true,  and  brought  me  in  afterwards  a  deal 
of  money.  But  we  talked  much  about  gardening,  for  I 
loved  to  hear  him  talk  on  those  matters;  and  so,  sir,  I 
was  struck  by  all  he  said,  and  could  not  rest  till  I  took  to 
"gardening  myself,  and  ever  since  I  have  gone  on,  more 
pteased  with  it  every  day  of  my  life.  Indeed,  sir,  I  think 
these  harmless  pursuits  make  a  man's  heart  better  and 
-kinder  to  his  fellow-creatures;  and  I  always  take  more 
pleasure  in  reading  the  Bible,  specially  the  New  Testa- 
ment, after  having  spent  the  day  in  the  garden.  Ah, 
well,  I  should  like  to  know  what  has  become  of  that  poor 
^^gentleman." 

1...  « I  can •  relieve  your  honest  heart  about  him.  Mr. 
^'Aram  is  living  in  ****,  well  off  in  the  world,  and  uni- 
•versally  liked;  though  he  still  keeps  to  his  old  habits  of. 
Treeerve." 

•    "Ay,  indeed,  sir  I     I  have  not  heard  any  thing  that 
pleased  me  more  this  many  a  day."  ; 
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*'  FTBYt*  said  Walter,  after  a  moments  pAoie;  **tlb  5^0tf 
remember  the  circumstance  of  a  Mr.  Clarke  appetring  kt 
this  town,  and  leaving  it  in  a  very  abrupt  and  mysteiiirav 
manner?" 

*'  Do  I  mind  it,  sir  ?     Yes,  indeed.     It  made  a  gna^ 
noise  in  Knaresbro' — there  were  many  suspicions  of  foiiK 
play  about  it.    For  my  part,  I  too  had  my  thoi^lit8»  Imt 
that 's  neither  here  nor  there ;"  and  the  old  man  reeoib*^' 
menced  weeding  with  great  diligence. 

My  friend,'*   said  Walter,  mastering  his  emoiioiif- 
you  would  serve  me  more  deeply  than  I  can  expretSy  tf 
yon  would  give  me  any  information,  any  conjeotoA  tfv ' 
specting   this -^  this  Mr.  Clarke.     I  have  come  hithei^'- 
solely  to  make  inquiry  after  his  fate :  in  a  word,  he  fs*^  * ' 
or  was — a  near  relative  of  mine  I " 

The  old  man  looked  wistfully  in  Walter's  face,     ^b^' 
deed,"  said  he,  slowly,  **  you  are  welcome,  sir,  to  all  I 
know ;  but  that  is  very  little,  or  nothing  rather.     Bnt  will-  ■ 
you  turn  up  this  walk,  sir  ?  it 's  more  retired.     Did  yoi^ ' 
ever  hear  of  one  Richard  Houseman  ?  " 

*'  Houseman  I  yes.     He  knew  my  poor i  I  mean 

he  knew  Clarke :  he  said  Clarke  was  in  his  debt  when  be 
left  the  town  so  suddenly." 

The  old  roan  shook  his  head  mysteriously,  and  looked 
round.  ♦'  I  will  tell  you,"  said  he,  laying  his  hand  on 
Walter's  arm,  and  speaking  in  his  ear ;  <<  I  would  not 
accuse  any  one  wrongfully,  but  I  have  my  doubts  that 
Houseman  murdered  him." 

"  Great  God  I "  murmured  Walter,  clinging  to  a  post 
for  support.  "Go  on  —  heed  me  not — heed  me  not-^-^for 
mercy's  sake  go  on." 

"  Nay,  I  know  nothing  certain — nothing  certain,  be- 
lieve me,"  said  the  old  man,  shocked  at  the  effect  his  words 
had  produced :  "  it  may  be  better  than  I  think  for,  and  my 
reasons  are  not  very  strong,  but  you  shall  hear  them» 

"  Mr.  Clarke,  you  know,  came  to  this  town  to  receive 
a  legacy — you  know  the  particulars  ?" 

Walter  impatiently  nodded  assent. 

"  Well,  though  he  seemed  in  poor  he^th,  he  was  a 
lively  careless  man,  who  Wked  «jv^  cQ.m^'dSi^  ^Vio  vould  sit 
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md  teB  fltorieii  aod  drink  o'  Digbts ;  Dot  a  silly  man  exactly, 
1n^  ft  weak  one*  Now  of  all  the  idle  persons  of  this  town, 
RaelMurd  Houaeman  was  the  most  inclined  to  this  way  of 
life.  He  had  been  a  soldier — had  wandered  a  good  deal 
akffoi  the  world — was  a  bold,  talking,  reckless  feUow — 
eC#  cbaracter  thoronghly  profligate ;  and  there  were  many 
times  afloat  about  him,  though  none  were  clearly  made  out. 
Ift  aliort,  he  was  suspected  of  having  occasionally  taken  to 
tbe  high  road ;  and  a  stranger,  who  stopped  once  at  my 
fiUlfi  inn^  assured  me  privately,  that  though  he  could  not 
pttiitiYdj  swear  to  his  person,  he  felt  convinced  that  he  had 
stopped  a  year  before  on  the  London  road  by  House- 
Notwithstanding  all  this,  as  Houseman  had  some 
leqfie^table  connexions  in  the  town — among  his  relations, 
bj  the  by,  was  Mr.  Aram — as  he  was  a  thoroughly  boon 
eoiqpftnion— ^a  good  shot — a  bold  rider — excellent  at  a 
sofig^  and  very  cheerful  and  merry,  he  was  not  without  as 
taEUA  company  as  he  pleased ;  and  the  first  night  he  and 
Mr.  Clarke  came  together,  they  grew  mighty  intimate ; 
indeed  it  seemed  as  if  they  had  met  before.  On  the  night 
Mr*  Clarke  disappeared,  I  had  been  on  an  excursion  with 
some  gentiemen;  and  in  consequence  of  the  snow  which  had 
been  heavy  during  the  latter  part  of  the  day,  I  did  not  return 
to  Knaresbro'  till  past  midnight.  In  walking  through  the 
towD,  I  perceived  two  men  engaged  in  earnest  conversation : 
OII9  of  them,  I  am  sure,  was  Clarke ;  the  other  was  wrapped 
iip.iii  a  great  coat,  with  the  cape  over  his  face ;  but  the 
watchman  had  met  the  same  man  alone  at  an  earlier 
hQ(Br»  and,  putting  aside  the  cape,  perceived  that  it  was 
H^llpeman.  No  one  else  was  seen  with  Clarke  after 
that  hour." 

«  But  was  not  Houseman  examined  ?  *' 

^Slightly;  and  deposed  that  he  had  been  spending  the 
n^A  with  Eugene  Aram  ;  that  on  leaving  Aram's  house, 
he  met  Ciaike,  and  wondering  that  he,  the  latter,  an  invalid, 
slMwld  be  out  at  so  late  an  hour,  he  walked  some  way  with 
him,  in  order  to  learn  the  cause ;  but  that  Clarke  seemed 
infused,  and  was  reserved,  and  on  his  guard,  and  at  last 
Wiahed  him  good-by  abruptly,  and  turned  away.  That 
h^  HoQBemai^  had  do  doubt  he  left  the  town  \^^ii\^c&«^ 
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with  the  intention  of  defrauding  his  creditors,  and  making 
off  with  some  jewels  he  had  borrowed  from  Mr.  Elmore.*' 

'^  But,  Aram  —  was  this  suspicious,  nay,  abandoned 
character — this  Houseman — intimate  with  Aram?"    . 

'<  Not  at  all ;  but  being  distantly  related,  and  House- 
man being  a  familiar,  pushing  sort  of  a  fellow,  Aram  could 
pot,  perhaps,  always  shake  him  off;  and  Aram  allowed 
that  Houseman  had  spent  the  evening  with  him." 

"  And  no  suspicion  rested  on  Aram?" 

The  host  turned  round  in  amazement. — ^^Heaveos 
above,  no  I  One  might  as  well  suspect  the  Iamb  of  eating 
the  wolf!" 

But  not  thus  thought  Walter  Lester:  the  wild,  weeds 
occasionally  uttered  by  the  student — his  lone  habits  «+- 
his  frequent  starts  and  colloquy  with  self,  all  of  which  had, 
even  from  the  first,  it  has  been  seen,  excited  Walter's 
suspicion  of  former  guilt,  that  had  murdered  the  miiid!s 
wholesome  sleep,  now  rushed  with  tenfold  force  upon  j^ 
memory. 

"  But  no  other  circumstance  transpired  ?  Is  this  your 
whole  ground  for  suspicion ;  the  mere  circumstance  of 
Houseman's  being  last  seen  with  Clarke?" 

"  Consider  also  the  dissolute  and  bold  character  of 
Houseman.  Clarke  evidently  had  his  jewels  and  money 
with  him — they  were  not  left  in  the  house.  What  a 
temptation  to  one  who  was  more  than  suspected  of  having 
in  the  course  of  his  life  taken  to  plunder !  Houseman 
shortly  afterwards  left  the  country.  He  has  never  re- 
turned to  the  town  since,  though  his  daughter  lives  here 
with  his  wife's  mother,  and  has  occasionally  gone  up  to 
town  to  see  him." 

"And  Aram — he  also  left  Knaresbro'  soon  after  this 
mysterious  event  ?  " 

"  Yes  I  an  old  aunt  at  York,  who  had  never  assisted 
him  during  her  life,  died  and  bequeathed  him  a  legacy, 
about  a  month  afterwards.  On  receiving  it,  he  naturally 
went  to  London — the  best  place  for  such  clever  scholars." 

"  Ha  I  But  are  you  sure  that  the  aunt  died  ?  that  the 
legacy  was  left  ?  Might  this  be  no  tale  to  give  an  excuse 
to  the  spending  o^mone^  o\Xier«\s»^^'CQ^vc^d?" 
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'■'■'•''■  Mine  host  looked  almost  with  anger  on  Walter. 

'**It  is  clear,"  said  he,  **you  know  nothing  of  Eugene 

Aram,  or  you  would  not  speak  thus.     But  I  can  satisfy 

your  doubts  on  this  head.     I  knew  the  old  lady  well,  and 

my  wife  was  at  York  when  she  died.     Besides,  every  one 

'll<^  knows  something  of  the  will,  for  it  was  rather  an 

'eooMitric  one." 

Walter  paused  irresolutely.     •*  Will  you   accompany 
mc**  he  asked,  "  to  the  house  in  which  Mr.  Clarke  lodged, 
'ji-tand,  indeed,  to  any  other  place  where  it  may  be  prudent 
t6  institute  inquiry  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  sir,  with  the  biggest  pleasure,"  said  mine 
'hciet;  **  but  you  must  first  try  my  dame's  butter  and  eggs. 
itib  time  to  breakfast" 

■  We  may  suppose  that  Walter's  simple  meal  was  soon 
'<yver;  and  growing  impatient  and  restless  to  commence  his 
inquiries,  he  descended  from  his  solitary  apartment  to  the 
little  back-room  behind  the  bar,  in  which  he  had,  on  the 
night  before,  seen  mine  host  and  his  better  half  at  supper. 
It  was  a  snug,  small,  wainscoted  room  ;  fishing-rods  were 
Beatly  arranged  against  the  wall,  which  was  also  decorated 
by  a  portrait  of  the  landlord  himself,  two  old  Dutch 
pictures  of  fruit  and  game,  a  long,  quaint-fashioned 
^ywling-piece,  and,  opposite  the  fire-place,  a  noble  stag's 
head  and  antlers.  On  the  window-seat  lay  the  Izaak 
Walton  to  which  the  old  man  had  referred ;  the  Family 
Wble,  with  its  green  baize  cover,  and  the  frequent  marLs 
peeping  out  from  its  venerable  pages ;  and,  close  nestling 
ti>  it,  recalling  that  beautiful  sentence,  "  Suffer  the  little 
dhildren  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not,"  several 
of  those  little  volumes  with  gay  bindings,  and  marvellous 
^contents  of  fay  and  giant,  which  delight  the  hearth-spelled 
urchin,  and  which  were  "the  source  of  golden  hours"  to. 
'H^  old  man's  grandchildren,  in  their  respite  from  "  learn- 

fti^*s  little  tenements," — 

.'if' 

\u'  ,      *'  Where  sits  the  dame,  disguised  in  look  profound, 
.   , .  And  eyes  her  fairy  throng,  and  turns  her  wheel  around.*** 

SheBBtone's  SchoolmiArtu, 
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Mine  host  was  still  employed  by  a  huge  b¥owik  loftf 
and  some  baked  pike ;  and  mine  hostess,  a  qmet  and 
serene  old  lady,  was  alternately  regaling  hers^  and  4 
large  brindled  cat  from  a  plate  of ''  toasten  cheer.^ 

While  the  old  man  was  hastily  concluding  his  repast, 
a  little  knock  at  the  door  was  heard,  and  presently  iltk 
elderly  gentleman  in  black  put  his  head  into  the  robm^ 
and,  perceiving  the  stranger,  would  have  drawn  back ;  bef 
both  landlady  and  landlord,  bustling  up,  entreated  him  to 
enter  by  the  appellation  of  Mr.  Summers.  And  then^  la 
the  gentleman  smilingly  yielded  to  the  invitation,  tbd 
landlady,  turning  to  Walter,  said,  — "  Our  clergyman^ 
sir :  and  though  I  say  it  afore  his  face,  there  is  not  a  man 
who,  if  Christian  vartues  were  considered,  ought  so  soori 
to  be  a  bishop.'" 

<<  Hush  I  my  good  lady,"  said  Mr.  Summers,  lauglnag* 
as  he  bowed  to  Walter.  **  Yon  see,  sir,  that  it  is  no  triflmg 
advantage  to  a  Knaresbro'  reputation  to  have  our  hostess's 
good  word.  But,  indeed,"  turning  to  the  landlady,  and 
assuming  a  grave  and  impressive  air,  ^<  I  have  little  mind 
for  jesting  now.  You  know  poor  Jane  Houseman, — a 
mild,  quiet,  blue-eyed  creature, — she  died  at  daybreak  this 
morning !  Her  father  had  come  from  London  expressly 
to  see  her :  she  died  in  his  arms,  and,  I  hear,  he  is  almost 
in  a  state  of  frenzy." 

The  host  and  hostess  signified  their  commiseration. 
"Poor  little  girl  I "  said  the  latter,  wiping  her  eyes ;  "  her's 
was  a  hard  fate,  and  she  felt  it,  child  as  she  was.  With- 
out the  care  of  a  mother — and  such  a  father  1  Yet  he 
was  fond  of  her." 

"  My  reason  for  calling  on  you  was  this,"  renewed  the 
clergyman,  addressing  the  host :  "  you  knew  Houseman 
formerly ;  me  he  always  shunned,  and,  I  fancy,  ridiculed. 
He  is  in  distress  now,  and  all  that  is  forgotten.  Will  yon 
seek  him,  and  inquire  if  any  thing  in  my  power  can  afford 
him  consolation  ?  He  may  be  poor :  /  can  pay  for  the 
poor  child's  burial.  I  loved  her ;  she  was  the  best  girl  at 
Mrs.  Summers*s  school." 

"  Certainly,  sir,  I  will  seek  him,"  said  the  landlord, 
besitating;   and  tVieu,  dcaiVm^  \.\i<^  ^\ftT%^man  aside>  he 
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lllformed  lum  in  a  whisper  of  his  eDgagement  with  Walter, 
and  widi  the  present  pursuit  and  meditated  inquiry  of  his 
^tst;  not  forgetting  to  insinuate  his  suspicion  of  the  guilt 
of  the  man  whom  he  was  now  called  upon  to  compassionate. 
£^  The  clergyman  mused  a  little;  and  then,  approaching 
}f(A\teTj  offered  his  serWces  in  the  stead  of  the  publican  in 
9l^;fTank  and  cordial  a  manner,  that  Walter  at  once  accepted 
t^em. 

.:  ^  Let  us  come  now,  then,'*  said  the  good  curate — for 
he  was  but  the  curate — seeing  Walter's  impatience  ;  *<and 
fimt  we  will  go  to  the  house  in  which  Clarke  lodged :  I 
IfJOfiw  it  welL" 

c.,  The  two  gentlemen  now  commenced  their  expedition. 
Snaimers  was  no  contemptible  antiquary ;  and  he  sought 
to  beguile  the  nervous  impatience  of  his  companion  by 
dilating  on  the  attractions  of  the  ancient  and  memorable 
town  to  which  his  purpose  had  brought  him. 

**  Remarkable/'  said  the  curate,  *<  alike  in  history  and 
tradition:  look  yonder"  (pointing  above,  as  an  opening 
in  the  road  gave  to  view  the  frowning  and  beetled  ruins 
^f  the  shattered  castle) ;  **  you  would  be  at  some  loss  to 
Teeognise  now  the  truth  of  old  Leland's  description  of  that 
onoe  stout  and  gallant  bulwark  of  the  North,  when  he 
^'numbrid  11  or  12  towres  in  the  walles  of  the  castel,  and 
one  very  fayre  beside  in  the  second  area.'  In  that  castle, 
ijm  four  knightly  murderers  of  the  haughty  Becket  (the 
Wolsey  of  his  age)  remained  for  a  whole  year,  defying 
the  weak  justice  of  the  times.  There,  too,  the  unfortunate 
Ridhard  the  Second — the  Stuart  of  the  Plantagenets  — 
passed  some  portion  of  his  bitter  imprisonment.  And 
tif^TBy  after  the  battle  of  Marston  Moor,  waved  the 
bfmpers  of  the  loyalists  against  the  soldiers  of  Lilbume. 
it  was  made  yet  more  touchingly  memorable  at  that  time» 
It*,  you  nay  have  heard,  by  an  instance  of  filial  piety. 
S'te-.town  was  greatly  straitened  for  want  of  provisions ; 
9ij90tttJb,  whose  father  was  in  the  garrison,  was  accustomed 
W^fiftiy  to  get  into  the  deep  dry  moat,  climb  up  the  glacis, 
and  put  provisions  through  a  hole,  where  the  father  stood 
TlM^  to  receive  them.  He  was  perceived  at  length ;  the 
«9tdi6r8  fired  on  him.    jie  was  takeu  ]|^T\«oii^t  %.\A  ««sk» 
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tenced  to  be  hanged  in  sight  of  the  besieged,  m  order  to 
strike  terror  into  those  who  might  be  similarly  disposed  to 
render  assistance  to  the  garrison.  Fortunately,  however, 
this  disgrace  was  spared  the  memory  of  Lilbume  and  the 
republican  arms.  With  great  difficulty,  a  certsun  ladj 
obtained  his  respite;  and  after  the  conquest  of  the  plaoe^'- 
and  the  departure  of  the  troops,  the  adventurous  son  was 
released.*'  ». 

"A  fit  subject  for  your  local  poets,"  said  Walter^ 
whom  stories  of  this  sort,  from  the  nature  of  his  own 
enterprise,  especially  affected. 

^*  Yes ;  but  we  boast  but  few  minstrels  since  the  young: 
Aram  left  us.     The  castle  then,  once  the  residence  of 
Pierce  Gaveston,  of  Hubert  III.,  and  of  John  of  Gaimt^- 
was  dismantled  and  destroyed.     Many  of  the  houses  ne* 
shall  pass  have  been  built  from  its  massive  ruins.    It  is 
singular,  by  the  way,  that  it  was  twice  captured  by  men 
of  the  name  of  Lilburn,  or  Lilleburn :  once  in  the  reign  of 
Edward  II.,  once  as  I  have  related.     On  looking  over 
historical  records,  we   are   surprised  to  find  how  often 
certain  names  have  been  fatal  to  certain  spots ;  and  this 
reminds  me,  by  the  way,  that  we  boast  the  origin  of  the 
English  sibyl,  the  venerable  Mother  Shipton.     The  wild 
rock,  at  whose  foot  she  is  said  to  have  been  bom,  is 
worthy  of  the  tradition. " 

"  You  spoke  just  now,"  said  Walter,  who  had  not  very 
patiently  suffered  the  curate  thus  to  ride  his  hobby,  '*  of 
Eugene  Aram  ;  you  knew  him  well  ?  " 

"  Nay :  he  suffered  not  any  to  do  that  I  He  was  a 
remarkable  youth.  I  have  noted  him  from  his  childhood 
upward,  long  before  he  came  to  Knaresbro',  till  on  leaving 
this  place,  fourteen  years  back,  I  lost  sight  of  him. — 
Strange,  musing,  solitary  from  a  boy  :  but  what  accom- 
plishment of  learning  he  had  reached !  Never  did  I  see 
one  whom  Nature  so  emphatically  marked  to  be  great. 
I  often  wonder  that  his  name  has  not  long  ere  this  been 
more  universally  noised  abroad,  whatever  he  attempted 
was  stamped  with  such  signal  success.  I  have  by  me 
some  scattered  pieces  of  poetry  when  a  boy :  they  were 
given  me  by  his  poor  lather,  lou^  since  dead  ;  and  are  full 
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of  a  dim,  shadowy  anticipation  of  future  fame.  Perhaps, 
yet,- before  he  dies, — he  is  still  young, — the  presentiment 
will  be  realised. '  You,  too,  know  him,  then  ?  ** 

,  ^  <<  Yes  I  I  have  known  him.  Stay — dare  I  ask  you  a 
qvestion,  a  fearful  question  ?  Did  suspicion  ever,  in  your 
Hood,  in  the  mind  of  any  one,  rest  on  Aram,  as  concerned 
im^e  mysterious  disappearance  of  my — of  Clarke  ?  His 
acquaintance  with  Houseman  who  was  suspected ;  House- 
man^s  visit  to  Aram  that  night ;  his  previous  poverty — so 
extreme,  if  I  hear  rightly  ;  his  after  riches — though  they 
perhaps  mai/  be  satisfactorily  accounted  for ;  his  leaving 
tUatown  so  shortly  after  the  disappearance  I  refer  to; — 
tlffise  alone  might  not  create  suspicion  in  me,  but  I  have 
toBn  the  man  in  moments,  of  revery  and  abstraction,  I 
have  listened  to  strange  and  broken  words,  I  have  noted  a 
sodden,  keen,  and  angry  susceptibility  to  any  immeant 
excitation  of  a  less  peaceful  or  less  innocent  remembrance. 
Aad  there  seems  to  me  inexplicably  to  hang  over  his  heart 
some  gloomy  recollection,  which  I  cannot  divest  myself 
fvDm  imagining  to  be  that  of  guilt." 

Walter  spoke  quickly,  and  in  great  though  half-sup- 
pressed excitement ;  the  more  kindled  from  observing  that 
afc  he  spoke.  Summers  changed  countenance,  and  listened 
as  with  painful  and  uneasy  attention. 

"  I  will  tell  you,"  said  the  curate,  after  a  short  pause 
(lowering  his  voice) — "I  will  tell  you:  Aram  did  un- 
dergo examination — I  was  present  at  it;  but  from  his 
character,  and  the  respect  universally  felt  for  him,  the  ex- 
amination was  close  and  secret.  He  was  not,  mark  me, 
ftittpected  of  the  murder  of  the  unfortunate  Clarke,  nor 
Wflfl  any  suspicion  of  murder  generally  entertained  until 
all  means  of  discovering  Clarke  were  found  wholly  un^ 
availifig ;  but  of  sharing  with  Houseman  some  part  of  the 
jewels  with  which  Clarke  was  known  to  have  left  the 
town.  This  suspicion  of  robbery  could  not,  however,  be 
bnmght  home,  even  to  Houseman,  and  Aram  was  satis- 
faetorily  acquitted  from  the  imputation.  But  in  the 
minds  of  some  present  at  that  examination,  a  doubt 
lingered,  and  this  doubt  certainly  deeply  wounded  a  man 
80  proud  and  susceptible.     This,  I  believe,  via^  ^^^  t^^ 
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reason  of  his  quitting  Knaresbro'  almost  immeoiately 
after  that  examination.  And  some  of  uS)  who  felt  for 
him,  and  were  convinced  of  his  innocence^  persuaded  A^ 
others  to  hush  up  the  circumstajice  of  hU  examioatioDy 
nor  has  it  generally  transpired*  even  to  this  day,  when 
the  whole  business  is  well-nigh  forgot.  But  a^  tp  his 
subsequent  improvement  of  circumstance^  there  it  90 
doubt  of  his  aunt's  having  left  him  a  legacy  suflicient  to 
account  for  it" 

Walter  bowed  his  head,  and  felt  hb  suspicions  waTer» 
when  the  curate  renewed : — 

"  Yet  it  is  but  fair  to  tell  you,  who  seem  so  deeply 
interested  in  the  fate  of  Clarke,  that  since  that  pemd 
rumours  have  reached  my  ear  that  the  woman  at  whose 
house  Aram  lodged  has  from  time  to  time  dropped  woifb 
that  require  explanation — hints  that  she  could  tell  a  taje 
— that  she  knows  more  than  men  will  readily  believe *»- 
nay,  once  she  was  even  reported  to  have  said  that  the  life 
of  Eugene  Aram  was  in  her  power." 

"  Father  of  mercy  I  and  did  Inquiry  sleep  on  words  so 
calling  for  its  liveliest  examination  ?  " 

"  Not  wholly.  On  their  being  brought  to  me,  I  went 
to  the  house,  but  found  the  woman,  whose  habits  aod 
character  are  low  and  worthless,  was  abrupt  and  insolent 
in  her  manner;  and  after  in  vain  endeavouring  to  call 
forth  some  explanation  of  the  words  she  was  reported  to 
Jiave  uttered,  I  left  the  house  fully  persuaded  that  she 
had  only  given  vent  to  a  meaningless  boast,  and  that 
the  idle  words  of  a  disorderly  gossip  could  not  be  taken 
as  evidence  against  a  man  of  the  blameless  character  and 
austere  habits  of  Aram.  Since,  however,  you  have  now 
reawakened  investigation,  we  will  visit  her  before  you 
leave  the  town ;  and  it  may  be  as  well,  too,  that  House- 
man should  undergo  a  further  investigation  before  we 
suffer  him  to  depart." 

"  I  thank  you !  I  thank  you ! — I  will  not  let  slip  OM 
thread  of  this  dark  clue  I " 

"  And  now,"  said  the  curate,  pointing  to  a  decent 
house,  *^  we  have  reached  the  lodging  Clarke  occupied  in 
the  town  1 " 
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■•?  -'An  old  man  of  respectable  appearance  opened  the 
^tfoor,  and  welcomed  the  curate  and  his  companion  with 
W  air  of  cordial  respect,  which  attested  the  well-deserved 
Inpiilarity  of  the  former. 

■•-■  **  We  have  come,"  said  the  curate,  "to  ask  you  some 
''i[li6)tioDs  respecting  Daniel  Clarke,  whom  you  remember 
&  your  lodger.  This  gentleman  is  a  relation  of  his,  and 
'interested  deeply  in  his  fate  I  " 

"  What,  sir  1 "  quoth  the  old  man ;  "  and  have  yow,  his 
relation,  never  heard  of  Mr.  Clarke  since  he  left  the  town  ? 
Strange  I— this  room,  this  very  room,  was  the  one  Mr. 
%larke  occupied,  and  next  to  this, — (here — opening  a 
(It&or)  was  his  bedchamber ! " 

-f '  ■  It  was  not  without  powerful  emotion  that  Walter 
iKand  himself  thus  within  the  apartment  of  his  lost  father. 
IWiat  a  painful,  what  a  gloomy,  yet  sacred  interest,  every 
thing  around  instantly  assumed  I  The  old-fashioned  and 
Beavy  chairs  —  the  brown  wainscot  walls  —  the  little 
eapboard  recessed  as  it  were  to  the  right  of  the  fire-place, 
dad  piled  with  morsels  of  Indian  china  and  long  taper 
wine-glasses — ^the  small  window-panes  set  deep  in  the 
-ilMll,  giving  a  dim  view  of  a  bleak  and  melancholy- looking 
i^trden  in  the  rear — yea,  the  very  floor  he  trod — the  very 
.iable  on  which  he  leaned — the  very  hearth,  dull  and  fireless 
^,it  was,  opposite  his  gaze — all  took  a  familiar  meaning 
i^  his  eye,  and  breathed  a  household  voice  into  his  ear. 
JsJud  when  he  entered  the  inner  room,  how,  even  to  suffo- 
'&^on,  were  those  strange,  half-sad,  yet  not  all  bitter 
lections  increased.     There  was  the  bed  on   which  his 

fttfier  had  rested  on  the  night  before what  ?  perhaps 

Ms 'murder  I  The  bed,  probably  a  relic  from  the  castle, 
yAien  its  antique  furniture  was  set  up  to  public  sale,  was 
bi&ng  with  faded  tapestry,  and  above  its  dark  and  polished 
vtbmnit  were  hearselike  and  heavy  trappings.  Old  com- 
modes of  rudely  carved  oak,  a  discoloured  glass  in  a  japan 
fSfiutue,  a  ponderous  arm-chair  of  Elizabethan  fashion,  and 
oovered  with  the  same  tapestry  as  the  bed,  altogether 
gkve' that  uneasy  and  sepulchral  impression  to  the  mind 
so  commonly  produced  by  the  relics  of  a  moxiAd&Tvci^  ^\^ 
forgotten  antiquity. 
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"  It  looks  cheerless,  sir,"  said  the  owner :  "  but  then 
we  have  not  had  any  regular  lodger  for  years ;  it  is  jnaft 
the  same  as  when  Mr.  Clarke  lived  here.  But  bless  you^ 
sir,  he  made  the  dull  rooms  look  gay  enough.  He  was  a 
blithesome  gentleman.  He  and  his  friends,  Mr.  House- 
man especially,  used  to  make  the  walls  ring  again  when 
they  were  over  their  cups ! " 

"  It  might  have  been  better  for  Mr.  Clarke,"  said  the 
curate,  "  had  he  chosen  his  comrades  with  more  discretion. 
Houseman  was  not  a  creditable,  perhaps  not  a  sctfe^  com- 
panion." 

"  That  was  no  business  of  mine  then,"  quoth  the  lodg- 
ing-letter; "  but  it  might  be  now,  since  I  have  been  8 
married  man  I " 

The  curate  smiled.  "  Perhaps  you,  Mr.  Moor,  bore  a 
part  in  those  revels  ?  " 

"  Why,  indeed,  Mr.  Clarke  would  occasionally  make  mft 
take  a  glass  or  so,  sir." 

"  And  you  must  then  have  heard  the  conversations  that 
took  place  between  Houseman  and  him  ?  Did  Mr.  Clarke, 
ever,  in  those  conversations,  intimate  an  intention  of  leav- 
ing the  town  soon  ?  And  where,  if  so,  did  he  talk  of 
going  ?  " 

"  Oh !  first  to  London.  I  have  often  heard  him  talk 
of  going  to  London,  and  then  taking  a  trip  to  see  some 
relations  of  his  in  a  distant  part  of  the  country.  I  re- 
member his  caressing  a  little  boy  of  my  brother's  ;  you 
know  Jack,  sir,  not  a  little  boy  now,  almost  as  tall  as  this 
gentleman.  Ah,"  said  he  with  a  sort  of  sigh,  "  ah !  I 
have  a  bo}*^  at  home  about  this  age, —  when  shall  I  see  hira 
agam  ? 

"  When  indeed  I "  thought  Walter,  turning  away  his 
face  at  this  anecdote,  to  him  so  naturally  affecting. 

"  And  the  night  that  Clarke  left  you,  were  you  aware 
of  his  absence  ?  " 

'*  No  I  he  went  to  his  room  at  his  usual  hour,  whick 
was  late,  and  the  next  morning  I  found  his  bed  had  not 
been  slept  in,  and  that  he  was  gone — gone  with  all  his 
jewels,  money,  and  valuables  ;  heavy  luggage  he  had  none* 
He  was  a  cunning  §enX\em"a.\i  \  V^  \ves^x  loved  paying  a 
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bill.  He  was  greatly  in  debt  in  different  parts  of  the 
town,  though  he  had  not  been  here  long.  He  ordered 
every  thing  and  paid  for  nothing." 

Walter  groaned.  It  was  his  father's  character  exactly ; 
partly  it  might  be  from  dishonest  principles  superadded  to 
the  earlier  feelings  of  his  nature ;  but  partly  also  from 
that  temperament,  at  once  careless  and  procrastinating, 
which,  more  often  than  vice,  loses  men  the  advantage  of 
reputation. 

"  Then  in  your  own  mind,  and  from  your  knowledge 
of  him,"  renewed  the  curate,  **  you  would  suppose  that 
Clarke's  disappearance  was  intentional;  that,  though  no- 
thing has  since  been  heard  of  him,  none  of  the  blacker 
rumours  afloat  were  well  founded  ?  " 

**  I  confess,  sir,  begging  this  gentleman's  pardon,  who 
you  say  is  a  relation,  1  confess  /  see  no  reason  to  think 
otherwise." 

"  Was  Mr.  Aram,  Eugene  Aram,  ever  a  guest  of 
Clarke's  ?     Did  you  ever  see  them  together  ?  " 

"  Never  at  this  house.  I  fancy  Houseman  once  pre- 
sented Mr.  Aram  to  Clarke;  and  that  they  may  have 
met  and  conversed  some  two  or  three  times — not  more,  I 
believe  :  they  were  scarcely  congenial  spirits,  sir." 

Walter,  having  now  recovered  his  self-possession,  entered 
into  the  conversation ;  and  endeavoured,  by  as  minute  an 
examination  as  his  ingenuity  could  suggest,  to  obtain  some 
additional  light  upon  the  mysterious  subject  so  deeply  at 
bus  heart.  Nothing,  however,  of  any  effectual  import  was 
Obtained  from  the  good  man  of  the  house.  He  had  evi- 
dently persuaded  himself  that  Clarke's  disappearance  was 
easily  accounted  for,  and  would  scarcely  lend  attention  to 
mny  other  suggestion  than  that  of  Clarke's  dishonesty. 
Nor  did  his  recollection  of  the  meetings  between  House- 
man and  Clarke  furnish  him  with  any  thing  worthy  of  nar- 
ration. With  a  spirit  somewhat  damped  and  disappointedj 
Walter,  accompanied  by  the  curate,  recommenced  his 
Mpedition. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

GRIEF  IN  A  RUFFIAN. THE  CHAMBER  OF  EARLY  DEATH^— 

A      HOMELY     YET     MOMENTOUS     CONFESSION. THJ 

EARTH  S  SECRETS THE   CAVERN. THE  ACCCSATI03S. 

*«  An  is  BOC  wen. 

I  doobt  some  fool  plmr. 
•        •        •        •     '   • 

Fool  deeds  will  rise, 
TkoQgh  aU  the  earth  o'erwheha  than*  to  nea's  ejea.* 


As  they  passed  throagh  the  street,  they  perceived  thfec 
or  four  persons  standing  round  the  open  door  of  a  home  of 
ordinary  description,  the  windovs  of  whidi  were  partially 
closed. 

*'  It  is  the  house,"  said  the  curate,  "  in  which  House- 
man *s  daughter  die«l  —  poor  —  poor  child  !  Yet  why 
mourn  for  the  vouns  ?  Better  that  the  light  cloud  should 
£iule  aiA^y  into  heaven  with  the  morning  breath,  than 
travel  through  the  weanr  dav  to  sat  her  in  darkness  and 
end  in  sionn.* 

*"  Ah«  sir  !  ~  said  an  old  man,  leaning  on  his  stick,  and 
lifting  his  hat  in  obeisance  to  the  curate,  *^  the  father  is 
within,  and  takes  on  bitterly.  He  drives  them  aD  away 
from  the  room,  and  sits  moanini:  bv  the  bedside,  as  if  be 
was  a^vng  out  of  his  mind.  Won't  your  reTerence  go 
ia  to  him  a  bit  ?  " 

The  coraie  looked  at  Walter  inquiringly.  «  Perhaps,** 
said  the  latter,  -you  had  better  go  in  :    I'will  wait  witk- 


^^'^ii^  the  curate  hesitated,  they  heard  a  T<Mee  in  the 
yj'^yg^  Rwi  pf>?s«iily  Houseman  was  seen  at  the  hr  €ad> 
•vriag  soBto^  wonen  befoie  him  with  vehemeot  g«dcu- 


s 
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^^  I  tell  yoU)  ye  hell-hags  I"  shrieked  his  harsh  and  now 
straining  voice,  "  that  ye  suffered  her  to  die.  Why  did 
ye  Dot  send  to  London  for  physicians  ?  Am  I  not  rich 
enough  to  buy  my  child's  life  at  any  price  ?     By  the  living 

1  I  would  have  turned  your  very  bodies  into  gold  to 

have  saved  her.     But  she's  dead  I  and  I out  of  my 

sight — out  of  my  way  I"     And  with  his  hands  clenched, 
his  brows  knit,  and  his  head  uncovered.  Houseman  sallied 
forth  from  the  door,  and  Walter  rec4)gnised  the  traveller  of 
the  preceding  night.    He  stopped  abruptly  as  he  saw  the 
little  knot  without,  and  scdwled  round  at  each  of  them  with 
a  malignant  and  ferocious  aspect.   "  Very  well — it's  very 
well,  neighbours  I "  said  he  at  length  with  a  fierce  laugh : 
"  this  is  kind  I    You  have  come  to  welcome  Richard  House- 
man  home,  have  ye  ? — Good,  good  !     Not  to  gloat  at  his 
distress  ? — ^Lord  I  no.  Ye  have  no  idle  curiosity — no  pry- 
ing, searching,  gossiping  devil  within  ye,  that  makes  ye 
Urve  to  flock,  and  gape,  and  chatter,  when  poor  men  suffer  I 
this  is  all  pure  compassion;  and  Houseman,  the  good, 
gjBDtley  peaceful,  honest  Houseman,  you  feel  for  him^ — I 
know   you   do  I     Hark  ye:    begone — away — march — 
tramp — or— Ha,  ha  I  there  they  go — there  they  go  I" 
ittnghing  wildly  again  as  the  frightened  neighbours  shrunk 
fimm  the  spot,  leaving  only  Walter  and  the  clergyman  with 
the  childless  man. 

t.  •*  Be  comforted.  Houseman  I"  said  Summers,  sooth- 
iDgly  :  "  it  is  a  dreadful  affliction  that  you  have  sustained. 
£  Jmew  your  daughter  well:  you  may  have  heard  her 
speak  of  me.  Let  us  in,  and  try  what  heavenly  comfort 
fjbere  is  in  prayer." 
/:      **  Prayer  1  pooh  1     I  am  Richard  Houseman  I " 

^  Liirea  there  one  man  for  whom  prayer  is  unavail- 
ing?" 

.^  «*  Oat,  canter,  out  I  My  pretty  Jane  I —and  she  laid 
head  on  my  bosomr-and  looked  up  in  my  fece,— and 
-died  I"  ^        „ 

«  Come,*'  said  the  curate,  placing  his  hand  on  House- 

r'a  arniy  **  come.** 

Before  he  could  proceed,  Houseman,  who  was  muttenn^ 
to  hiBisel^  shook  him  offrDoghly,  and  burned  wi.^  ^w^  i^a 
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Street ;  but  after  he  had  gone  a  few  paces,  he  turned  back, 
and,  approaching  the  curate,  said,  in  a  more  collected  tone, 
— "  I  pray  you,  sir,  since  you  are  a  clergyman  (I  recol- 
lect your  face,  and  I  recollect  Jane  said  you  had  been  good 
to  her) — I  pray  you  go,  and  say  a  few  words  over  her: 
but  stay — don't  bring  in  my  name — you  understand.  I 
don't  wish  God  to  recollect  that  there  lives  such  a  man  as 
he  who  now  addresses  you.  Halloo  I  (shouting  to  the 
women),  my  hat,  and  stick  too.  Fal  lal  la  !  fal  la ! — why 
should  these  things  make  us  play  the  madman  ?  It  is  a 
fine  day,  sir:   we  shall  have  a  late  winter.     Curse  the 

b 1  how  long  she  is.     Yet  the  hat  was  left  below. 

But  when  a  death  is  in  the  house,  sir,  it  throws  things 
into  confusion :  don't  you  find  it  so  ?  " 

Here,  one  of  the  women,  pale,  trembling,  and  tearful, 
brought  the  ruffian  his  hat ;  and,  placing  it  deliberately  on 
his  head,  and  bowing  with  a  dreadful  and  convulsive  at* 
tempt  to  smile,  he  walked  slowly  away,  and  disappeared. 

"  What  strange  mummers  grief  makes  I "  said  the  cu- 
rate. "  It  is  an  appalling  spectacle  when  it  thus  wrings 
out  feeling  from  a  man  of  that  mould  !  But,  pardon  me, 
my  young  friend ;  let  me  tarry  here  for  a  moment." 

"  I  will  enter  the  house  with  you,"  said  Walter.  And 
the  two  men  walked  in,  and  in  a  few  moments  they  stood 
within  the  chamber  of  death. 

The  face  of  the  deceased  had  not  yet  suffered  the  last 
withering  change.  Her  young  countenance  was  hushed 
and  serene ;  and,  but  for  the  fixedness  of  the  smile,  you 
might  have  thought  the  lips  moved.  So  delicate,  fair,  and 
gentle  were  the  features,  that  it  was  scarcely  possible  to 
believe  such  a  scion  could  spring  from  such  a  stock ;  and 
it  seemed  no  longer  wonderful  that  a  thing  so  young,  so 
innocent,  so  lovely,  and  so  early  blighted,  should  have 
touched  that  reckless  and  dark  nature  which  rejected  all 
other  invasion  of  the  softer  emotions.  The  curate  wiped 
his  eyes,  and  prepared  to  utter,  with  a  quivering  but  earnest 
voice,  his  prayer  for  the  dead ;  and  Walter,  whose  heart 
was  opened  to  the  weaker  and  kinder  feelings,  knelt  by  the 
bedside,  and  felt  his  own  eyes  moist  as  he  echoed  the 
Cbri$tis^  hope  and  lYie  \vo\^  ^\x^^VvRaX\a\v»    That  scene  had 
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in  its  pathos  something  more  impressive  and  thrilling  than 
pathos  alone.  He,  now  kneeling  beside  the  corpse  of 
Houseman's  child,  was  son  to  the  man  of  whose  murder 
Houseman  had  been  suspected.  The  childless  and  the 
&therless  !  might  there  be  no  retribution  here  ? 

When  this  ceremony  was  over,  and  the  curate  and 
Walter  escaped  from  the  incoherent  blessings  and  com- 
fdaints  of  the  women  of  the  house,  they,  with  difRculty 
resisting  the  impression  the  scene  had  left  upon  their  minds, 
once  more  continued  on  theii  errand. 

"  This  is  no  time,"  said  Walter,  musingly,  "  for  an  ex- 
amination of  Houseman ;  yet  it  must  not  be  forgotten." 

The  curate  did  not  reply  for  some  moments ;  and  then, 

as  an  answer  to  the  remark,  observed  that  the  conversation 

.Ihey  anticipated  with  Aram*s  former  hostess  might  throw 

some  light  on  their  researches.     They  now  proceeded  to 

another  part  of  the  town,  and  arrived  at  a  lonely  and 

desolate-looking  house,  which  seemed  to  wear  in  its  very 

appearance  something  strange,  sad,  and  ominous.     I  know 

BOt  how  it  is,  but  some  houses  have  an  expression^  as  it 

were,  on  their  outward  aspect,  that  sinks  unaccountably 

into  the  heart — a  dim  oppressive  eloquence,  which  dispirits 

and   afiPects.     You  say,  some  story  must  be  attached  to 

those  walls ;  some  legendary  interest,  of  a  darker  nature, 

ought  to  be  associated  with  the  mute  stone  and  mortar: 

you  feel  a  mingled  awe  and  curiosity  creep  over  you  as  you 

.gaze.     Such  was  the  description  of  the  house  that  the  young 

adventurer  now  surveyed.     It  was  of  antique  architecture, 

BOt  uncommon  in  old  towns:    gable-ends  rose  from  the 

.roof;    dull,  small,  latticed  panes  were  sunk  deep  in  the 

grey,  discoloured  wall ;  the  pale,  in  part,  was  broken  and 

jagged ;  and  rank  weeds  sprang  up  in  the  neglected  garden, 

.  through  which  they  walked  towards  the  porch.     The  door 

;  was  open ;  they  entered,  and  found  an  old  woman  of  coarse 

iiij^pearance  sitting  by  the  fireside,  and  gazing  on   space 

>:jiFith  that  vacant  stare  which  so  often  characterises  the  re- 

i|K>8e  and  relaxation  of  the  uneducated  poor.     Walter  felt 

,  4m  involuntary  thrill  of  dislike  come  over  him,  as  he  looked 

lilt  the  solitary  inmate  of  the  solitary  house. 

Hey  day,  sir!"  said  she  in  a  gTatitv^  nqvc;^\^^  ^ja.^ 
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what  now  ?  Oh  I  Mr.  Summers,  is  it  you  ?  You're  wel- 
come, sir.  I  wishes  I  could  offer  you  a  glass  of  summut* 
but  the  bottle's  dry — he  I  he  I"  pointing  with  a  revolting 
grin  to  an  empty  bottle  that  stood  on  a  niche  within  the 
hearth.  "  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  sir,  but  I  never  wants 
to  eat ;  but  ah  I  'tis  the  liquor  that  does  un  good  I " 

"  You  have  lived  a  long  time  in  this  house  ?"  said  the 
curate. 

"  A  long  time — some  thirty  years  an'  more." 

"  You  remember  your  lodger,  Mr.  Aram  ?" 

«  A— well — yes!" 

"  An  excellent  man " 

"  Humph." 

"  A  most  admirable  man ! " 

"  A-humph  I  he  I  —  humph  I  thatj  neither  here  dot 
there." 

"  Why,  you  don't  seem  to  think  as  all  the  rest  of  th« 
world  does  with  regard  to  him  ?  " 

"  I  knows  what  I  knows." 

"  Ah  !  by  the  by,  you  have  some  cock-and-a-buU  story 
about  him,  I  fancy,  but  you  never  could  explain  yourself; 
it  is  merely  for  the  love  of  seeming  wise  that  you  invented 
it ;  eh,  Goody  ?  " 

The  old  woman  shook  her  head,  and  crossing  her  hands 
on  her  knee,  replied  with  peculiar  emphasis,  but  in  a  very 
low  and  whispered  voice,  "  1  could  hang  him  !  " 

«  Pooh ! " 

«  Tell  you  I  could  I " 

"  Well,  let's  have  the  story  then  I " 

"  No,  no  !  I  have  not  told  it  to  ne'er  a  one  yet ;  and  I 
won't  for  nothing.  What  will  you  give  me  ? — Make  it 
worth  my  while  ?  " 

"  Tell  us  all,  honestly,  fairly,  and  fully,  and  you  shall 
have  five  golden  guineas.     There,  Goody." 

Roused  by  this  promise,  the  dame  looked  up  with  more 
of  energy  than  she  had  yet  shewn,  and  muttered  to  hersel( 
rocking  her  chair  to  and  fro,  "  Aha  I  why  not  ?  no  fear 
now — both  gone — can't  now  murder  the  poor  old  cretur, 
as  the  wretch  once  threatened.  Five  golden  guineas— 
Jffve,  did  you  say,  sir, —  ^\eV 
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"  Ay,  and  perhaps  our  bounty  may  not  stop  there,"  said 
h6  curate. 

Still  the  old  woinan  hesitated,  and  still  she  muttered  to 
lenelf ;  but,  after  some  further  prelude,  and  some  further 
aoticement  from  the  curate,  the  which  we  spare  our  reader, 
he  came  at  length  to  the  following  narration  : — 

"  It  was  on  the  7th  of  February,  in  the  year  *44  ;  yes, 
44,  about  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  for  I  was  a-washing 
n  the  kitchen,  when  Mr.  Aram  called  to  me,  an'  desired  of 
ne  to  make  a  fire  up-stair%  which  I  did :  he  then  walked 
>ut.  -iSome  hours  afterwards,  it  might  be  two  in  the  mom- 
ng,  I  was  lying  awake,  for  I  was  mighty  bad  with  the 
x)othach,  when  I  heard  a  noise  below,  and  two  or  three 
roices.  On  this,  I  was  greatly  afeard,  and  got  out  o'  bed, 
md,  opening  the  dooi,  I  saw  Mr.  Houseman  and  Mr.  Clarke 
!oming  up-stairs  to  Mr.  Aram's  room,  and  Mr.  Aram  fol- 
owed  them.  They  shut  the  door,  and  stayed  there,  it 
night  be  an  hour.  Well,  I  could  not  a-think  what  could 
nake  so  shy  an'  resarved  a  gentleman  as  Mr.  Aram  admit 
:he8e  'ere  wild  madcaps  like  at  that  hour ;  an'  I  lay  awake 
i-thinking  an'  a-thinking  till  I  heard  the  door  open  agin, 
m'  I  went  to  listen  at  the  keyhole,  an'  Mr.  Clarke  said : 
It  will  soon  be  morning,  and  we  must  get  off.'  They 
then  all  three  left  the  house  ;  but  I  could  not  sleep,  an'  I 
;ot  up  afore  ^ve  o'clock,  and  about  that  hour  Mr.  Aram 
in'  Mr.  Houseman  returned,  and  they  both  glowered  at 
me,  as  if  they  did  not  like  to  find  me  a-stirring ;  an'  Mr. 
Aram  went  into  his  room,  and  Houseman  turned  and 
Browned  at  me  as  black  as  night. —  Lord  have  mercy  on 
me  I  I  see  him  now  I  An'  I  was  sadly  feared,  an'  I  listened 
U  the  keyhole,  an'  I  heard  Houseman  say  :  <  If  the  woman 
comes  in,  she'll  tell.'  *  What  can  she  tell  ?  *  said  Mr.  Aram : 
'  poor  simple  thing,  she  knows  nothing.'  With  that. 
Houseman  said,  says  he :  'If  she  tells  that  I  am  here,  it 
irift  be  enough  ;  but  however,' — with  a  shocking  oath>— i 
^  ii#'U  take  an  opportunity  to  shoot  her.' 

"  On  that  I  was  so  frighted  that  I  went  away  back  to 
my  own  room,  and  did  not  stir  till  they  had  a-gone  out, 
ind  then  ■       " 
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"  What  time  was  that  ?  " 

"  About  seven  o'clock.  Well,  you  put  me  out !  where 
was  I  ? — Well,  I  went  into  Mr.  Aram's  room,  an*  I  seed 
they  had  been  burning  a  fire,  an'  that  all  the  ashes  were 
taken  out  o'  the  grate ;  so  I  went  an'  looked  at  the  rubbish 
behind  the  house,  and  there  sure  enough  I  seed  the  ashei, 
and  among  'em  several  bits  o'  cloth  and  linen  which  seemed 
to  belong  to  wearing  apparel ;  and  there,  too,  was  a  hand- 
kerchief which  I  had  obsarved  Houseman  wear  (for  it  i»tB 
a  very  curious  handkerchief,  all  spotted)  many's  the  time, 
and  there  was  blood  on  it,  'bout  the  size  of  a  shilling.^  Aa' 
afterwards  I  seed  Houseman,  an'  I  shewed  him  the  hand- 
kerchief; and  I  said  to  him,  ^  What  has  come  of  Clarke?' 
an'  he  frowned,  and,  looking  at  me,  said, '  Hark'ye,  I  kiiotr 
not  what  you  mean :  but^  as  sure  as  the  devil  keeps  wateh 
for  souls,  I  will  shoot  you  through  the  head  if  you  ever  let 
that  d — d  tongue  of  yours  let  slip  a  single  word  about 
Clarke,  or  me,  or  Mr.  Aram;  so  look  to  yourself  1* 

^*  An*  I  was  all  scared,  and  trimbled  from  limb  to 
limb ;  an*  for  two  whole  yearn  afterwards  (long  arter  Aram 
and  Houseman  were  both  gone)  I  niver  could  so  much  as 
open  my  lips  on  the  matter ;  and  afore  he  went,  Mr. 
Aram  would  sometimes  look  at  me,  not  sternly-like  as  the 
villain  Houseman,  but  as  if  he  would  read  to  the  bottom 
of  my  heart.  Oh  !  I  was  as  if  you  had  taken  a  mountain 
off  of  me,  when  he  an*  Houseman  left  the  town ;  for  sure 
as  the  sun  shines  I  believes,  from  what  I  have  now  said, 
that  they  two  murdered  Clarke  on  that  same  Februan* 
night.  An'  now,  Mr.  Summers,  I  feels  more  easy  than  I 
has  felt  for  many  a  long  day  ;  an*  if  I  have  not  told  it 
afore,  it  is  because  I  thought  of  Houseman*s  frown,  and 
bis  horrid  words  ;  but  sumraut  of  it  would  ooze  out  of  my 
tongue  now  an*  then,  for  it's  a  hard  thing,  sir,  to  know  a 
secret  o*  that  sort  and  be  quiet  and  still  about  it;  and, 
indeed,  I  was  not  the  same  cretur  when  I  knew  it  as  I  was 
afore,  for  it  made  me  take  to  any  thing  rather  than  think- 
ing ;  and  that*s  the  reason,  sir,  I  lost  the  good  crakter  I 
Vsed  to  have.** 

Such,  somewhat  abridged  from  its  "  says  he**  and  "says 
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I" — its  involutions  and  its  tautologies,  was  the  story  which 
Walter  held  his  breath  to  hear.  But  events  thicken,  and 
the  maze  is  nearly  thridden. 

^^  Not  a  moment  now  should  be  lost,"  said  the  curate, 
ts  they  left  the  house.  '^  Let  us  at  once  proceed  to  a  very 
able  magistrate,  to  whom  I  can  introduce  you,  and  who 
ilives  a  little  way  out  of  the  tovm." 

"  As  you  will,"  said  Walter,  in  an  altered  and  hollow 
-voioe.  *^I  am  as  a  man  standing  on  an  eminence,  who 
Hews  the  whole  scene  he  is  to  travel  over,  stretched 
before  him;  but  is  dizzy  and  bewildered  by  the  height 
which  he  has  reached.  I  know — I  feel — that  I  am  on 
liie  brink  of  fearful  and  dread  discoveries ; — pray  God 

Aat But  heed  me  not,  sir, — heed  me  not — let  us 

on — on  I" 

It  was  now  approaching  towards  the  evening  ;  and  as 
they  walked  on,  having  left  the  town,  the  sun  poured  his 
last  beams  on  a  group  of  persons  that  appeared  hastily 
collecting  and  gathering  round  a  spot,  well  known  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Knaresborough,  called  Thistle  Hill. 

**  Let  us  avoid  the  crowd,"  said  the  curate.  "  Yet 
what,  I  wonder,  can  be  its  cause  ?  "  While  he  spoke,  two 
peasants  hurried  by  towards  the  throng. 

**  What  is  the  meaning  of  the  crowd  yonder  ?  "  asked 
the  curate. 

**  I  don't  know  exactly,  your  honour ;  but  I  hears  as 
how  Jem  Ninnings,  digging  for  stone  for  the  limekiln, 
bare  dug  out  a  big  wooden  chest"  A  shout  from  the 
group  broke  in  on  the  peasant's  explanation — a  sudden 
simultaneous  shout,  but  not  of  joy,  something  of  dismay 
and  horror  seemed  to  breathe  in  the  sound. 

Walter  looked  at  the  curate: — an  impulse — a  sudden 
instinct — seemed  to  attract  them  involuntarily  to  the  spot 
whence  that  sound  arose ; — they  quickened  their  pace  — 
:|iiey  made  their  way  through  the  throng.  A  deep  chest, 
4faat  had  been  violently  forced,  stood  before  them :  its  con* 
tents  had  been  dragged  to  day,  and  now  lay  on  the  sward — 
a  bleached  and  mouldering  skeleton  I  Several  of  the  bones 
were  loose,  and  detached  from  the  body,  A  general  hubb^h. 
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of  voices  from  the  spectators, — inquiry — giiefs—- fear — 
wonder — rang  confusedly  round. 

<<  Yes ! ''  said  one  old  man,  with  grey  hair,  leaning  oi 
a  pickaxe  ;  <*  it  is  now  about  fourteen  years  since  the  Jew 
pedlar  disappeared; — these  are  probably  his  bones — ht 
was  supposed  to  have  been  murdered  I " 

<*  Nay  I ''  screeched  a  woman,  drawing  back  a  child 
who,  all  unalarmed,  was  about  to  touch  the  ghastly  relics 
— "  Nay,  the  pedlar  was  heard  of  afterwards  I  I'll  tell  ye^ 
ye  may  be  sure  these  are  the  bones  of  Clarke — Darnel 
Clarke — whom  the  country  was  so  stirred  about,  when  we 
were  young  I " 

"  Right,  dame,  right  I  It  is  Clarke's  skeleton,"  wai 
the  simultaneous  cry.  And  Walter,  pressing  forward, 
stood  over  the  bones,  and  waved  his  hand,  as  to  guard 
them  from  farther  insult.  His  sudden  appearance — his 
tall  stature — his  wild  gesture — the  horror — the  paJenfiM 
— the  grief  of  his  countenance — struck  and  appalled  all 
present.  He  remained  speechless,  and  a  sudden  silence 
succeeded  the  late  clamour. 

"  And  what  do  you  here,  fools  ?  "  said  a  voice  abruptly. 
The  spectators  turned — a  new  comer  had  been  added  to 
the  throng ;  —  it  was  Richard  Houseman.  His  dress, 
loose  and  disarranged  —  his  flushed  cheeks  and  rolling 
eyes  —  betrayed  the  source  of  consolation  to  which  he 
had  flown  from  his  domestic  affliction.  "  What  do  ye 
here?*'  said  he,  reeling  forward.  *' Ha  I  human  bones! 
and  whose  may  they  be,  think  ye  ?  '■ 

"  They  are  Clarke's ! "  said  the  woman,  who  had  first 
given  rise  to  that  supposition.  "  Yes,  we  think  they  are 
Daniel  Clarke's — he  who  disappeared  some  years  ago  I" 
cried  two  or  three  voices  in  concert. 

"  Clarke's  ? "  repeated  Houseman,  stooping  down  and 
picking  up  a  thigh-bone,  which  lay  at  a  little  distance 
from  the  rest;  "Clarke's? — ha  I  ha  I  they  are  no  more 
Clarke's  than  mine  I " 

"  Behold  I "  shouted  Walter,  in  a  voice  that  rang  from 
cliff  to  plain, — and  springing  forward,  he  seized  House* 
man  with  a  giant's  grasp,  —  "Behold  the  murderer  I" 
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As  if  the  avenging  voice  of  Heaven  had  spoken,  a 
thrilling,  an  electric  conviction  darted  through  the  crowd. 
Each  of  the  elder  spectators  remembered  at  once  the  per- 
son of  Houseman,  and  the  suspicion  that  had  attached  to 
lias  name. 

<•  Seize  him  I  seize  him  I"   burst  forth  from  twenty 
^roices.    **  Houseman  is  the  murderer  I " 
'      **  Murderer  I "  faltered  Houseman,  trembling  in  the  iron 
liands  of  Walter — "murderer  of  whom?     I  tell  ye  these 
are  not  Clarke's  bones  I  '* 

•*  Where  then  do  the^  lie  ?  "  cried  his  arrestor. 

Pale — confused — conscience-stricken  — the  bewilder- 
ment of  intoxication  mingling  with  that  of  fear.  Houseman 
tnhied  a  ghastly  look  around  him,  and,  shrinking  from 
the  eyes  of  ail,  reading  in  the  eyes  of  all  his  condemnation, 
be  gasped  out,  <<  Search  St.  Robert's  Cave,  in  the  turn  at 
ttte  entrance  I '' 

*•  Away ! "  rang  the  deep  voice  of  Walter,  on  the  in- 
stant— "  away  I  —  to  the  Cave — to  the  Cave ! " 

On  the  banks  of  the  river  Nid,  whose  waters  keep  an 
everlasting  murmur  to  the  crags  and  trees  that  overhang 
them,  is  a  wild  and  dreary  cavern,  hollowed  from  a  rock, 
li^ich,  according  to  tradition,  was  formerly  the  hermitage 
of  one  of  those  early  enthusiasts  who  made  their  solitude 
in  the  sternest  recesses  of  earth,  and  from  the  austerest 
thoughts,  and  the  bitterest  penance,  wrought  their  joyless 
offerings  to  the  great  Spirit  of  the  lovely  world.  To  this 
desolate  spot,  called,  from  the  name  of  its  once-celebrated 
«femite,  St.  Robert's  Cave,  the  crowd  now  swept,  increas- 
ing its  numbers  as  it  advanced. 

The  old  man  who  had  discovered  the  unknown  remains, 
irhich  were  gathered  up  and  made  a  part  of  the  procession, 
In!  the  way ;  Houseman,  placed  between  two  strong  and 
tifcctive  men,  went  next ;  and  Walter  followed  behin^*  fixing 
tfts  eyes  mutely  upon  the  ruffian.  The  curate  had  had 
the  precaution  to  send  on  before  for  torches,  for  the 
^fintry  evening  now  darkened  round  them,  and  the  light 
from  the  torch-bearers,  who  met  them  at  the  cavern,  cast 
forth  its  red  and  lurid  flare  at  the  mouth  of  the  chajam* 
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One  of  these  torehes  Walter  himself  seized,  and  his  was 
the  first  step  that  entered  the  gloomy  passage.  At  this 
place  and  time,  Houseman,  who  till  then,  throughout  their 
short  journey,  had  seemed  to  have  recovered  a  sort  of 
dogged  self-possession,  recoiled,  and  the  big  drops  of  fear 
or  agony  fell  fast  from  his  brow.  He  was  dragged  forward 
forcibly  into  the  cavern ;  and  now  as  the  space  filled,  ani 
the  torches  flickered  against  the  grim  walls,  glaring  on 
faces  which  caught,  from  the  deep  and  thrilling  contagiOB 
of  a  common  sentiment,  one  common  expression ;  it  was 
not  well  possible  for  the  wildest  imagination  to  conceive  a 
scene  better  fitted  for  the  unhallowed  burial-place  of  the 
murdered  dead. 

The  eyes  of  all  now  turned  upon  Houseman  ;  and  he^ 
after  twice  vainly  endeavouring  to  speak,  for  the  words 
died  inarticulate  and  choked  within  him,  advancing  a  few 
steps,  pointed  towards  a  spot  on  which,  the  next  moment, 
fell  the  concentrated  light  of  every  torch.  An  indescribable 
and  universal  murmur,  and  then  a  breathless  silence, 
ensued.  On  the  spot  which  Houseman  had  indicated, — 
with  the  head  placed  to  the  right,  lay  what  once  had  been 
a  human  body  I 

"  Can  you  swear,"  said  the  priest,  solemnly,  as  he 
turned  to  Houseman,  "  that  these  are  the  bones  of 
Clarke  ?  " 

"  Before  God,  I  can  swear  it  I "  replied  Houseman,  at 
length  finding  voice. 

"  My  Father  I "  broke  from  Walter's  lips,  as  he  sank 
upon  his  knees ;  and  that  exclamation  completed  the  awe 
and  horror  which  prevailed  in  the  breasts  of  all  present. 
Stung  by  the  sense  of  the  danger  he  had  drawn  upon 
himself,  and  despair  and  excitement  restoring,  in  some 
measure,  not  only  his  natural  hardihood  but  his  natural 
astuteness ;  Houseman  here  mastering  his  emotions,  and 
making  that  effort  which  he  was  afterwards  enabled  to 
follow  up  with  an  advantage  to  himself,  of  which  he 
could  not  then  have  dreamed; — Houseman,  I  say,  cried 
aloud, — 

"  But  /did  not  do  the  deed  :  /am  not  the  murderer.*' 
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"  Speak  out  I — ^whom  do  you  accuse  ?  "  said  the  curate. 

Drawing  his  breath  hard,  and  setting  his  teeth,  as  with 
s^ue  steeled  determination.  Houseman  replied, — 

"  The  murderer  is  Eugene  Aram ! " 

**  Aram  I "  shouted  Walter,  starting  to  his  feet :  "  O 
Qff^df  thy  hand  hath  directed  me  hither  I ''  And  suddenly 
aiad  at  once  sense  left  him,  and  he  fell,  as  if  a  shot  had 
perced  through  his  heart,  beside  the  remains  of  that  father 
iflu>m  he  had  thus  mysteriously  discovered. 
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CHAPTER    1. 

GRASSDALE.  —  THE    MORNING   OF    THE   MARRIAGE.  —  THE 

crones'     GOSSIP. THE    BRIDE    AT     HER    TOILET. 

THE    ARRIVAL. 


"  Jam  veniet  virgo,  jam  dicetur  Hjmenaeus, 

Hymen,  O  Hymenaee !  Hymen  ades,  0  Hymenaee  !  " 

Catullus  :  Carmen  Nuptiale. 

It  was  now  the  morning  in  which  Eugene  Aram  was  to  be. 
married  to  Madeline  Lester,  The  student's  house  had 
been  set  in  order  for  the  arrival  of  the  bride,  and  though 
it  was  yet  early  morn,  two  old  women  whom  his  domestic 
(now  not  the  only  one,  for  a  buxom  lass  of  eighteen  had 
been  transplanted  from  Lester's  household,  to  meet  the 
additional  cares  that  the  change  of  circumstances  brought 
to  Aram's)  had  invited  to  assist  her  in  arranging  what 
was  already  arranged,  were  bustling  about  the  lower  apart- 
ments, and  making  matters  as  they  call  it  "  tidy." 

"  Them  flowers  look  but  poor  things  after  all,"  muttered 
an  old  crone,  whom  our  readers  will  recognise  as  Dame 
Darkmans,  placing  a  bowl  of  exotics  on  the  table.  "  They 
does  not  look  nigh  so  cheerful  as  them  as  grows  in  the 
open  air." 

**  Tush  I     Goody  Darkmans,"  said  the  second  gossip. 
*.*  They  be  much  prettier  and  finer  to  my  mind ;  and  so- 
said  Miss  Nelly^  when  she  plucked  tkem  \9ia\.  m^\.  vix^ 
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sent  me  down  with  them.  They  says  there  is  not  a  Uad$ 
o*  grass  that  the  master  does  not  know.  He  must  be  a 
good  man  to  love  the  things  of  the  field  so." 

*'  Ho ! "  said  Dame  Darkmans, "  hoi  when  Joe  Wrench 
was  hanged  for  shooting  the  Lord*s  keeper,  and  he  mounted 
the  scaffold  wid'  a  nosegay  in  his  hand,  he  said»  in  a  peevish 
voice,  says  he :  ^  Why  does  not  they  give  me  a  tarnation* 2 
I  always  loved  them  sort  o'  flowers ;  I  wore  them  whoi  j 
went  a  courting  Bess  Lucas  ;  an*  I  would  like  to  die  with 
one  in  my  hand  I '  So  a  man  may  like  flowers,  and  be  but 
a  hempen  dog  after  all  I " 

"Now  don't  you,  Goody;  be  still  cau*t  you!  what  a 
tale  for  a  marriage  day  ! "  f 

"  Tally  vally,"  returned  the  grim  hag ;  "  many  a  blew- 
ing  carries  a  curse  in  its  arms,  as  the  new  moon  carries  the 
old.    This  won't  be  one  of  your  happy  weddings,  I  tell  ye*** 

"  And  why  d  ye  say  that  ?  '* 

"  Did  you  ever  see  a  man  with  a  look  like  that  make  a 
happy  husband  ? — No,  no ;  can  ye  fancy  the  merry  laugh 
o'  child er  in  this  house,  or  a  babe  on  the  father's  knee,  or 
the  happy,  still  smile  on  the  mothers  winsome  face,  some 
few  year  hence  ?  No,  Madge !  the  de'il  has  set  his  black 
claw  on  the  man's  brow." 

"  Hush  !  hush,  Goody  Darkmans,  he  may  hear  o'  ye," 
said  the  second  gossip ;  who,  having  now  done  all  that 
remained  to  do,  had  seated  herself  down  by  the  window ; 
while  the  more  ominous  crone,  leaning  over  Aram's  oak 
chair,  uttered  from  thence  her  sibyl  bodings. 

"  No,"  replied  Mother  Darkmans,  "  I  seed  him  go  out 
an  hour  agone,  when  the  sun  was  just  on  the  rise ;  and 
I  said,  when  I  seed  him  stroam  into  the  wood  yonder, 
and  the  ould  leaves  splashed  in  the  damp  under  his  feet; 
and  his  hat  was  aboon  his  brows,  and  his  lips  went  so; 
I  said,  says  I,  'tis  not  the  man  that  will  make  a  hearth 
bright,  that  would  walk  thus  on  his  marriage  day.  But 
I  knows  what  I  knows ;  and  I  minds  what  I  seed 
last  night." 

"Why,  what  did  you  see  last  night?"  asked  the 
listener,  with  a  trembling  voice :  for  Mother  Darkmans 
was  a  great  leWer  oi  ^\iosX  ^\A  'mX.Oci  \aSksa»>  ojad  a  certain 
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fneffiible  awe  of  ber  dark  gipsy  features  and  malignant 
word*  had  circulated  pretty  largely  throughout  the  village. 

"  Why,  I  sat  up  here  with  the  ould  deaf  woman,  and 
we  were  a  drinking  the  health  of  the  man  and  his 
wife  that  is  to  be,  and  it  was  nigh  twelve  o*  the  clock  ere 
ifinifided  it  was  time  to  go  home.  Well,  so  I  puts  on  my 
elo&k,  and  the  moon  was  up,  an'  I  goes  along  by  the  wood, 
knd  up  by  Fairlegh  Field,  an'  I  was  singing  the  ballad  on 
(tee' Wrench's  hanging,  for  the  spirats  had  made  me  game- 
iBome^  when  I  sees  somemut  dark  creep,  creep,  but  iver  so 
fiist,  arter  me  over  the  field,  and  making  right  ahead  to  the 
Tiikige.  And  I  stands  still,  an'  I  was  not  a  bit  afeard ; 
but  sure  I  thought  it  was  no  living  cretur,  at  the  first  sight. 
Ahd  so  it  comes  up  faster  and  faster,  and  then  I  sees  it 
"Wda  not  one  thing,  but  a  many,  many  things,  and  they 
darkened  the  whole  field  afore  me.  And  what  d'ye  think 
they  was? — a  whole  body  o'  grey  rats,  thousands  and 
thousands  on  'em,  and  they  were  making  away  from  the 
<)bt-buildings  here.  For  sure  they  knew — the  witch  things, 
^'-that  an  ill  luck  sat  on  the  spot.  And  so  I  stood  aside 
pj  the  tree,  an'  I  laughed  as  I  looked  on  the  ugsome  ere- 
turs,  as  they  swept  close  by  me,  tramp,  tramp,  an'  they 
never  heeded  me  a  jot ;  but  some  on  'em  looked  aslant  at 
me  with  their  glittering  eyes,  and  shewed  their  white  teeth, 
"iw  if  they  grinned,  and  were  saying  to  me,  *Ha,  ha  I  Goody 
•parkmans,  the  house  that  we  leave  is  a  falling  house ;  for 
•tiie  devil  will  have  his  own.' " 

In  some  parts  of  the  country,  and  especially  in  that 
"iwhere  our  scene  is  laid,  no  omen  is  more  superstitiously 
%4^ieved  evil  than  the  departure  of  these  loathsome  animals 
^from  their  accustomed  habitation :  the  instinct  which  is 
'Apposed  to  make  them  desert  an  unsafe  tenement,  is  sup- 
^pbsed  also  to  make  them  predict,  in  desertion,  ill  fortune  to 
^'^  possessor.  But  while  the  ears  of  the  listening  gossip 
^itiire  still  tingling  with  this  narration,  the  dark  figure  of 
*A^  student  passed  the  window,  and  the  old  woman,  starting 
ngi  appeared  in  all  the  bustle  of  preparation,  as  Aram  now 
^totetvd  the  apartment. 

*^'-    **  A  happy  day,  your  honour — a  happy  g^ood  xs^ssni-    jt 
'teg^**  said  both  the  crones  in  a  breath ;  but  ti[i^\>\emtk%  A  4 
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the  worse-natured  was  vented  in  so  harsh  a  croak,  thai 
Aram  turned  round  as  if  struck  by  the  sound ;  and  sttl 
more  disliking  the  well-remembered  aspect  of  the  persoi 
from  whom  it  came,  waved  his  hand  impatiently,  and  badi 
them  begop^. 

*'  A-whish  —  a-whish  I "  muttered  Dame  Darkmans, 
*^  to  spake  so  to  the  poor  ;  but  the  rats  never  lie^  the 
bonny  things ! " 

Aram  threw  himself  into  his  chair,  and  remained  ft)i 
some  moments  absorbed  in  a  revery,  which  did  not  beai 
the  aspect  of  gloom.  Then,  walking  once  or  twice  to  anc 
fro  the  apartment,  he  stopped  opposite  the  chimney-pieee 
over  which  were  slung  the  fire-arms,  which  he  nev^i 
omitted  to  keep  charged  and  primed. 

"  Humph  I "  he  said,  half  aloud,  "  ye  have  been  bni 
idle  servants  ;  and  now  ye  are  but  little  likely  ever  tc 
requite  the  care  I  have  bestowed  upon  you." 

With  that  a  faint  smile  crossed  his  features,  and  tunihtj 
away  he  ascended  the  stairs  that  led  to  the  lofty  chambei 
in  which  he  had  been  so  often  wont  to  outwatch  the  stars 

"  The  souls  of  systems,  and  the  lords  of  life, 
Through  their  wide  empires.'* 

Before  we  follow  him  to  his  high  and  lone  retreat  we 
will  bring  the  reader  to  the  manor-house,  where  all  waj 
already  gladness  and  quiet  but  deep  joy. 

It  wanted  about  three  hours  to  that  fixed  for  thi 
marriage  ;  and  as  it  was  yet  so  early,  Aram  was  nol 
expected  at  the  manor-house  till  an  hour  before  the  cele- 
bration of  the  event.  Nevertheless,  the  bells  were  already 
ringing  loud  and  blithely ;  and  the  near  vicinity  of  the 
church  to  the  house  brought  that  sound,  so  inexpressibly 
buoyant  and  cheering,  to  the  ears  of  the  bride  with  s 
noisy  merriment  that  seemed  like  the  hearty  voice  of  an 
old-fashioned  friend  who  seeks  in  his  greeting  rathei 
cordiality  than  discretion.  Before  her  glass  stood  the 
beautiful,  the  virgin,  the  glorious  form  of  Madeline  Lester; 
and  EUinor,  with  trembling  hands  (and  a  voice  between  a 
Jaugh  and  a  cry"),  was  Xiwdcvw^  >x^  V^^  %\^\feV^  rich  luur, 
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jind  uttering  her  hopes,  her  wishes,  her  congratulations. 
The  small  lattice  was  open,  and  the  air  came  rather  chill- 
ingly to  the  bride's  bosom. 

^^It  is  a  gloomy  morning,  dearest  Nell,''  said  she, 
shivering ;  *<  the  winter  seems  about  to  begin  at  last.*' 

"  Stay,  I  will  shut  the  window ;  the  sun  is  struggling 
with  the  clouds  at  present,  but  I  am  sure  it  will  clear  up 
by  and  by.  You  don't — you  don't  leave  us — the  word 
.must  out — till  evening." 

"  Don't  cry  I "  said  Madeline,  half  weeping  herself; 

:4^d  sitting  down  she  drew  Ellinor  to  her;  and  the  two 

fisters,  who  had  never  been  parted  since  birth,  exchanged 

'^  tears  that  were  natural,  though  scarcely  the  unmixed  tears 

of  grief. 

"  And  what  pleasant  evenings  we  shall   have,"  said 

Madeline,  holding  her  sister's  hands,  <<  in  the  Christmas 

time  I     You  will  be  staying  with  us,  you  know ;  and  that 

pretty  old  room  in  the  north  of  the  house  Eugene  has 

already  ordered  to  be  fitted  up  for  you.     Well,  and  then 

my  dear  father,  and  dear  Walter,  who  will  be  returned 

long  ere  then,  will  walk  over  to  see  us,  and  praise  my 

housekeeping,  and  so  forth.     And  then,  after  dinner,  we 

will  draw  near  the  fire, — I  next  to  Eugene,  and  my  father, 

our  guest,  on  the  other  side  of  me,  with  his  long  grey 

hair,  and  his  good  fine  face,  with  a  tear  of  kind  feeling  in 

his  eye :  you  know  that  look  he  has  whenever  he  is  affected. 

And  at  a  little  distance  on  the  other  side  of  the  hearth 

..will  be  you; — and  Walter  —  I  suppose  we  must  make 

•  room  for  him.     And  Eugene,  who  will  be  then  the  liveliest 

.  of  you  all,  shall  read  to  us  with  his  soft  clear  voice,  or  tell 

y  m«  all  about  the  birds  and  flowers,  and  strange  things  in 

Mother  countries.     And  then  after  supper  we  will  walk  half- 

^;iray  home  across  that  beautiful  valley — beautiful  even  in 

^  winter  —  with  my  father  and  Walter,  and  count  the  stars, 

^jiuid  take  new  lessons  in  astronomy,  and  hear  tales  about 

i.j^e  astrologers  and  the  alchymists,  with  their  fine  old 

r^j^reams.     Ah  I  it  will  be  such  a  happy  Christmas,  Ellinor  I 

.  .J  And  then,  when  spring  comes,  some  fine  morning  —  finer 

^^  than  this — when  the  birds  are  about,  and  the  leaves  getting 

iXreeUf  and  the  lowers  springing  up  every  d^.y)\^^\i^ 
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called  in  to  help  your  toilet,  as  yoa  hare  helped  mine,  and 
to  go  with  you  to  church,  though  not,  alas  I  as  your  brides- 
maid. .  Ah  I  whom  shall  we  have  for  that  duty  ?  " 

*^  Pshaw ! "  said  EUinor,  smiling  through  her  tears. 

While  the  sisters  were  thus  engaged,  and  Madeline  wai^ 
trying,  with  her  innocent  kindness  of  heart,  to  exhilaraltf' 
the  spirits,  so  naturally  depressed,  of  her  doting  sister,  tlM' 
sound  of  carriage- wheels  was  heard  in  the  distance ;  neareif ' 
nearer ;  —  now  the  sound  stopped,  as  at  the  gate ;  — nm/ 
fast,  faster, — fast  as  the  postilions  could  ply  whip,  and  the- 
horses  tear  along,  while  the  groups  in  the  churchyard  ras^^ 
forth  to  gaze,  and  the  bells  rang  merrily  all  the  whHe,  tw«^ 
chaises  whirled  by  Madeline's  window,  and  stopp^  at  tbe- 
porch  of  the  house  :  the  sisters  had  flown  in  surprise  to  the 
casement. 

"  It  is  —  it  is — good  God  I  it  is  Walter,"  cried  Ellinor ; 
"  but  how  pale  he  looks  I " 

"  And  who  are  those  strange  men  with  him  ?  *'  faltered 
Madeline,  alarmed,  though  she  knew  not  why. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE    STUDENT    ALONE    IN    HIS    CHAMBER. THE    INTER- 
RUPTION.  FAITHFUL  LOVE. 

"Nequicquam  thalamo  graves 

Has  las 

Vitabis,  strepitumque,  et  celerem  sequi 
Ajacem.''— .  Ho  rat.  Od.  xv.  lib.  1. 

Alone  in  his  favourite  chamber,  the  instruments  of  science 
around  him,  and  books,  some  of  astronomical  research, 
some  of  less  lofty  but  yet  abstruser  lore,  scattered  on  the 
tables,  as  wont,  Eugene  Aram  indulged  the  last  meditation 
he  believed  likely  to  absorb  his  thoughts  before  that  great 
lange  of  life  "wliicVi  "was  Vo  W^^^  ^c>VL\.>aAfe  -^vth.  a  companioiu 
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*'  Yes,"  said  he,  pacing  tbe  apartment  with  folded  arms, 
— "  yes,  all  is  safe  I  He  will  not  again  return ;  the  dead 
sleeps  now  without  a  witness.  I  may  lay  this  working 
brain  upon  the  bosom  that  loves  me,  and  not  start  at  night 
and  think  that  the  soft  hand  around  my  neck  is  the  hang- 
nittt's  gripe.  Back  to  thyself,  henceforth  and  for  ever,  my 
busy  heart  I  Let  not  thy  secret  stir  from  its  gloomy  depth ! 
the  seal'  is  on  the  tomb ;  henceforth  be  the  spectre  laid. 
Yes,  I  must  smooth  my  brow,  and  teach  my  lip  restraint, 
and  smile  and  talk  like  other  men.  I  have  taken  to  my 
hearth  a  watch,  tender,  faithful,  anxious  —  but  a  watch. 
Eurewell  the  unguarded  hour  I — the  soul's  relief  in  speech 
-f-Ae  dark  and  broken,  yet  how  grateful !  confidence  with 
sdf  —  ikrewell !  And  come  thou  veil  !  subtle,  close, 
unvarying,  the  everlasting  curse  of  entire  hypocrisy,  that 
under  thee,  as  night,  the  vexed  world  within  may  sleep, 
and  stir  not  I  and  all,  in  truth  concealment,  may  seem 
repose  I" 

As  he  uttered  these  thoughts,  the  student  paused  and 
looked  on  the  extended  landscape  that  lay  below.  A  heavy, 
chill,  and  comfortless  mist  sat  saddening  over  the  earth. 
Not  a  leaf  stirred  on  the  autumnal  trees,  but  the  moist 
damps  fell  slowly  and  with  a  mournful  murmur  upon  the 
unwaving  grass.  The  outline  of  the  morning  sun  was 
visible,  but  it  gave  forth  no  lustre :  a  ring  of  watery  and 
dark  vapour  girded  the  melancloly  orb.  Far  at  the 
entrance  of  the  valley  the  wild  fern  shewed  red  and  faded, 
and  the  first  march  of  the  deadly  winter  was  already 
heralded  by  that  drear  and  silent  desolation  which  cradles 
the  winds  and  storms.  But  amidst  this  cheerless  scene, 
the  distant  note  of  the  merry  marriage-bell  floated  by,  like 
the  good  spirit  of  the  wilderness,  and  the  student  rather 
paused  to  hearken  to  the  note  than  to  survey  the  scene. 

"  My  marriage-bell ! "  said  he  ;  "  could  I  two  short 
years  back  have  ever  dreamed  of  this  ?  My  marriage-bell ! 
How  fondly  used  my  poor  mother,  when  first  she  learned 
prijde  for  her  young  scholar,  to  predict  this  day,  and  blend 
its  festivities  with  the  honour  and  the  wealth  her  son  was 
to  acquire  I  Alas  !  can  we  have  no  science  to  count  the 
stars  and  forbode  the  black  eclipse  ot  t\ie  twlux^*^    "^^oX. 
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peace  I   peace  I   peace !    I  am,  I  will,  I  shall  be,  happy 
now  I     Memory,  I  defy  thee  I " 

He  uttered  the  last  words  in  a  deep  and  intense  tone, 
and  turning  away  as  the  joyful  peal  again  broke  distinctly 
on  his  ear, — 

"  My  marriage-bell  1  Oh,  Madeline  !  how  wondrously 
beloved :  how  unspeakably  dear  thou  art  to  me  I  What 
hast  thou  conquered  ?  how  many  reasons  for  resolve ;  how 
vast  an  array  in  the  Past  has  thy  bright  and  tender  puri^ 
overthrown  I  But  thou,  —  no  never  shalt  thou  repent  T' 
And  for  several  minutes  the  sole  thought  of  the  soliloquist 
was  love.  But  scarce  consciously  to  himself,  a  spirit  nc^, 
to  all  seeming,  befitted  to  that  bridal-day, — vague,  restless, 
impressed  with  the  dark  and  fluttering  shadow  of  coming 
change,  had  taken  possession  of  his  breast,  and  did  not 
long  yield  the  mastery  to  any  brighter  and  more  sereoe 
^motion. 

<<  And  why  ?  "  he  said,  as  this  spirit  regained  Its  empire 
over  him,  and  he  paused  before  the  "  starred  tubes "  of  his 
beloved  science  —  **  and  why  this  chill,  this  shiver,  in  the 
midst  of  hope  ?  Can  the  mere  breath  of  the  seasons,  the 
weight  or  lightness  of  the  atmosphere,  the  outward  gloom 
or  smile  of  the  brute  mass  called  Nature,  affect  us  thus  ? 
Out  on  this  empty  science,  this  vain  knowledge,  this  little 
lore,  if  we  are  so  fooled  by  the  vile  clay  and  the  common 
air  from  our  one  great  empire  — self  I  Great  God  I  hast 
thou  made  us  in  mercy  or  in  disdain  ?  Placed  in  this 
narrow  world, — darkness  and  cloud  around  us, — no  fixed 
rule  for  men,  —  creeds,  morals,  changing  in  every  clime, 
and  growing  like  herbs  upon  the  mere  soil, — we  struggle 
to  dispel  the  shadows ;  we  grope  around ;  from  our  own 
heart  and  our  sharp  and  hard  endurance  we  strike  our  only 
light, — for  what?  to  shew  us  what  dupes  we  are  I  crea- 
tures of  accident,  tools  of  circumstance,  blind  instruments 
of  the  scorner  Fate ;  —the  very  mind,  the  very  reason,  a 
bound  slave  to  the  desires,  the  weakness  of  the  clay ; — 
affected  by  a  cloud,  dulled  by  the  damps  of  the  foul 
marsh  ;  —  stricken  from  power  to  weakness,  from  sense 
to  madness,  to  gaping  idiocy,  or  delirious  raving,  by  a 
putrid  exhalation  \ — z.  TWwoi,  ^  Oc»!^>  ^\wL  Cssar  trem- 


EUGENE  ARAM.  363 

bles!  The  world's  gods,  that  slay  or  enlighten  millions 
— poor  puppets  to  the  same  rank  imp  which  calls  up  the 
iungus  or  breedis  the  worm, — pah  !  How  little  worth  is  it 
in  this  life  to  be  wise  I  Strange,  strange,  how  my  heart 
sinks.  Well,  the  better  sign,  the  better  sign  I  in  danger 
ik  never  sank." 

*-  Absorbed  in  these  reflections,  Aram  had  not  for  some 
^minutes  noticed  the  sudden  ceasing  of  the  bell ;  but  now, 
>lte  he  again  paused  from  his  irregular  and  abrupt  pacings 
along  the  chamber,  the  silence  struck  him,  and  looking 
-'ioHh,  and  striving  again  to  catch  the  note,  he  saw  a  little 
''group  of  men,  among  whom  he  marked  the  erect  and 
''comely  form  of  Rowland  Lester,  approaching  towards  the 
rJiouse. 

"What!"  he  thought,  "do  they  come  for  me?  Is  it 
'90  late  ?  Have  I  played  the  laggard  ?  Nay,  it  yet  wants 
near  an  hour  to  the  time  they  expected  me.  Well,  some 
=  kindness, — some  attention  from  my  good  father-in-law;  I 
•must  thank  him  for  it.  What  I  my  hand  trembles ;  how 
weak  are  these  poor  nerves ;  I  must  rest  and  recall  my 
mind  to  itself!" 

And,  indeed,  whether  or  not  from  the  novelty  and  im- 
portance of  the  event  he  was  about  to  celebrate,  or  from 
'  some  less  reasonable  presentiment,  occasioned,  as  he  would 
■fiBdn  believe,  by  the  mournful  and  sudden  change  in  the 
\atmosphere,  an  embarrassment,  a  wavering,  a  fear,  very 
p*ttilwonted  to  the  calm  and  stately  self-possession  of  Eugene 
''Arem,  made  itself  painfully   felt   throughout   his  frame. 
He  sank  down  in  his  chair  and  strove  to  recollect  himself; 
'ife  was  an  effort  in  which  he  had  just  succeeded,  when  a 
7ond  knocking  was  heard  at  the  outer  door — ^it  swung  open 
— ^several   voices  were   heard.      Aram  sprang  up,  pale, 
%reathless,  his  lips  apart. 

"  Great  God ! "  he  exclaimed,  clasping  his  hands* 
"^^^  Murderer! — ^was  that  the  word  I  heard  shouted  forth? — 
--The  voice,  too,  is  Walter  Lester s.      Has  he  returned?  — » 

^MSan  he  have  learned ?" 

-  -       To  rush  to  the  door, — ^to  throw  across  it  a  long,  heavy, 
^  iron  bar,  which  would  resist  assaults  of  no  common  stren^tbL.^ 
'Was  his  Srst  impulse.     Thus  enabled  to  gam  \ma  Kw  t^-> 
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flection,  his  active  and  alarmed  mind  ran  over  the  whole 
field  of  expedient  and  conjecture.  Again,  "  Murderer  I" 
"  Stay  me  not,"  cried  Walter  from  below  ;  "  my  hand 
shall  seize  the  murderer ! " 

Guess  was  now  over ;  danger  and  death  were  marching 
on  him.  Escape, — how?  —  whither?  the  height  fqrbadi 
the  thought  of  flight  from  the  casement !  —  the  door  ?— r 
he  heard  loud  steps  already  hurrying  up  the  stairs;  —  his 
hands  clutched  convulsively  at  his  breast,  where  his  fire- 
arms were  generally  concealed,  —  they  were  left  below; 
that  to  his  resolute  and  brave  spirit  was  the  bitterest 
thought  of  all.  He  glanced  one  lightning  glance  round  th^ 
room ;  no  weapon  of  any  kind  was  at  hand.  His  braiii 
reeled  for  a  moment,  his  breath  gasped,  a  mortal  slcknesi 
passed  over  his  heart,  and  then  the  mind  triumphed  over 
all.  He  drew  up  to  his  full  height,  folded  his  arms  dog? 
gedly  on  his  breast,  and  muttering, — 

"  The  accuser  comes,  —  I  have  it  still  to  refute  Afe 
charge:" — he  stood  prepared  to  meet,  nor  despairing  to 
evade,  the  worst 

As  waters  close  over  the  object  which  divided  them,  all 
these  thoughts,  these  fears,  and  this  resolution,  had  been 
but  the  work,  the  agitation,  and  the  succeeding  calm,  of 
the  moment ;  that  moment  was  past. 

"  Admit  us !"  cried  the  voice  of  Walter  Lester,  knocking 
fiercely  at  the  door. 

"  Not  so  fervently,  boy,"  said  Lester,  laying  his  hand 
on  his  nephew's  shoulder  ;  "  your  tale  is  yet  to  be  proved 
— I  believe  it  not :  treat  him  as  innocent,  I  pray — I  com- 
mand, till  you  have  shewn  him  guilty." 

"  Away,  uncle  I "  said  the  fiery  Walter ;  "  he  is  my 
father's  murderer.  God  hath  given  justice  to  my  hands." 
These  words,  uttered  in  a  lower  key  than  before,  were  but 
indistinctly  heard  by  Aram  through  the  massy  door. 

"  Open,  or  we  force  our  entrance ! "  shouted  Walter 
again  ;  and  Aram,  speaking  for  the  first  time,  replied  in  a 
clear  and  sonorous  voice,  so  that  an  angel,  had  one  spoken, 
could  not  have  more  deeply  impressed  the  heart  of 
Eowland  Lester  \v\lh  a  conviction  of  the  student's 
innocence, — 
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, : .  "  Who  knocks  so  rudely  ? — ^what  means  this  violence  ? 
I  ^  open   my  doors   to  my  fi  lends.      Is   it  a  friend  who 

**  I  ask  it,**  said  Rowland  Lester,  in  a  trembling  and 
Hgitated  voice.  *'  There  seems  some  dreadful  mistake : 
§ipaie  forth,  Eugene,  and  rectify  it  by  a  word/' 
^_  "Is  it  you,  Rowland  Lester?  —  it  is  enough.  I  was 
bttt  with  my  books,  and  had  secured  myself  from  intrusion. 
I^ter.** ' 

,  Tlie  bar  was  withdrawn,  the  door  was  burst  open,  and 
f^nen  Walter  Lester  —  even  the  officers  of  justice  with  him 
•-rrdiew  back  for  a  moment,  as  they  beheld  the  lofty  brow, 
ttip  laajestic  presence,  the  features  so  unutterably  calm,  of 
j^Dgene  Aram. 

'.^  **  What  want  you,  sirs  ? "  said  he,  unmoved  and  un- 
Glltering,  though  in  the  officers  of  justice  he  recognised 
filces  he  had  known  before,  and  in  that  distant  town  in 
wlich  all  that  he  dreaded  in  the  past  lay  treasured  up.  At 
die.  sound  of  his  voice,  the  spell  that  for  an  instant  had 
arrested  the  step  of  the  avenging  son  melted  away. 

"  Seize  him  ! "  he  cried  to  the  officers ;  "  you  see  your 
prisoner." 

V  "  Hold  ! "  cried  Aram,  drawing  back ;  "  by  what  au- 
thority is  this  outrage  ? — for  what  am  I  arrested  ?  '* 

"  Behold,"  said  Walter,  speaking  through  his  teeth  — 
•*  behold  our  warrant  I  You  are  accused  of  murder  I 
jSjiow  you  the  name  of  Richard  Houseman  ?  Pause — 
fH>QBiderf« — or  that  of  Daniel  Clarke?" 

.  Slowly  Aram  lifled  his  eyes  from  the  warrant,  and  it 
might  be  seen  that  his  face  was  a  shade  more  pale,  though 
hia  look  did  not  quail,  or  his  nerves  tremble.  Slowly  he 
tlimed  his  gaze  upon  Walter,  and  then,  after  one  moment's 
survey,  dropped  it  once  more  on  the  paper. 

*^  The  name  of  Houseman  is  not  unfamiliar  to  me," 
j^aid  he  calmly,  but  with  effort. 

"  And  knew  you  Daniel  Clarke  ?  " 
.    '*  What  mean  these  questions  ?  "  said  Aram,  losing  tem- 
per, and  stamping  violently  on  the  ground ;  '*  is  it  thus 
tfcat  a  man,  free  and  guiltless,  is  to  be  questioned  at  the 
behest,  or  rather  outrage,  of  every  lawless  bo^  '^    \a^  \s^ 
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to  some  authority  meet  for  me  to  answer  ;  —  for  you,  boy, 
my  answer  is  contempt."  \[ 

"  Big  words  shall  not  save  thee,  murderer  1 "  criedi 
Walter,  breaking  from  his  uncle,  who  in  vain  endeavoured 
to  hold  him;  and  laying  his  powerful  grasp  upon  Aram'sj 
shoulder.  Livid  was  the  glare  that  shot  from  the  Bt^-»;. 
dent's  eye  upon  his  assailer ;  and  so  fearfully  did  his  faa^. 
tures  work  and  change  with  the  passions  within  him,  thai- 
even  Walter  felt  a  strange  shudder  thrill  through  his  frames 

^<  Gentlemen,"  said  Aram,  at  last,  mastering  his  emo- 
tions, and  resuming  some  portion  of  the  remarkable  digaitj- 
that  characterised  his  usual  bearing,  as  he  turned  towarcb . 
the  officers  of  justice,  —  '^Icall  upon  you  to  di^haigHi. 
your  duty ;  if  this  b^  a  rightful  warrant,  I  am  your 
prisoner,  but  I  am  not  this  man's.  I  conmiand  your  pro*- 
tection  from  him  I " 

Walter  had  already  released  his  gripe,  and  said,  iq  v 
muttered  voice, — 

"  My  passion  misled  me  ;  violence  is  unworthy  my 
solemn  cause.  God  and  Justice — not  these  hands — are. 
my  avengers." 

"  Your  avengers  !'*  said  Aram ;  "  what  dark  words  are 
these  ?  This  warrant  accuses  me  of  the  murder  of  one 
Daniel  Clarke  :  what  is  he  to  thee  ?" 

"  Mark  me,  man  !"  said  Walter,  fixing  his  eyes  on 
Aram's  countenance.  "  The  name  of  Daniel  Clarke  was 
a  feigned  name  ;  the  real  name  was  Geoffrey  Lester  :  that 
murdered  Lester  was  my  father,  and  the  brother  of  him 
whose  daughter,  had  I  not  come  to-day,  you  would  have 
called  your  wife  !" 

Aram  felt,  while  these  words  w^ere  uttered,  that  the 
eyes  of  all  in  the  room  were  on  him  ;  and  perhaps  that 
knowledge  enabled  him  not  to  reveal  by  outward  sign 
what  must  have  passed  within  during  the  awful  trial  of 
that  moment. 

"  It  is  a  dreadful  tale,"  he  said,  "  if  true  ;  dreadful 
to  me,  so  nearly  allied  to  that  family.  But  as  yet  I  grapple 
with  shadows." 

"  What !  does  not  your  conscience  now  convict  you  ?' 
cried  Walter,  staggeied  Xi'^  VV^  q,"^\3mv^^^  Qf  the  prisoner. 
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But  here  Lester,  who  could  no  longer  contain  himself, 
interposed  :  he  put  by  his  nephew,  and  rushing  to  Aram, 
fifeliy  weeping,  upon  his  neck. 

"  I  do  not  accuse  thee,  Eugene — my  son — my  son — 
Iifeel — I  know  thou  art  innocent  of  this  monstrous  crime : 
^otike  horrid  delusion  darkens  that  poor  boy*s  sight.  You 
-*a^you — who  would  walk  aside  to  save  a  worm?'  and  the 
pbor  old  man,  overcome  with  his  emotions,  could  literally 
saj^  no  more. 

Aram  looked  down  on  Lester  with  a  compassionate  ex- 
pt68Bion,  and  soothing  him  with  kind  words,  and  promises 
tliat  all  would  be  explained,  gently  moved  from  his  hold, 
and,  anxious  to  terminate  the  scene,  silently  motioned  the 
clffioers  to  proceed.  Struck  with  the  calmness  and  dignity 
of  his  manner,  and  fully  impressed  by  it  with  the  notion 
of  his  innocence,  the  officers  treated  him  with  a  marked 
respect ;  they  did  not  even  walk  by  his  side,  but  suffered 
him  to  follow  their  steps.  As  they  descended  the  stairs, 
Aram  turned  round  to  Walter,  with  a  bitter  and  reproach- 
ful countenance, — 

"  And  so,  young  man,  your  malice  against  me  has 
reached  even  to  this  I  Will  nothing  but  my  life  content  you  ?" 

"  Is  the  desire  of  execution^  on  my  father's  murderer 
but  the  wish  of  malice?"  retorted  Walter;  though  his 
heart  yet  well-nigh  misgave  him  as  to  the  grounds  on 
which  his  suspicion  rested. 

Aram  smiled,  as  half  in  scorn,  half  through  incredulity, 
and,  shaking  his  head  gently,  moved  on  without  farther 
words. 

The  three  old  women,  who  had  remained  in  listening 
astonishment  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  gave  way  as  the 
men  descended ;  but  the  one  who  so  long  had  been  Aram's 
solitary  domestic,  and  who,  from  her  deafness,  was  still  be- 
nighted and  uncomprehending  as  to  the  causes  of  his  seizure, 
though  from  that  very  reason  her  alarm  was  the  greater 
and  more  acute, — she — impatiently  thrusting  away  the 
officers,  and  mumbling  some  unintelligible  anathema  as  she 
did  so  —  flung  herself  at  the  feet  of  a  master,  whose  quiet 
habits  and  constant  kindness  had  endeared  him  to  her 
humble  and  faithful  hearty  and  exclaimed, —  . 
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<*  What  are  they  doing  ?  Have  they  the  heart  to  fllf 
use  you  ?  O  master,  God  bless  you  I  God  shield  yen  I 
I  shall  never  see  you,  who  was  my  only  friend-^- who  was 
every  one's  friend — any  more !" 

Aram  drew  himself  from  her,  and  said  with  a  quivering 
lip  to  Rowland  Lester, — 

"  If  her  fears  are  true — if — if  I  never  more  retnm  hi- 
ther, see  that  her  old  age  does  not  starve — does  not  want* 

Lester  could  not  speak  for  sobbing,  but  the  request  was 
remembered.  And  now  Aram,  turning  aside  his  proud 
head  to  conceal  his  emotion,  beheld  open  the  door  of  the 
room  so  trimly  prepared  for  Madeline's  reception;  the 
flowers  smiled  upon  him  from  their  stands.  **  Lead  oi^ 
gentlemen,''  he  said,  quickly.  And  so  Eugene  Anun 
passed  his  threshold ! 

^'  Ho,  ho  I"  muttered  the  old  hag,  whose  predictions 
in  the  morning  had  been  so  ominous, — <<  Ho,  ho  1  yoaH 
believe  Goody  Darkmans  another  time  !  Providence  re- 
spects the  sayings  of  the  ould.  'Twas  not  for  nothing  the 
rats  grinned  at  me  last  night.  But  let's  in  and  have  a 
warm  glass.  He,  he  I  there  will  be  all  the  strong  liquors 
for  us  now ;  the  Lord  is  merciful  to  the  poor !" 

As  the  little  group  proceeded  through  the  valley,  the 
officers  first,  Aram  and  Lester  side  by  side,  Walter  with 
his  hand  on  his  pistol  and  his  eye  on  the  prisoner,  a  little 
behind — Lester  endeavoured  to  cheer  the  prisoner's  spirits 
and  his  own,  by  insisting  on  the  madness  of  the  charge, 
and  the  certainty  of  instant  acquittal  from  the  magistrate 
to  whom  they  were  bound,  and  who  was  esteemed  the  one 
both  most  acute  and  most  just  in  the  county.  Aram 
interrupted  him  somewhat  abruptly, — 

"  My  friend,  enough  of  this  presently.  But  Madeline 
— what  knows  she  as  yet  ?' 

"  Nothing  :  of  course,  we  kept- 

"  Exactly — exactly  :  you  have  done  wisely.  Why 
need  she  learn  any  thing  as  yet  ?  Say  an  arrest  for  debt 
— a  mistake — an  absence  but  of  a  day  or  so  at  most;— 
you  understand  ?" 

"  Yes.  Will  you  not  see  her,  Eugene,  before  you  go, 
and  say  this  yourseYH" 
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/;r  «II — OGrodl — ^11  to  whom  this  day  was— No,  DO ; 
iaye  me,  I  implore  you,  from  the  agony  of  such  a  contrast 
jT-iem  interview  so  mournful  and  unavailing.  No,  we  must 
Dot  meet  I  But  whither  go  we  now  ?  Not — not,  surely, 
^through  all  the  idle  gossips  of  the  village — the  crowd  al- 

I'eady  excited  to  gape,  and  stare,  and  speculate  on  the " 

.;,'  "  No,"  interrupted  Lester;  "  the  carriages  await  us  at 
the  farther  end  of  the  valley.  I  thought  of  that — for  the 
ffsh  boy  behind  seems  to  have  changed  his  nature.  I 
Ipved — God  knows  how  I  loved  my  brother  I — but  before 
Xiwould  let  suspicion  thus  blind  reason,  I  would  suffer 
A^quiiy  to  sleep  for  ever  on  his  fate.'' 
..  **  Your  nephew,"  said  Aram,  "  has  ever  wronged  me. 
%ut  waste  not  words  on  him :  let  us  think  only  of  Madeline. 
Will  you  go  back  at  once  to  her,  tell  her  a  tale  to  lull  her 
ai^irehensions,  and  then  follow  us  with  haste  ?  I  am  alone 
fttoong  enemies  till  you  come." 

Lester  was  about  to  answer,  when,  at  a  turn  in  the  road 
.which  brought  the  carriage  within  view,  they  perceived  two 
figures  in  white  hastening  towards  them ;  and  ere  Aram 
yifiiB  prepared  for  the  surprise,  Madeline  had  sunk,  pale, 
trembling,  and  all  breathless,  on  his  breast. 

**  I  could  not  keep  her  back,"  said  EUinor,  apolo- 
g^cally,  to  her  father. 

-  "  Back  I  and  why  ?  Am  I  not  in  my  proper  place  ?" 
cried  Madeline,  lifting  her  face  from  Aram's  breast ;  and 
i^en,  as  her  eyes  circled  the  group,  and  rested  on  Aram's 
countenance,  now  no  longer  calm,  but  full  of  woe — of 
pitssion — of  disappointed  love — of  anticipated  despair — 
she  rose,  and  gradually  recoiling  with  a  fear  which  struck 
dumb  her  voice,  thrice  attempted  to  speak,  and  thrica 
failed. 

^*  But  what — what  is — what  means  this?"  exclaimed 
Ellinor.  "  Why  do  you  weep,  father  ?  Why  does  Eugene 
tfupn  away  his  face  ?  You  answer  not  Speak,  for  God's 
fii^el  These  strangers  —  what  are  they?  And  you, 
Walter,  you — why  are  you  so  pale  ?  Why  do  you  thus 
knit  your  brows  and  fold  your  arms  ?  You — ^ou  will  tell 
i^e  the  meaning  of  this  dreadful  silence  —  this  scene.  I 
Speak,  cousin — dear  cousin,  speak  T* 
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<<  Speak ! "  cried  Madeline,  finding  voice  at  length,  but 
in  the  sharp  and  straining  tone  of  wild  terror,  in  whieh 
they  recognised  no  note  of  the  natural  muaic  That  single 
word  sounded  rather  as  a  shriek  than  an  adjuration ;  luid 
so  piercingly  it  ran  through  the  hearts  of  all  present,  that 
the  very  officers,  hardened  as  their  trade  had  made  them, 
felt  as  if  they  would  rather  have  faced  death  than  answered 
that  conunand. 

A  dead,  long,  dreary  pause,  and  Aram  brc^e  it 
"  Madeline  Lester,"  said  he,  "  prove  yourself  worthy  of 
the  hour  of  trial.  Exert  yourself;  arouse  your  heart;  be 
prepared !  You  are  the  betrothed  of  one  whose  saol 
never  quailed  before  man's  angry  word.  Remember  that, 
and  fear  not ! " 

"  I  will  not  —  I  will  not,  Eugene  I  Speak  —  only 
speak  r* 

"  You  have  loved  me  in  good  report ;  trust  me  now 
in  ill.  They  accuse  me  of  crime — a  heinous  crime  I  At 
first,  I  would  not  have  told  you  the  real  charge ;  pardon 
me,  I  wronged  you :  now,  know  all !  They  accuse  me, 
I  say,  of  crime.  Of  what  crime  ?  you  ask.  Ay,  I  scarce 
know,  so  vague  is  the  charge — so  fierce  the  accuser:  but, 
prepare,  Madeline — it  is  of  murder ! " 

Raised  as  her  spirits  had  been  by  the  haughty  and 
earnest  tone  of  Aram's  exhortation,  Madeline  now,  though 
she  turned  deadly  pale  —  though  the  earth  swam  round 
and  round — yet  repressed  the  shriek  upon  her  lips,  as 
those  horrid  words  shot  into  her  soul. 

"You! — murder  I  —  you  I  And  who  dares  accuse 
you  ?  " 

"  Behold  him — your  cousin  !" 

Ellinor  heard,  turned,  fixed  her  eyes  on  Walter  s  sullen 
brow  and  motionless  attitude,  and  fell  senseless  to  the 
earth.  Not  thus  Madeline.  As  there  is  an  exhaustion 
that  forbids,  not  invites  repose,  so,  when  the  mind  is 
thoroughly  on  the  rack,  the  common  relief  to  anguish  is 
not  allowed  ;  the  senses  are  too  sharply  strung,  thus  hap- 
pily to  collapse  into  forgetfulness  ;  the  dreadful  inspiration 
that  agony  kindles,  supports  nature  while  it  consumes  it. 
Madeline  passed,  "w\Wio\x\.  ^  ^q^tsnj^xAl  ^^wce^  by  the  life- 
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iess  body  of  her  sister ;  and  walking  with  a  steady  step  to 
Walter,  she  laid  her  hand  upon  his  arm,  and  fixing  on  his 
countenance  that  soft  clear  eye,  which  was  now  lit  with 
a  searching  and  preternatural  glare,  and  seemed  to  pierce 
into  his  soul,  she  said, — 

"  Walter  1  do  I  hear  aright?  Am  I  awake? — Is  it 
^Joa  who  accuse  Eugene  Aram?  —  your  Madeline's  be- 
trothed husband, — Madeline,  whom  you  once  loved?  — 
Of  what? — of  crimes  which  death  alone  can  punish. 
'Away! — it  is  not  you — I  know  it  is  not.  Say  that  I 
am  mistaken  —  that  I  am  mad,  if  you  will.  Come, 
Walter,  relieve  me :  let  me  not  abhor  the  very  air  you 
Inreathel" 

"  Will  no  one  have  mercy  on  me  ?  "  cried  Walter,  rent 
io  the  heart,  and  covering  his  face  with  his  hands.  In 
ihe  fire  and  heat  of  vengeance,  he  had  not  recked  of  this. 
He  had  only  thought  of  justice  to  a  father — punishment 
to  a  villain — rescue  for  a  credulous  girl.  The  woe — the 
iKWTor  he  was  about  to  inflict  on  all  he  most  loved ;  this 
had  not  struck  upon  him  with  a  due  force  till  now  I 

"  Mercy  — you  talk  of  mercy  I  I  knew  it  could  not 
be  true  I "  said  Madeline,  trying  to  pluck  her  cousin's 
hand  from  his  face :  *'  you  could  not  have  dreamed  of 
wrong  to  Eugene — and — and  upon  this  day.  Say  we 
liave  erred,  or  that  you  have  erred,  and  we  will  forgive 
4Did  bless  you  even  now  I "  ^ 

Aram  had  not  interfered  in  this  scene.  He  kept  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  cousins,  not  uninterested  to  see  what 
effect  Madeline's  touching  words  might  produce  on  his 
accuser  :  meanwhile,  she  continued, — "  Speak  to  me, 
Walter  —  dear  Walter,  speak  to  me  I  ^re  you,  my 
cousin,  my  playfellow — are  you  the  one  to  blight  our 
hopes — to  dash  our  joys — to  bring  dread  and  terror  into  a 
home  so  lately  all  peace  and  sunshine — your  own  home — 
your  childhood's  home  ?  What  have  you  done  ?  what  have 
yon  dared  to  do  ?  Accuse  him  ! — of  what  ?  Murder  I  speak, 
#peak. — Murder,  ha  I  ha! — murder  !  nay,  not  so  I — you 
would  not  venture  to  come  here — you  would  not  let  one 
take  your  hand — you  would  not  look  us,  your  uncle^ 
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your  more  than  sisters,  in  the  face,  if  you  could  nurse  in 
your  heart  this  lie — this  black,  horrid  lie  I'* 

Walter  withdrew  his  hands — and,  as  he  turned  his 
face,  said, — 

"  Let  him  prove  his  innocence — pray  God  he  do  1 — ^I 
am  not  his  accuser,  Madeline.  His  accusers,  are  the  bones 
of  my  dead  father  I  —  Save  these.  Heaven  alone,  and  the 
revealing  earth,  are  the  witness  against  him  I " 

'<  Your  father  I ''  said  Madeline,  staggering  back-* 
''  my  lost  uncle  I  Nay, — now  I  know,  indeed,  what  a 
shadow  has  appalled  us  all  I  Did  you  know  my  nnde, 
Eugene? — Did  you  ever  even  see  Geoffrey  Lester ?" 

'^  Never,  as  I  believe,  so  help  me  God  I"  said  Aram, 
laying  his  hand  on  his  heart.  '^  But  this  is  idle  now," 
as,  recollecting  himself,  he  felt  that  the  case  had  gone 
forth  from  Walter  s  hands,  and  that  appeal  to  him  had 
become  vain. 

'<  Leave  us  now,  dearest  Madeline ;  my  beloved  wife 
that  shall  be,  that  is  ! — 1  go  to  disprove  these  chaises — 
perhaps  I  shall  return  to-night.  Delay  not  my  acquittal, 
even  from  doubt — a  boy*s  doubt.     Come,  sirs.*' 

"  O  Eugene  I  Eugene  I"  cried  Madeline,  throwing  her- 
self on  her  knees  before  him — "  do  not  order  me  to  leave 
you  now — now,  in  the  hour  of  dread  —  1  will  not.  Nay, 
look  not  so  I  I  swear  I  will  not  I  Father,  dear  father, 
corae,  and  plead  for  me — say  I  shall  go  with  you.  I  ask 
nothing  more.  Do  not  fear  for  my  nerves — cowardice  is 
gone.  I  will  not  shame  you, — I  will  not  play  the  woman. 
I  know  what  is  due  to  one  who  loves  him — try  me,  only 
try  me.  You  weep,  father,  you  shake  your  head.  But 
you,  Eugene  —  you  have  not  the  heart  to  deny  me  ? 
Think — think  if  I  stayed  here  to  count  the  moments  till 
you  return,  my  very  sense  would  leave  me.  What  do  1 
ask? — but  to  go  with  you,  to  be  the  first  to  hail  your 
triumph  !  Had  this  happened  two  hours  hence,  you  could 
not  have  said  me  nay — I  should  have  claimed  the  right  to 
be  with  you ;  I  now  but  implore  the  blessing. — You  relent 
— you  relent — I  see  it !" 

"  O  God  !*'  exclaimed  Aram,  rising,  and  clasping  her 
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to  his  breast,  and  wildly  kissing  her  face,  but  with  cold 
and  trembling  lips, — "  this  is,  indeed,  a  bitter  hour ;  let 
me  not  sink  beneath  it.  Yes,  Madeline,  ask  your  father  if 
he  consents ; — I  hail  your  strengthening  presence  as  that 
of  an  angel.  I  will  not  be  the  one  to  sever  you  from  my 
side." 

"  You  are  right,  Eugene,"  said  Lester,  who  was  sup- 
porting Ellinor,  not  yet  recovered, — "  let  her  go  with  us ; 
it  is  but  common  kindness,  and  conmion  mercy." 

Madeline  uttered  a  cry  of  joy  (joy  even  at  such  a  mo- 
ment!), and  clung  fast  to  Eugene's  arm,  as  if  for  assurance 
that  they  were  not  indeed  to  be  separated. 

By  this  time  some  of  Lester's  servants,  who  had  from 
a  distance  followed  their  young  mistresses,  reached  the 
spot*  To  their  care  Lester  gave  the  still  scarce  reviving 
Ellinor ;  and  then,  turning  round  with  a  severe  countenance 
to  Walter,  said,  *^  Come,  sir,  your  rashness  has  done  suffi- 
dent  wrong  for  the  present ;  come  now,  and  see  how  soon 
your  suspicions  will  end  in  shame." 

**  Justice,  and  blood  for  blood  I"  said  Walter,  sternly ; 
but  bis  heart  felt  as  if  it  were  broken.  His  venerable 
nnde's  tears — Madeline's  look  of  horror,  as  she  turned 
from  him  •»— Ellinor,  all  lifeless,  and  he  not  daring  to 
approach  her — this  was  his  work !  He  pulled  his  hat  over 
Us  eyes,  and  hastened  into  the  carriage  alone.  Lester, 
Madeline,  and  Aram,  followed  in  the  other  vehicle ;  and  the 
two  officers  contented  themselves  with  mounting  the  box, 
certain  that  the  prisoner  would  attempt  no  escape. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE  JUSTICE. — THE  DEPARTURE.  —  THE  EQUANIMITY  O^ 
THE     CORPORAL    IN    BEARING    THE    MISFORTUNES    OP 

OTHER  PEOPLE. THE  EXAMINATION  ;   ITS  RESULT.—' 

ARAM'S    conduct    in    prison. THE    ELASTICITY    OF 

our  human  nature. a  visit  from  the  earl. — 

Walter's  determination. — ^^madeline. 


«( 


Bear  me  to  prison,  where  I  am  committed.".^Mea8uref(fr  Heojure. 


On  arriving  at  Sir 's,  a  disappointment,  for  whichi 

had  they  previously  conversed  with  the  officers,  they  might 
have  been  prepared,  awaited  them.  The  fact  was  that 
the  justice  had  only  endorsed  the  warrant  sent  from  York- 
shire ;  and  after  a  very  short  colloquy,  in  which  he  ex- 
pressed his  regret  at  the  circumstance,  his  conviction  that 
the  charge  would  be  disproved,  and  a  few  other  courteous 
commonplaces,  he  gave  Aram  to  understand  that  the 
matter  now  did  not  rest  with  him,  but  that  it  was  to  York- 
shire that  the  officers  were  bound,  and  before  Mr.  Thornton, 
a  magistrate  of  that  county,  that  the  examination  was  to 
take  place.  "  All  I  can  do,"  said  the  magistrate,  "  I  have 
already  done  ;  but  I  wished  for  an  opportunity  of  inform- 
ing you  of  it.  I  have  written  to  my  brother  justice  at  full 
length  respecting  your  high  character,  and  treating  the  ha- 
bits and  rectitude  of  your  life  alone  as  a  sufficient  refutation 
of  so  monstrous  a  charge." 

For  the  first  time  a  visible  embarrassment  came  over 
the  firm  nerves  of  the  prisoner :  he  seemed  to  look  with 
great  uneasiness  at  the  prospect  of  this  long  and  drear}' 
journey,  and  for  such  an  end.  Perhaps,  the  very  notion 
of  returning  as  a  suspected  criminal  to  that  part  of  the 
country  where  a  portlou  of  his  youth  had  been  passed, 
was  sufficient  to  d\sc\vxvet  ^xv^  ^^:^^^\.  \v\\q..    ^s>^.sj;^  vhile 
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his  poor  Madeline  seemed  actuated  by  a  spirit  beyond 
herself;  she  would  not  be  separated  from  his  side  —  she 
held  his  hand  in  hers  —  she  whispered  comfort  and  cou- 
rage at  the  very  moment  when  her  own  heart  most  sank. 
The  magistrate  wiped  his  eyes  ^hen  he  saw  a  creature 
so  young,  so  beautiful,  in  circumstances  so  fearful,  and 
bearing  up  with  an  energy  so  little  to  be  expected  from 
her  years  and  delicate  appearance.  Aram  said  but  little ; 
Jie  covered  his  face  with  his  right  hand  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, as  if  to  hide  a  passing  emotion,  a  sudden  weakness. 
When  he  removed  it,  all  vestige  of  colour  had  died  away ; 
his  face  was  pale  as  that  of  one  who  has  risen  from  the 
grave;  but  it  was  settled  and  composed. 

<*  It  is  a  hard  pang,  sir,"  said  he,  with  a  faint  smile ; 
^^  so  many  miles  —  so  many  days  —  so  long  a  deferment 
of  knowing  the  best,  or  preparing  to  meet  the  worst. 
But,  be  it  so  I  I  thank  you,  sir,  —  I  thank  you  all  — 
Lester,  Madeline,  for  your  kindness;  you  two  must  now 
leave  me ;  the  brand  is  on  my  name  —  the  suspected 
man  is  no  fit  object  for  love  or  friendship  I    Farewell !" 

"  We  go  with  you  1"  said  Madeline  firmly,  and  in  a 
very  low  voice. 

Aram's  eye  sparkled,  but  he  waved  his  hand  im- 
patiently. 

•'  We  go  with  you,  my  friend  I"  repeated  Lester. 

And  so,  indeed,  not  to  dwell  long  on  a  painful  scene, 
it  was  finally  settled.  Lester  and  his  two  daughters  that 
evening  followed  Aram  to  the  dark  and  fatal  bourn  to 
which  he  was  bound. 

It  was  in  vain  that  Walter,  seizing  his  uncle's  hands, 
whispered, — 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  do  not  be  rash  in  your  friendship  I 
You  have  not  yet  learned  all.  I  tell  you,  that  there  can  be 
no  doubt  of  his  guilt  I  Remember,  it  is  a  brother  for  whom 
you  mourn  I  will  you  countenance  his  murderer  ?" 

Lester,  despite  himself,  was  struck  by  the  earnestness 
with  which  his  nephew  spoke,  but  the  impression  died 
away  as  the  words  ceased :  so  strong  and  deep  had  been  the 
fascination  which  Eugene  Aram  had  exercised  over  the 
hearts  of  all  once  drawn  within  the  near  circle  of  \vv% 
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attraction,  that  had  the  charge  of  murder  been  initdfe 
against  himself,  Lester  could  not  have  repelled  it  with  a 
more  entire  conviction  of  the  innocence  of  the  accused 
Still,  however,  the  deep  sincerity  of  his  nephew's  manner  fai 
«ofne  measure  served  to  soften  his  resentment  towaidi 
him. 

^<  No,  no,  boy  I "  said  he,  drawing  away  his  faaiMl; 
''  Rowland  Lester  is  not  the  one  to  desert  a  friend  in  tiw 
day  of  darkness  and  the  hour  of  need.  Be  silent,  I  rajl 
—  My  brother,  my  poor  brother,  you  tell  me,  has  been 
murdered.  I  will  see  justice  done  to  him:  but,  Araal 
Fie  I  fie  I  it  is  a  name  that  would  whisper  falsehood  to  titt 
loudest  accusation.  Go,  Walter  I  go  I  I  do  not  blame 
you  I  — you  may  be  right — a  murdered  father  is  a  cb'ead 
and  awful  memory  to  a  son  I  What  wonder  that  the 
thought  warps  your  judgment  ?  But  go  !  Eugene  was  to 
me  both  a  guide  and  a  blessing ;  a  father  in  wisdom,  a  soa 
in  love.  I  cannot  look  on  his  accuser's  face  without  an- 
guish.   Go  I  we  shall  meet  again.  —  How !    Go  I " 

^<  Enough,  sir  I"  said  Walter,  partly  in  anger,  partly  ia 
sorrow ; — "  Time  be  the  judge  between  us  all ! " 

With  those  words  he  turned  from  the  house,  and  pro- 
ceeded on  foot  towards  a  cottage  halfway  between  Grass- 
dale  and  the  magistrate's  house,  at  which,  previous  to  hi^ 
return  to  the  former  place,  he  had  prudently  left  the  cor- 
poral —  not  willing  to  trust  to  that  person's  discretion,  as 
to  the  tales  and  scandal  that  he  might  propagate  throughf- 
out  the  village,  on  a  matter  so  painful  and  so  dark. 

Let  the  world  wag  as  it  will,  there  are  some  tempers 
which  its  vicissitudes  never  reach.  Nothing  makes  a  pic- 
ture of  distress  more  sad  than  the  portrait  of  some  indi- 
vidual sitting  indifferently  looking  on  in  the  back-ground. 
This  was  a  secret  Hogarth  knew  well.  Mark  his  deathbed 
scenes  : — Poverty  and  Vice  worked  up  into  horror — and 
the  physicians  in  the  corner  wrangling  for  the  fee  I  — or 
the  child  playing  with  the  coffin  —  or  the  nurse  filching 
what  fortune,  harsh,  yet  less  harsh  than  humanity,  might 
have  lefit.  In  the  melancholy  depth  of  humour  that  steeps 
both  our  fancy  and  our  heart  in  the  immortal  romance  of 
Cervantes,  (for,  how  profoundly  melancholy  is  it  to  be 
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his  poor  Madeline  seemed  actuated  by  a  spirit  beyond 
herself;  she  would  not  be  separated  from  his  side  —  she 
held  his  hand  in  hers  —  she  whispered  comfort  and  cou- 
rage at  the  very  moment  when  her  own  heart  most  sank. 
The  magistrate  wiped  his  eyes  vhen  he  saw  a  creature 
so  young,  so  beautiful,  in  circumstances  so  fearful,  and 
bearing  up  with  an  energy  so  little  to  be  expected  from 
her  years  and  delicate  appearance.  Aram  said  but  little ; 
)ie  covered  his  face  with  his  right  hand  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, as  if  to  hide  a  passing  emotion,  a  sudden  weakness. 
When  he  removed  it,  all  vestige  of  colour  had  died  away ; 
his  face  was  pale  as  that  of  one  who  has  risen  from  the 
grave;  but  it  was  settled  and  composed. 

'*  It  is  a  hard  pang,  sir,"  said  he,  with  a  faint  smile ; 
'*  so  many  miles  —  so  many  days  —  so  long  a  deferment 
of  knowing  the  best,  or  preparing  to  meet  the  worst. 
iButy  be  it  so  I  I  thank  you,  sir,  —  I  thank  you  all  — 
Lester,  Madeline,  for  your  kindness;  you  two  must  now 
leave  me;  the  brand  is  on  my  name  —  the  suspected 
man  is  no  fit  object  for  love  or  friendship  I    Farewell !" 

"  We  go  with  you  I"  said  Madeline  firmly,  and  in  a 
very  low  voice. 

Aram's  eye  sparkled,  but  he  waved  his  hand  im- 
patiently, 

•*  We  go  with  you,  my  friend  I"  repeated  Lester. 

And  so,  indeed,  not  to  dwell  long  on  a  painful  scene, 
it  was  finally  settled.  Lester  and  his  two  daughters  that 
evening  followed  Aram  to  the  dark  and  fatal  bourn  to 
which  he  was  bound. 

It  was  in  vain  that  Walter,  seizing  his  uncle's  hands, 
whispered, — 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  do  not  be  rash  in  your  friendship  ! 
You  have  not  yet  learned  all.  I  tell  you,  that  there  can  be 
no  doubt  of  his  guilt !  Remember,  it  is  a  brother  for  whom 
you  mourn  I  will  you  countenance  his  murderer  ?" 

Lester,  despite  himself,  was  struck  by  the  earnestness 
with  which  his  nephew  spoke,  but  the  impression  died 
away  as  the  words  ceased :  so  strong  and  deep  had  been  the 
fascination  which  Eugene  Aram  had  exercised  over  the 
hearts  of  alJ  once  drawn  within  the  iveai  cvx^^  ^H.  \i>& 
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not  only  calm  but  cheerful.  The  stoical  doctrines  he  had 
affected  through  life,  he  on  this  trying  interval  called  into 
remarkable  exertion.  He  it  was  who  now  supported  the 
spirits  of  his  mistress  and  his  friend ;  and  though  he  no 
longer  pretended  to  be  sanguine  of  acquittal — though 
again  and  again  he  urged  upon  them  the  gloomy  fact — 
first,  how  improbable  it  was  that  this  course  had  been 
entered  into  against  him  without  strong  presumption  of 
guilt ;  and  secondly,  how  little  less  improbable  it  was,  thai 
at  that  distance  of  time  he  should  be  able  to  procure 
evidence,  or  remember  circumstances,  sufficient  on  the 
instant  to  set  aside  such  presumption,  —  he  yet  dwelt 
partly  on  the  hope  of  ultimate  proof  of  his  innocence, 
and  still  more  strongly  on  the  firmness  of  his  own  mind 
to  bear,  without  shrinking,  even  the  hardest  &te. 

<<  Do  not,"  he  said  to  Lester,  ^<  do  not  look  on  these 
trials  of  life  only  with  the  eyes  of  the  world.  Reflect  how 
poor  and  minute  a  segment,  in  the  vast  circle  of  eternity, 
existence  is  at  the  best.  Its  sorrow  and  its  shame  are  but 
moments.  Always  in  my  brightest  and  youngest  hours  I 
have  wrapped  my  heart  in  the  contemplation  of  an  august 
futurity : — 

'  The  soul,  secure  in  its  existence,  smiles 
At  the  drawn  dagger,  and  defies  its  point.' 

If  I  die  even  the  death  of  the  felon,  it  is  beyond  the 
power  of  fate  to  separate  us  for  long.  It  is  but  a  pang, 
and  we  are  united  again  for  ever  ;  for  ever  in  that  far  and 
shadowy  clime,  'where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 
and  the  weary  are  at  rest/  Were  it  not  for  Madeline*s 
dear  sake,  I  should  long  since  have  been  over-weary  of  the 
world.  As  it  is,  the  sooner,  even  by  a  violent  and  unjust 
fate,  we  leave  a  path  begirt  with  snares  below  and  tem- 
pests above,  the  happier  for  that  soul  which  looks  to  its 
lot  in  this  earth  as  the  least  part  of  its  appointed  doom." 

In  discourses  like  this,  which  the  nature  of  his  eloquence 
was  peculiarly  calculated  to  render  solenm  and  impressive, 
Aram  strove  to  prepare  his  friends  for  the  worst,  and  per- 
haps to  cheat,  or  to  steel,  himself.    Ever  as  he  spoke  thus, 
X^ester  or  EWiiiox  \iTo\La  wv  \v\\sv  ^\\ia.  \\£i^'?ii2^\j^  remon- 
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iltrance ;  but  Madeline,  as  if  imbued  with  a  deeper  and 
more  mournful  penetration  into  the  future,  listened  in 
tearless  and  breathless  attention.  She  gazed  upon  him 
with  a  look  that  shared  the  thought  he  expressed,  thougb 
it  read  not  (yet  she  dreamed  so)  the  heart  from  which  it 
came.  In  the  words  of  that  beautiful  poet,  to  whose  true 
mature,  so  full  of  unuttered  tenderness  —  so  fraught  with 
the  rich  nobility  of  love  —  we  have  begun  slowly  to 
awaken  — 

"  Her  lip  was  silent,  scarcelj  beat  her  heart, 
Her  eye  alone  proclaim'd  '  we  will  not  part !' 
t  Tby '  hope '  may  perish,  or  tb  j  friends  may  flee, 

Farewell  to  life — but  not  adieu  to  tbee  !'** 

They  arrived  at  noon  at  the  house  of  Mr.  Thornton, 
and  Aram  underwent  his  examination.  Though  he  denied 
most  of  the  particulars  in  Houseman's  evidence,  and  ex- 
pressly the  charge  of  murder,  his  commitment  was  made 
out ;  and  that  day  he  was  removed  by  the  officers  (Barker 
and  Moor,  who  had  arrested  him  at  Grassdale,)  to  York 
Castle,  to  await  his  trial  at  the  assizes. 

The  sensation  which  this  extraordinary  event  created 
throughout  the  country  was  wholly  unequalled.  Not  only 
in  Yorkshire,  and  the  county  in  which  he  had  of  late 
resided,  where  his  personal  habits  were  known,  but  even  in 
the  metropolis,  and  amongst  men  of  all  classes  in  England, 
it  appears  to  have  caused  one  mingled  feeling  of  astonish- 
ment, horror,  and  incredulity,  which  in  our  times  has  had 
no  parallel  in  any  criminal  prosecution.  The  peculiar  turn 
of  the  prisoner  —  his  genius  —  his  learning  —  his  moral 
life — the  interest  that  by  students  had  been  for  years 
attached  to  his  name  —  his  approaching  marriage  —  the 
length  of  time  that  had  elapsed  since  the  crime  had  been 
committed  —  the  singular  and  abrupt'  manner,  the  wild 
and  legendary  spot,  in  which  the  skeleton  of  the  lost  man 
had  been  discovered  —  the  imperfect  rumours  —  the  dark 
and  suspicious  evidence,  —  all  combined  to  make  a  tale  of 
such  marvellous  incident,  and  breeding  such  endless  con- 
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jecture,  that  we  cannot  wonder  to  find  it  afterwards 
received  a  place,  not  only  in  the  temporary  chronicles,  bnt 
eveo  the  most  important  and  permanent  histories  of  the 
period. 

Previous  to  Walter's  departure  from  Knaresbro'  to 
Grassdale,  and  immediately  subsequent  to  the  discovery  at 
St.  Robert  s  Cave,  the  coroner's  inquest  had  been  held 
upon  the  bones  so  mysteriously  and  suddenly  brot^ht  to 
light.  Upon  the  witness  of  the  old  woman  at  whose  house 
Aram  had  lodged,  and  upon  that  of  Houseman,  aided  by 
some  circumstantial  and  less  weighty  evidence,  had  been 
issued  that  warrant  on  which  we  havis  seen  the  prisoner 
apprehended. 

With  most  men  there  was  an  intimate  and  indignant 
persuasion  of  Aram's  innocence ;  and  at  this  day,  in  the 
county  where  he  last  resided,  there  still  lingers  the  same 
belief.  Firm  as  his  Gospel  faith,  that  conviction  rested  in 
the  mind  of  the  worthy  Lester ;  and  he  sought,  by  every 
means  he  could  devise,  to  soothe  and  cheer  the  confine- 
ment of  his  friend.  In  prison,  however,  (indeed  after  his 
examination  —  after  Aram  had  made  himself  thoroughly 
acquainted  with  all  the  circumstantial  evidence  which 
identified  Clarke  with  Geoffrey  Lester,  —  a  story  that  till 
then  he  had  persuaded  himself  wholly  to  disbelieve,)  a 
change  which,  in  the  presence  of  Madeline  or  her  father, 
he  vainly  attempted  wholly  to  conceal,  and  to  which,  when 
alone,  he  surrendered  himself  with  a  gloomy  abstraction  — 
came  over  his  mood,  and  dashed  him  from  the  lofty  height 
of  philosophy  from  which  he  had  before  looked  down  on 
the  peril  and  the  ills  below. 

Sometimes  he  would  gaze  on  Lester  with  a  strange  and 
glassy  eye,  and  mutter  inaudibly  to  himself,  as  if  unaware 
of  the  old  man's  presence ;  at  others,  he  would  shrink  from 
Lester's  proffered  hand,  and  start  abruptly  from  his  pro- 
fessions of  unaltered,  unalterable  regard ;  sometimes  he 
would  sit  silently,  and,  with  a  changeless  and  stoney  coun- 
tenance, look  upon  Madeline  as  she  now  spoke  in  that 
exalted  tone  of  consolation  which  had  passed  away  from 
himself ;  and  when  she  had  done,  instead  of  replying  to 
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her  speech,  he  would  say  abruptly,  —  "  Ay,  at  the  worst 
you  love  me,  then  —  love  me  better  than  any  one  on  earth 
— aay  that,  Madeline,  again  say  that  I" 

And  Madeline's  trembling  lips  obeyed  the  demand, 
"  Yes,"  he  would  renew,  "  this  man,  whom  they  accuse 
pub  of  murdering,  this, — your  uncle, — him  you  never  saw 
fiflce  you  were  an  infant  a  mere  infant ;  him  you  could 
Wt  love  I  What  was  he  to  you  ?  —  yet  it  is  dreadful  to 
think  of — dreadful,  dreadfull"  and  then  again  his  voice 
cosed ;  but  his  lips  moved  convulsively,  and  his  eyes 
seemed  to  speak  meanings  that  defied  words.  These  alter- 
aytions  in  his  bearing,  wUch  belied  his  steady  and  resolute 
character,  astonished  and  dejected  both  Madeline  and  her 
fiUher*  Sometimes  they  thought  that  his  situation  had 
ah&keai  his  reason,  or  that  the  horrible  suspicion  of  having 
qnnrdered  the  uncle  of  his  intended  wife  made  him  look 
upon  themselves  with  a  secret  shudder,  and  that  they  were 
mingled  up  in  his  mind  by  no  unnatural,  though  unjust 
confusion,  with  the  causes  of  his  present  awful  and  uncer- 
tain state.  With  the  generality  of  the  world,  these  two 
tender  friends  believed  Houseman  the  sole  and  real  mur- 
derer, and  fancied  his  charge  against  Aram  was  but  the 
last  expedient  of  a  villain  to  ward  punishment  from  him- 
self, by  imputing  crime  to  another.  Naturally  then,  they 
'frequently  sought  to  turn  the  conversation  upon  House- 
man, and  on  the  different  circumstances  that  had  brought 
him  acquainted  with  Aram :  but  on  this  ground  the  pri- 
soner seemed  morbidly  sensitive,  and  averse  to  detailed 
discussion.  His  narration,  however,  such  as  it  was,  threw 
much  light  upon  certain  matters  on  which  Madeline  and 
Lester  were  before  anxious  and  inquisitive. 

^  Houseman  is,  in  all  ways,"  said  he,  with  great  and 
bitter  vehemence,  "  unredeemed,  and  beyond  the  calcula- 
tions of  an  ordinary  wickedness ;  we  knew  each  other  from 
our  relationship,  but  seldom  met,  and  still  more  rarely 
held  long  intercourse  together.  After  we  separated,  when 
I  left  Knaresbro',  we  did  not  meet  for  years.  He  sought 
me  at  Grassdale ;  he  was  poor,  and  implored  assistance ;  I 
gave  him  all  within  my  power ;  he  sought  me  again,  naY^ 
more  than  once  agaiD,  and  finding  me  *^\xs»\X^  ^N^t^i^  \s^ 


yiflldiiig  to  hii  eiztotboite  demandiS  he  ^^ 
fnupoae  lie  has  iiow  dfeeted ;  he  thMtei^ 
— yoa  nndentaiid — he  threatened  me  inih  this  dl 
the  murder  of  Daniel  Clarke;  by  that  name  akno' 
the  deeeased.  The  menace,  and  the  known  TObv 
man,  agitated  me  beyond  ezprearion.  What  wwd 
being  who  lived  without  the  woiid — who  kaeW' 
ways — who  desired  only  rest!  The  menace  hsol 
—almost  maddened  I  Your  nephew  has  told  jn 
say*  of  broken  words»  of  escqrfng  emotions^  whidi 
noted, even  to snsfHeion,  in  me;  yon  now  behold  thi 
Was  it  not  sufficient  ?  My  life,  nay  more,  my  fli 
marriage,  Bftaddine*s  peace  of  mind,  all  dependei 
uncertain  fury  or  craft  of  a  wretch  like  tl^  I  T 
was  with  me  night  and  day ;  to  avoid  it  I  reaolfi 
sacrifice;  you  may  blame  me,  I  was  weaic,  yet  14 
then  not  unwise;  to  avoid  it,  I  say,  I  c^ted  to  bc 
man  to  leave  the  country.  I  sold  my  pittance  tt 
him  to  it  I  bound  him  thereto  by  Uie  strongi 
Nay,  so  disinterestedly,  so  truly  did  I  love  Maddh 
I  would  not  wed  while  I  thought  this  danger  coul 
upon  me*  I  believed  that,  before  my  marriage  day, 
man  had  left  the  country.  It  was  Dot  so  :  Fate  < 
otherwise.  It  seems  that  Houseman  came  to  Km 
to  see  his  daughter ;  that  suspicion,  by  a  sudden  i 
events,  fell  on  him  —  perhaps  justly ;  to  screen  hin 
has  sacrificed  me.  The  tale  seems  plausible ;  perh 
accuser  may  triumph.  But,  Madeline,  you  no 
account  for  much  that  may  have  perplexed  you 
Let  me  remember — ay — ay — I  have  dropped  my 
words  —  have  I  not  ? —  have  I  not  ?  —  owning  that 
was  around  me — owning  that  a  wild  and  terrific  sec 
heavy  at  my  breast;  nay,  once,  walking  with  j 
evening  before — before  the  fatal  day,  I  said  that  v 
prepare  to  seek  some  yet  more  secluded  spot,  some 
retirement ;  for  despite  my  precautions,  despite  the  si 
absence  of  Houseman  from  the  country  itself,  a  feve 
restless  presentiment  would  at  some  times  intrude  i 
me.  All  this  is  now  accounted  for,  is  it  not.  Ma 
Speak,  speak  V* 
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^<  All,  love,  all !  Why  do  you  look  on  me  with  that 
fiearching  eye,  that  frowning  brow  ?  *' 

"  Did  I  ?  No,  no,  I  have  no  frown  for  you ;  but  peace, 
I  am  not  what  I  ought  to  be  through  this  ordeal." 

The  above  narration  of  Aram's  did  indeed  account  to 
:Jtfadeliiie  for  much  that  had  till  then  remained  unex- 
^plained ;  the  appearance  of  Houseman  at  Grassdale, — the 
meeting  between  him  and  Aram  on  the  evening  she 
•walked  with  the  latter,  and  questioned  him  of  his  ill- 
lK>ding  visitor;  the  frequent  abstraction  and  muttered 
bints  of  her  lover ;  and,  as  he  had  said,  his  last  declaration 
ioi  the  possible  necessity  of  leaving  Grassdale.  Nor  was 
ibere  atay  thing  improbable,  though  it  was  rather  in 
^aooordance  with  the  unworldly  habits,  than  with  the 
.liaughty  character  of  Aram,  that  he  should  seek,  circum- 
stanced as  he  was,  to  silence  even  the  false  accuser  of  a 
fdaosible  tale,  that  might  well  strike  horror  and  bewilder- 
ment into  a  man  much  more,  to  all  seeming,  fitted  to 
^[lapple  with  the  hard  and  coarse  realities  of  life,  than  the 
moody  and  secluded  scholar.  Be  that  as  it  may,  though 
Lester  deplored,  he  did  not  blame  this  circumstance, 
which  after  all  had  not  transpired,  or  seemed  likely  to 
transpire ;  and  he  attributed  the  prisoner's  aversion  to 
enter  farther  on  the  matter  to  the  natural  dislike  of  so 
proud  a  man  to  refer  to  his  own  weakness,  and  to  dwell 
upon  the  manner  in  which,  despite  of  that  weakness,  he 
lad  been  duped.  This  story  Lester  retailed  to  Widter, 
and  it  contributed  to  throw  a  damp  and  uncertainty  over 
those  mixed  and  unquiet  feelings  with  which  the  latter 
waited  for  the  coming  trial.  There  were  many  moments 
when  the  young  man  was  tempted  to  regret  that  Aram 
had  not  escaped  a  trial  which,  if  he  were  proved  guilty, 
would  for  ever  blast  the  happiness  of  his  family;  and 
which  might,  notwithstanding  such  a  verdict,  leave  on 
Walter's  own  mind  an  impression  of  the  prisoner's  inno- 
cence ;  and  an  uneasy  consciousness  that  he,  through  his 
investigations,  had  brought  him  to  that  doom. 

Walter  remained  in  Yorkshire,  seeing  little  of  his 
family, — of  none  indeed  but  Lester ;  it  was  not  to  be 
expected  that  Madeline  would  see  hVixi)  ^xi^  q\x^%  ^\iX^ 
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he  caught  the  tearful  eyes  of  Elliuor  as  she  retreated  from 
the  room  he  entered,  and  those  eyes  beamed  kindness  and 
pity,  but  something  also  of  reproach. 

Time  passed  slowly  and  witheringly  on :  a  man  of  the 
name  of  Terry  having  been  included  in  the  suspicion^  and 
indeed  committed,  it  appeared  that  the  prosecutor  oould 
not  procure  witnesses  by  the  customary  time,  and  the 
trial  was  postponed  till  the  next  assizes.  As  this  maa 
was,  however,  never  brought  up  to  trial,  and  appears  no 
more,  y^e  have  said  nothing  of  him  in  our  narrative,  unlfl 
he  thus  became  the  instrument  of  a  delay  in  the  hte  of 
Eugene  Aram.  Time  passed  on — winter,  spring,  were 
gone,  and  the  glory  and  gloss  of  summer  were  now  lavished 
over  the  happy  ei^rth.  In  some  measure  the  usual  caba^ 
ness  of  his  demeanour  had  returned  to  Aram;  he  had 
mastered  those  moody  fits  we  have  referred  to,  which  bad 
so  afflicted  his  affectionate  visitors ;  and  he  now  seemed 
to  prepare  and  buoy  himself  up  against  that  awful  ordeal 
of  life  and  death  which  he  was  about  soon  to  pass.  Yet 
he — the  hermit  of  Nature,  who — 

"  Each  little  herb 
That  grows  on  mountain  bleak,  or  tangled  forest. 
Had  learnt  to  name ;  "  •— . 

he  could  not  feel,  even  through  the  bars  and  checks  of  a 
prison,  the  soft  summer  air,  "the  witchery  of  the  soft  blue 
skv ;"  he  could  not  see  the  leaves  bud  forth,  and  mellov 
in  their  darker  verdure ;  he  could  not  hear  the  songs  of 
the  many-voiced  birds,  or  listen  to  the  dancing  rain, 
calling  up  beauty  where  it  fell ;  or  mark  at  night,  through 
his  high  and  narrow  casement,  the  stars  aloof,  and  the 
sweet  moon  pouring  in  her  light,  like  God's  pardon,  even 
through  the  dungeon-gloom  and  the  desolate  scenes  where 
Mortality  struggles  with  Despair;  he  could  not  catch, 
obstructed  as  they  were,  these,  the  benigner  influences 
of  earth,  and  not  sicken  and  pant  for  his  old  and  full  com- 
munion with  their  ministry  and  presence.  Sometimes  all 
around  him  was  forgotten, — the  harsh  cell,  the  cheerless 
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solitude,  the  approaching  trial,  the  boding  fear,  the 
liarkened  hope,  even  the  spectre  of  a  troubled  and  fierce 
remembrance,  —  all  was  forgotten,  and  his  spirit  was 
aXiroad,  and  his  step  upon  the  mountain-top  once  more. 

In  our  estimate  of  the  ills  of  life  we  never  sufficiently 
take  into  our  consideration  the  wonderful  elasticity  of  our 
moral  frame,  the  unlooked-for,  the  startling  facility  with 
which  the  human  mind  accommodates  itself  to  all  change 
of  circumstance,  making  an  object  and  even  a  joy  from 
the  hardest  and  seemingly  the  least  redeemed  conditions 
of  fate.  The  man  who  watched  the  spider  in  his  cell  may 
have  taken,  at  least,  as  much  interest  in  the  watch,  as 
when  engaged  in  the  most  ardent  and  ambitious  objects  of 
his  former  life ;  and  he  was  but  a  type  of  his  brethren : 
ail  in  similar  circumstances  would  have  found  some  similar 
occupation.  Let  any  man  look  over  his  past  life,  let  him 
recall  not  moments,  not  hours  of  agony,  for  to  them  Custom 
lends  not  her  blessed  magic ;  but  let  him  single  out  some 
lengthened  period  of  physical  or  moral  endurance :  in 
hastily  reverting  to  it,  it  may  seem  at  first,  I  grant,  alto- 
gether wretched ;  a  series  of  days  marked  with  the  black 
stone — the  clouds  without  a  star  :  but  let  him  look  more 
elosely,  it  was  not  so  during  the  time  of  suffering ;  a 
thousand  little  things,  in  the  bustle  of  life  dormant  and 
unheeded,  then  started  forth  into  notice,  and  became  to 
him  objects  of  interest  or  diversion ;  the  dreary  present, 
once  made  familiar,  glided  away  from  him,  not  less  than 
if  it  had  been  all  happiness ;  his  mind  dwelt  not  on  the 
dull  intervals,  but  the  stepping-stone  it  had  created  and 
placed  at  each ;  and,  by  that  moral  dreaming  which  for 
ever  goes  on  within  man's  secret  heart,  he  lived  as  little 
in  the  immediate  world  before  him,  as  in  the  most  san- 
guine period  of  his  youth,  or  the  most  scheming  of  his 
maturity. 

So  wonderful  in  equalising  all  states  and  all  times  in= 
the  varying  tide  of  life  are  these  two  rulers  yet  levellers 
of  mankind,  Hope  and  Custom,  that  the  very  idea  of  an 
eternal  punishment  includes  that  of  an  utter  alteration  of 
the  whole  mechanism  of  the  soul  in  its  human  state  \  ^vl^ 
no  effort  of  an  imagination^  assisted  \>y  p^c&\.  e^^^x\&'c^^^v 

c  c 
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can  conceive  a  state  of  torture  which  Custom  can  never 
blunt,  and  from  which  the  chainless  and  immaterial  spirk 
can  never  be  beguiled  into  even  a  momentary  escape. 

Among  the  very  few  persons  admitted  to  Aram's  soB* 
tude  was  Lord  ♦****,  That  nobleman  was  stayii^y 
on  a  visit,  with  a  relation  of  his  in  the  neighbourfaood» 
and  he  seized,  with  an  excited  and  mournful  avidity,  the 
opportunity  thus  afforded  him  of  seeing  once  more  a 
character  that  had  so  often  forced  itself  on  his  speculaticm 
and  surprise.  He  came  to  offer,  not  condolence,  but 
respect;  services^  at  such  a  moment,  no  individual  coold 
render:  —  he  gave,  however,  what  was  within  his  power- 
advice, — and  pointed  out  to  Aram  the  best  counsel  to 
engage,  and  the  best  method  of  previous  inquiry  into  pai^ 
ticulars  yet  unexplored.  He  was  astonished  to  find  Aram 
indifferent  on  these  points,  so  important.  The  pneonet^ 
it  would  seem,  had  even  then  resolved  on  being  his  own 
counsel,  and  conducting  his  own  cause ;  the  event  proved 
that  he  did  not  rely  in  vain  on  the  power  of  his  own 
eloquence  and  sagacity,  though  he  might  on  their  result 
As  to  the  rest,  he  spoke  with  impatience,  and  the  petu- 
lance of  a  wronged  man.  "  For  the  idle  rumours  of 
the  world,  I  do  not  care,"  said  he  ;  "  let  them  condemn  or 
acquit  me  as  they  will :  for  my  life,  I  might  be  willing, 
indeed,  that  it  were  spared,  —  I  trust  it  may  be  ;  if  not,  I 
can  stand  face  to  face  with  Death.  I  have  now  looked  on 
him  within  these  walls  long  enough  to  have  grown  familiar 
with  his  terrors.  But  enough  of  me.  Tell  me,  my  lord, 
something  of  the  world  without :  I  have  grown  eager  about 
it  at  last.  I  have  been  now  so  condemned  to  feed  upon 
myself,  that  I  have  become  surfeited  with  the  diet ;"  and 
it  was  with  great  difficulty  that  the  earl  drew  Aram  back 
to  speak  of  himself :  he  did  so,  even  when  compelled  to  it, 
with  so  much  qualification  and  reserve,  mixed  with  some 
evident  anger  at  the  thought  of  being  sifted  and  examined, 
that  his  visitor  was  forced  finally  to  drop  the  subject ;  and 
not  liking,  or  indeed  able,  at  such  a  time,  to  converse  <m 
more  indifferent  themes,  the  last  interview  he  ever  had 
with  Aram  terminated  much  more  abruptly  than  he  had 
meant  it.     His  opimavi  olxXi^  Y^v^'^^ife^  ^^&  vxat^  however. 
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shaken  in  the  least.  I  have  seen  a  letter  of  his  to  a 
celebrated  personage  of  the  day,  in  which,  mentioning 
this  interview,  he  concludes  with  saying: — '^In  short, 
there  is  so  much  real  dignity  about  the  man,  that 
adverse  circumstances  increase  it  tenfold.  Of  his  inno* 
oence  I  have  not  the  remotest  doubt;  but  if  he  persist 
in  being  his  own  counsel,  I  tremble  for  the  result:  you 
know,  in  such  cases,  how  much  more  valuable  is  practice 
than  genius.  But  the  judge,  you  will  say,  is,  in  criminal 
causes,  the  prisoner's  counsel ;  God  grant  he  may  here 
prove  a  successful  one  I  I  repeat,  were  Aram  condemned 
by  five  hundred  juries,  I  could  not  believe  him  guilty. 
No,  the  very  essence  of  all  human  probabilities  is 
against  it." 

The  earl  afterwards  saw  and  conversed  with  Walter. 
He  was  much  struck  with  the  conduct  of  the  young 
Lester,  and  much  impressed  with  a  feeling  for  a  situation 
w  harassing  and  unhappy. 

"  Whatever  be  the  result  of  the  trial,"  said  Walter,  "  I 
•ball  leave  the  country  the  moment  it  is  finally  over.  If 
the  prisoner  be  condemned,  there  is  no  hearth  for  me  in 
my  uncle's  home ;  if  not,  my  suspicions  may  still  remain, 
and  the  sight  of  each  other  be  an  equal  bane  to  the  accused 
and  to  myself.  A  voluntary  exile,  and  a  life  that  may 
lead  to  forgetfulness,  are  all  that  I  covet.  I  now  find  in 
my  own  person,"  he  added,  with  a  faint  smile,  <*  how 
deeply  Shakspeare  had  read  the  mysteries  of  men's  con- 
diici.  Hamlet,  we  are  told,  was  naturally  full  of  fire  and 
action.  One  dark  discovery  quells  his  spirit,  unstrings 
his  heart,  and  stales  to  him  for  ever  the  uses  of  the  world. 
-I  now  comprehend  the  change.  It  is  bodied  forth  even 
in  the  humblest  individual,  who  is  met  by  a  similar  fate — 
even  in  myself." 

**  Ay,"  said  the  earl,  "  I  do  indeed  remember  you  a 
.wild)  impetuous,  headstrong  youth.  I  scarcely  recognise 
your  very  appearance.  The  elastic  spring  has  left  your 
.step — there  seems  a  fixed  furrow  in  your  brow.  These 
^clouds  of  life  are  indeed  no  summer  vapour,  darkening 
'one  moment  and  gone  the  next.  But,  my  young  friend^ 
let  us  hqie  the  best  I  firmly  believe  m  A.t%.\xl«  vEv\:i<^«' 
cence — £rmly  I — more  rootedly  thanl  caxi  ex^x^aia.    ^V^ 
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real  criminal  will  appear  on  the  trial.  All  bjttemess  be- 
tween you  and  Aram  must  cease  at  his  acquittal ;  you  will 
be  anxious  to  repair  to  him  the  injustice  of  a  natural  sus- 
picion: and  he  seems  not  one  who  could  long  retain 
malice.     All  will  be  well,  believe  me." 

"  God  send  it  I "  said  Walter,  sighing  deeply. 

*^  But  at  the  worst,"  continued  the  earl,  pressing  his 
hand  in  parting,  <<  if  you  should  persist  in  your  resolution 
to  leave  the  country,  write  to  me,  and  I  can  furnish  yoH 
with  an  honourable  and  stirring  occasion  for  doing  so. 
Farewell  I " 

While  time  was  thus  advancing  towards  the  fatal  day^ 
it  was  graving  deep  ravages  within  the  pure  breast  <^ 
Madeline  Lester.  She  had  borne  up,  as  we  have  seen,  for 
some  time,  against  the  sudden  blow  that  had  shivered  her 
young  hopes,  and  separated  her  by  so  awfiil  a  chasm  from 
the  side  of  Aram ;  but  as  week  after  week,  month  after 
month  rolled  on,  and  he  still  lay  in  prison,  and  the 
horrible  suspense  of  ignominy  and  death  still  hung  over 
her,  then  gradually  her  courage  began  to  fail,  and  her 
heart  to  sink.  Of  all  the  conditions  to  which  the  heart 
is  subject,  suspense  is  the  one  that  most  gnaws,  and 
cankers  into,  the  frame.  One  little  month  of  that  sus- 
pense, when  it  involves  death,  we  are  told,  in  a  very 
remarkable  work  lately  published  by  an  eye-witness,*  is 
sufficient  to  plough  fixed  lines  and  furrows  in  the  face  of 
a  convict  offive-and-twenty  —  sufficient  to  dash  the  brown 
hair  with  grey,  and  to  bleach  the  grey  to  white.  And 
this  suspense — suspense  of  this  nature — for  more  than 
eight  whole  months,  had  Madeline  to  endure  I 

About  the  end  of  the  second  month,  the  effect  upon 
her  health  grew  visible.  Her  colour,  naturally  delicate 
as  the  hues  of  the  pink  shell  or  the  youngest  rose,  faded 
into  one  marble  whiteness,  which  again,  as  time  proceed- 
ed, flushed  into  that  red  and  preternatural  hectic,  which, 
once  settled,  rarely  yields  its  place  but  to  the  colours  of 
the  grave.  Her  flesh  shrank  from  its  rounded  and  noble 
proportions.      Deep   hollows   traced   themselves   beneath 

*  See  Mi.  V^I  ike^^\^'  a  ^otV  Otv  x\\a  ^  >»C\^\wtK\  of  Q^ik^ 
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^yefe  which>Tet  grew  even  more  lovely  as  they  grew  less 
serenely  bnght  The  blessed  sleep  sunk  not  upon  her 
brain  with  its  wonted  and  healing  dews.  Perturbed 
dreams,  that  towards  dawn  succeeded  the  long  and  weary 
vigil  of  the  night,  shook  her  frame  even  more  than  the 
anguish  of  the  day.  In  these  dreams  one  frightful  vision 
'*-a  crowd — a  Scaffold — and  the  pale  majestic  face  of 
her  lover,  darkened  by  unutterable  pangs  of  pride  and 
sorrow,  were  for  ever  present  before  her.  Till  now  she 
and  Ellinor  had  always  shared  the  same  bed :  this  Made- 
line would  not  now  suffer.  In  vain  Ellinor  wept  and 
pleaded.  " No,"  said  Madeline,  with  a  hollow  voice:  "at 
night  I  see  him.  My  soul  is  alone  with  his ;  but — but," 
• — and  she  burst  into  an  agony  of  tears  —  "the  most 
dreadful  thought  is  this, — I  cannot  master  my  dreams. 
And  sometimes  I  start  and  wake,  and  find  that  in  sleep  I 
have  believed  him  guilty.  Nay,  O  God!  that  his  lips 
have  proclaimed  the  guilt!  And  shall  any  living  being 
— shsdl  any  but  God,  who  reads  not  words  but  hearts, 
hear  this  hideous  falsehood — this  ghastly  mockery  of  the 
lying  sleep?  No,  I  must  be  alone!  The  very  stars 
should  not  hear  what  is  forced  from  me  in  the  madness  of 
my  dreams." 

But  not  in  vain,  or  not  excluded  from  her,  was  that 
elastic  and  consoling  spicit  of  which  I  have  before  spoken. 
As  Aram  recovered  the  tenor  of  his  self-possession,  a 
more  quiet  and  peaceful  calm  diffused  itself  over  the  mind 
of  Madeline.  Her  high  and  starry  nature  could  compre- 
hend those  sublime  inspirations  of  comfort,  which  lift  us 
from  the  lowest  abyss  of  this  world,  to  the  contemplation 
of  all  that  the  yearning  visions  of  mankind  have  painted 
in  another.  She  would  sit,  rapt  and  absorbed  for  hours 
together,  till  these  contemplations  assumed  the  colour  of 
a  gentle  and  soft  insanity.  "Come,  dearest  Madeline,** 
Ellinor  would  say, — "come,  you  have  thought  enough; 
SDj  poor  father  asks  to  see  you.** 

"Hush I*'  Madeline  answered.     "Hush,  I  have  been 
walking  with  Eugene  in  heaven  :  and  oh  !  there  are  green 
woods,  and  lulling  waters  above,  as  there  are  ow  e^TlVi^ 
and  we  Bee  the  stars  quite  near,  and  1  caxuiot  \j^  -^q^x  V^^ 
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happy  their  smile  makes  those  who  look  upon  them.  And 
Eugene  never  starts  there,  nor  firowns,  nor  walks  aside,  nor 
looks  on  me  with  an  estranged  and  chilling  look ;  but  his 
face  is  as  calm  and  bright  as  the  face  of  an  angel ; — and  fai9 
voice  I — it  thrills  amidst  all  the  music  which  plays  there 
night  and  day — softer  than  their  softest  note.  And  we 
are  married,  Ellinor,  at  last.  We  were  married  in  heaven, 
and  all  the  angels  came  to  the  marriage !  I  am  now  so 
happy  that  we  were  not  wed  before  I  What !  are  you 
wee{)ing,  Ellinor  ?  Ah,  we  never  weep  in  heaven  I  but 
we  will  all  go  there  again  — all  of  us,  hand  in  hand  ! " 

These  affecting  hallucinations  terrified  them,  lest  they 
should  settle  into  a  confirmed  loss  of  reason  ;  but  perhaps 
without  cause.  They  never  lasted  long,  and  never  oc- 
curred but  after  moods  of  abstraction  of  unusual  duration. 
To  her  they  probably  supplied  what  sleep  does  to  others 
— a  relaxation  and  refreshment — an  escape  from  the 
consciousness  of  life.  And,  indeed,  it  might  always  be 
noted,  that  after  such  harmless  aberrations  of  the  mind, 
Madeline  seemed  more  collected  and  patient  in  thought, 
and,  for  the  moment,  even  stronger  in  frame  than  before. 
Yet  the  body  evidently  pined  and  languished,  and  each 
week  made  palpable  decay  in  her  vital  powers. 

Every  time  Aram  saw  her,  he  was  startled  at  the 
alteration  ;  and  kissing  her  cheek,  her  lips,  her  temples,  in 
an  agony  of  grief,  wondered  that  to  him  alone  it  was  for- 
bidden to  weep.  Yet  after  all,  when  she  was  gone,  and 
he  again  alone,  he  could  not  but  think  death  likely  to 
prove  to  her  the  most  happy  of  earthly  boons.  He  was 
not  sanguine  of  acquittal ;  and  even  in  acquittal,  a  voice 
at  his  heart  suggested  insuperable  barriers  to  their  union, 
which  had  not  existed  when  it  was  first  anticipated. 

"Yes,  let  her  die,"  he  would  say,  "let  her  die  ;  she  at 
least  is  certain  of  heaven ! "  But  the  human  infirmity 
clung  around  him,  and  notwithstanding  this  seeming  reso- 
lution in  her  absence,  he  did  not  mourn  the  less,  he  was 
not  stung  the  less,  when  he  saw  her  again,  and  beheld  a 
new  character  from  the  hand  of  death  graven  upon  her 
form.  No ;  we  trvay  trlum^jh  over  all  weakness,  but  that 
oi  the  affections.     PeT\va^^  'm  \>kv^  ^x«!sx^  ^sxA  V^^rd 
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interval  of  time,  these  two  persons  loved  each  other  more 
]»urely,  more  strongly,  more  enthusiastically,  than  they  had 
ever  done  at  any  former  period  of  their  eventful  history. 
Over  the  hardest  stbne,  as  over  the  softest  turf,  the  green 
moss  will  force  its  verdure  and  sustain  its  life ! 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE     EVENING    BEFORE    THE    TRIAL. THE    COUSINS. 

THE  CHANGE  IN  MADELINE. THE  FAMILY  OF  GRASS- 
DALE  MEET  ONCE  MORE  BENEATH  ONE  ROOF. 

"  Each  substance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  shadows, 
For  Sorrow's  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 

Divides  one  thing  entire  to  many  objects. 

•  ••♦•• 

•     .     .    •     Hope  is  a  flatterer, 

A  parasite,  a  keeper  back  of  death  ; 

Who  gently  would  dissolve  the  bands  of  death 

Which  false  Hope  lingers  in  extremity  V — Richard  IL 

It  was  the  evening  before  the  trial.  Lester  and  his 
daughters  lodged  at  a  retired  and  solitary  house  in  the 
suburbs  of  the  town  of  York ;  and  thither,  from  the  village 
scHne  miles  distant,  in  which  he  had  chosen  his  own  retreat, 
Walter  now  proceeded  across  fields  laden  with  the  ripening 
corn.  The  last  and  the  richest  month  of  summer  had  com- 
menced ;  but  the  harvest  was  not  yet  begun,  and  deep  and 
golden  shewed  the  vegetation  of  life,  bedded  among  the 
dark  verdure  of  the  hedge-rows,  and  the  "  merrie  woods  I  '* 
The  evening  was  serene  and  lulled ;  at  a  distance  arose  th0 
spires  and  chimneys  of  the  town,  but  no  sound  from  the 
busy  hum  of  meu  reached  the  ear.  Nothing  perhaps  gives 
a  more  entire  idea  of  stillness  than  the  sight  of  those  abodes 
where  "  noise  dwelleth,"  but  where  you  cannot  now  hear 
even  its  murmurs.  The  stillness  of  a  city  is  far  more  im- 
pressive than  that  of  Nature ;  for  the  mind  instantly  com- 
pares the  present  silence  with  the  ^oti\j&^  u^t^^x^   T*^<^ 
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harvest-moon  rose  slowly  from  a  copse  of  gloomy  firs,  and 
diffused  its  own  unspeakable  magic  into  the  hush  and 
transparency  of  the  night.  As  Walter  walked  slowly  oii» 
the  sound  of  voices  from  some  rustic  party  going  home-i 
ward  broke  jocundly  on  the  silence,  and  when,  he  paused 
for  a  moment  at  the  stile,  from  which  he  first  caught  a 
glimpse  of  Lester's  house,  he  saw,  winding  along  the  green 
hedge-row,  some  village  pair,  the  ^<  lover  and  the  maid," 
who  could  meet  only  at  such  hours,  and  to  whom  sock 
hours  were  therefore  especially  dear.  It  was  altogether  a 
scene  of  pure  and  true  pastoral  character,  and  there  wat 
all  around  a  semblance  of  tranquillity,  of  happiness,  whiek 
suits  with  the  poetical  and  the  scriptural  paintings  of  a 
pastoral  life ;  and  which  perhaps,  in  a  new  and  fertile 
country,  may  still  find  a  realisation.  From  this  scene, 
from  these  thoughts,  the  young  loiterer  turned  with  a  s^ 
towards  the  solitary  house  in  which  this  night  could  awaken 
none  but  the  most  anxious  feelings,  and  that  moon  could 
beam  only  on  the  most  troubled  hearts. 

''  Terra  salutiferas  herbas,  eademque  nocentes 
Nutrit ;  et  urticae  proxima  saepe  rosa  est." 

He  now  walked  more  quickly  on,  as  if  stung  by  his 
reflections,  and  avoiding  the  path  which  led  to  the  front  of 
the  house,  gained  a  little  garden  at  the  rear ;  and  opening 
a  gate  that  admitted  to  a  narrow  and  shaded  walk,  over 
which  the  linden  and  nut  trees  made  a  sort  of  continuous 
and  natural  arbour,  the  moon,  piercing  at  broken  intervals 
through  the  boughs,  rested  on  the  form  of  Ellinor  Lester. 

"  This  is  most  kind,  most  like  my  own  sweet  cousin," 
said  Walter  approaching ;  "  I  cannot  say  how  fearful  I 
was,  lest  you  should  not  meet  me  after  all." 

"  Indeed,  Walter,"  replied  Ellinor,  "  I  found  some 
difficulty  in  concealing  your  note,  which  was  given  me  in 
Madeline's  presence  ;  and  still  more  in  stealing  out  unob- 
served by  her,  for  she  has  been,  as  you  may  well  conceive, 
unusually  restless  the  whole  of  this  agonising  day.  Ah, 
Walter,  would  to  God  you  had  never  left  us  I " 

"Rather  say,"  rejoined  Walter,  "that  this  unhappy 
man,  against  whom  my  father's  ashes  still  seem  to  me  to 
cry  aloud,  had  never  coiner  vc\\.q  wx\  ^^-^^ifc^AaX.  -ajad  ha^py 
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▼alley  !  Then  you  would  not  have  reproached  me,  that  I 
Ibave  sought  justice  on  a  suspected  murderer;  nor  /have 
longed  for  death- rather  than,  in  that  justice,  have  inflicted 
snch  distress  and  horror  on  those  whom  I  love  the  best  I  ** 

"What,  Walter,  you  yet  believe — you  are  yet  con- 
vinced that  Eugene  Aram  is  the  real  criminal  ?  " 

**  Let  to-morrow  shew,"  answered  Walter.  "  But  poor, 
poor  Madeline  I  How  does  she  bear  up  against  this  long 
0D8pense  ?     You  know  1  have  not  seen  her  for  months." 

^*  Oh  I  Walter,"  said  Ellinor,  weeping  bitterly  ;  "  you 
would  not  know  her,  so  dreadfully  is  she  altered.  I  fear" 
(here  sobs  choked  the  sister's  voice,  so  as  to  leave  it 
searcely  audible) — "  that  she  is  not  many  weeks  for  this 
worid!" 

"  Great'God !  is  it  so  ?  "  exclaimed  Walter,  so  shocked, 
that  the  tree  against  which  he  leant  scarcely  preserved  him 
from  falling  to  the  ground,  as  the  thousand  remembrances 
of  his  first  love  rushed  upon  his  heart.  "  And  Providence 
singled  me  out  of  the  whole  world,  to  strike  this  blow  I  '* 

Despite  her  own  grief,  Ellinor  was  touched  and  smitten 
by  the  violent  emotion  of  her  cousin  ;  and  the  two  young 
persons,  lovers,  though  love  was  at  this  time  the  least  per- 
ceptible feeling  of  their  breast,  mingled  their  emotions,  and 
sought,  at  least,  to  console  and  cheer  each  other. 

"  It  may  yet  be  better  than  our  fears,"  said  Ellinor, 
soothingly.  '<  Eugene  may  be  found  guiltless,  and  in  that 
joy  we  may  forget  all  the  past." 

Walter  shook  his  head  despondingly.  "  Your  heart, 
Ellinor,  was  always  kind  to  me.  You  now  are  the  only 
one  to  do  me  justice,  and  to  see  how  utterly  reproachless 
I  am  for  all  the  misery  the  crime  of  another  occasions. 
But  my  uncle — him,  too,  I  have  not  seen  for  some  time : 
ia  he  well  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Walter,  yes,"  said  Ellinor,  kindly  disguising  the 
real  truth,  how  much  her  father's  vigorous  frame  had  been 
bowed  by  his  state  of  mind.  "  And  I,  you  see,"  added 
she,  with  a  faint  attempt  to  smile, — "I  am,  in  health 
at  least,  the  same  as  when,  this  time  last  year,  we  were  all 
happy  and  full  of  hope." 

Walter  looked  hard  upon  that  face,  one^  ^o  Vynv^^rSjOol 
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the  rich  colour  and  the  buoyant  and  arch  expresssion  of 
liveliness  and  youth,  now  pale,  subdued  and  worn  by  the 
traces  of  constant  tears ;  and,  pressing  his  band  convul* 
sively  on  his  heart,  turned  away. 

<<But  can  I  not  see  my  uncle?"  said  he,  after  a 
pause. 

"  He  is  not  at  home :  he  has  gone  to  the  Castle,**  re- 
plied Ellinor. 

<*  I  shall  meet  him,  then,  on  his  way  home,"  returned 
Walter.  <<  But,  Ellinor,  there  is  surely  no  truth  in  a 
vague  rumour  which  I  heard  in  the  town,  that  Madeline 
intends  to  be  present  at  the  trial  to-morrow  ?** 

'<  Indeed,  I  fear  that  she  will.  Both  my  father  and 
myself  have  sought  strongly  and  urgently  to  dissuade  her, 
but  in  vain.  You  know,  with  all  that  gentleness,  how 
resolute  she  is  when  her  mind  is  once  determined  on  any 
object." 

<<  But  if  the  verdict  should  be  against  the  prisoner,  in 
her  state  of  health  consider  how  terrible  would  be  the 
shock  I  Nay,  even  the  joy  of  acquittal  might  be  equally 
dangerous  ;  for  Heaven's  sake,  do  not  suffer  her.*' 

"  What  is  to  be  done,  Walter  ?  "  said  Ellinor,  wringing 
her  hands.  "  We  cannot  help  it.  My  father  has,  at  last, 
forbid  me  to  contradict  the  wish.  Contradiction,  the  phy- 
sician himself  says,  might  be  as  fatal  as  concession  can  be. 
And  my  father  adds,  in  a  stern,  calm  voice,  which  it  breaks 
my  heart  to  hear,  '  Be  still,  Ellinor.  If  the  innocent  is  to 
perish,  the  sooner  she  joins  him  the  better :  I  would  then 
have  all  my  ties  on  the  other  side  the  grave  !  *  ** 

"  How  that  strange  man  seems  to  have  fascinated  you 
all  I "  said  Walter,  bitterly. 

Ellinor  did  not  answer :  over  her  the  fascination  had 
never  been  to  an  equal  degree  with  the  rest  of  her  family. 

"  Ellinor ! "  said  W^alter,  who  had  been  walking  for  the 
last  few  moments  to  and  fro  with  the  rapid  strides  of  a 
man  debating  with  himself,  and  who  now  suddenly  paused, 
and  laid  his  hand  on  his  cousin's  arm — "Ellinor!  lam 
resolved.  I  must,  for  the  quiet  of  my  soul,  I  must  see 
Madeline  this  night,  and  win  her  forgiveness  for  all  I  have 
been  made  the  umuteti\Ao\i^  ^^wv.  oJl^^^NY^^xs^'Cft.  to  bring 
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npon  her.  The  peace  of  my  future  life  may  depend  on 
this  single  interview.  What  if  Aram  be  condemned?  — 
aod — in  short,  it  is  no  matter — I  must  see  her." 

"  She  would  not  hear  of  it,  I  fear,"  said  Ellinor,  in 
alarm.  "  Indeed,  you  cannot ;  you  do  not  know  her  state 
of  mind." 

"Ellinor I"  said  Walter  doggedly,  "I  am  resolved.*' 
And  so  saying,  he  moved  tovi^ards  the  house. 

"Well,  then,"  said  Ellinor,  whose  nerves  had  been 
greatly  shattered  by  the  scenes  and  sorrow  of  the  last 
several  months ;  "  if  it  must  be  so,  wait  at  least  till  I  have 
gone  in,  and  consulted  or  prepared  her." 

**  As  you  will,  my  gentlest,  kindest  cousin  ;  I  know 
your  prudence  and  affection.  I  leave  you  to  obtain  me 
this  interview ;  you  can,  and  will,  I  am  convinced." 

^*  Do  not  be  sanguine,  Walter.  I  can  only  promise  to 
use  my  best  endeavours,"  answered  Ellinor,  blushing  as  he 
kissed  her  hand ;  and,  hurrying  up  the  walk,  she  disap- 
ptored  within  the  house. 

Walter  walked  for  some  moments  about  the  alley  in 
which  Ellinor  had  left  him ;  but,  growing  impatient,  he 
at  length  wound  through  the  overhanging  trees,  and  the 
house  stood  immediately  before  him, —  the  moonlight 
shining  full  on  the  window-panes,  and  sleeping  in  quiet 
shadow  over  the  green  turf  in  front.  He  approached  yet 
nearer,  and  through  one  of  the  windows,  by  a  single  light 
in  the  room,  he  saw  Ellinor  leaning  over  a  couch,  on  which 
a  form  reclined,  that  his  heart,  rather  than  his  sight,  told 
him  was  his  once-adored  Madeline.  He  stopped,  and  his 
breath  heaved  thick ;  he  thought  of  their  common  home 
at  Grassdale,  of  the  old  manor-house,  of  the  little  parlour, 
with  the  woodbine  at  its  casement,  of  the  group  within, 
once  so  happy  and  light-hearted,  of  which  he  had  formerly 
made  the  one  most  buoyant,  and  not  least  loved.  And 
sow  this  strange,  this  desolate  house,  himself  estranged 
from  all  once  regarding  him  (and  those  broken-hearted), 
this  night  ushering  what  a  morrow  I  He  groaned  almost 
aloud,  and  retreated  once  more  into  the  shadow  of  the 
trees.  In  a  few  minutes  the  door  at  the  right  of  th& 
Imildinjr  opened,  and  Ellinor  came  {ort\i  ml\L^^\0&^^^^ 
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"Come  in,  dear  Walter,"  said  she;  "Madeline  Infi 
consented  to  see  you :  nay,   when  I  told  her  you  were 
here,  and  desired  an  interview,  she  paused  but  for  one    P 
instant,  and  then  begged  me  to  admit  you."  ^ 

"  God  bless  her  I"  said  poor  Walter,  drawing  his  hand    ■ 
across  his  eyes,  and  following  Ellinor  to  the  door.  ' 

"  You  will  find  her  gready  changed  I "  whispered  EIR-    ' 
nor,  as  they  gained  the  outer  hall ;  *'  be  prepared  ! "  ^ 

Walter  did  not  reply,  save  by  an  expressive  gestoie ;     ' 
and  Ellinor  led  him  into  a  room,  which  communicated,    < 
by  one  of  those  glass  doors  often  to  be  seen  in  the  okk     i 
fashioned  houses  of  country  towns,  with  the  one  in  whiek 
he  had  previously  seen  Madeline.     With  a  noiseless  step^ 
and  almost  holding  his  breath,  he  followed  his'  fair  goloe 
through  this  apartment,  and  he  now  stood  by  the  couch  on 
which  Madeline  still  reclined.     She  held  out  her  hand  to 
him — he  pressed  it  to  his  lips,  without  daring  to  look  her 
in  the  face  ;  and  after  a  moment's  pause,  she  said — 

"  So,  you  wished  to  see  me,  Walter  I  It  is  an  anxioUs 
night  this  for  all  of  us  I" 

**  For  all  /"  repeated  Walter,  emphatically  ;  "  and  fof 
me  not  the  least  I " 

'*  We  have  known  some  sad  days  since  we  last  met ! " 
renewed  Madeline  ;  and  there  was  another  and  an  embar* 
rassed  pause. 

"  Madeline — dearest  Madeline  !"  said  Walter,  and  at 
length  dropping  on  his  knee ;  "  you,  whom  while  I  was 
yet  a  boy,  I  so  fondly,  passionately  loved  ; — you  who  yet 
are — who,  while  I  live,  ever  will  be,  so  inexpressibly  dear 
to  me — say  but  one  word  to  me  on  this  uncertain  and 
dreadful  epoch  of  our  fate — say  but  one  word  to  me — say 
you  feel  you  are  conscious  that  throughout  these  terrible 
events  /  have  not  been  to  blame  —  /  have  not  willingly 
brought  this  affliction  upon  our  house — least  of  all  upon 
that  heart  which  my  own  would  have  forfeited  its  best 
blood  to  preserve  from  the  slightest  evil ;  —  or,  if  you 
will  not  do  me  this  justice,  say  at  least  that  you  forgive 
me! " 

"I  forgive  you,  Walter  I — I  do  you  justice,  my  cou- 
sin I  **  replied  MadeYme,  WOft.  ^xvet^g^  \  ^^\  T^bisMi^  hjerself 
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^  her  arm.  '^  It  is  long  since  I  have  felt  how  unreason- 
nJbXe  it  was  to  throw  any  blame  upon  you — the  mere  and 
passive  instrument  of  fate.  If  I  have  forborne  to  see  you, 
it  was  not  from  an  angry  feeling,  but  from  a  reluctant 
maknQss.  God  bless  and  preserve  you,  my  dear  cousin  I 
I  know  that  your  own  heart  has  bled  as  profusely  as  ours; 
and  it  was  but  this  day  that  I  told  my  father,  if  we  never 
met  again,  to  express  to  you  some  kind  message  as  a  last 
memorial  from  me.  Don't  weep,  Walter  !  It  is  a  fearful 
i^ing  to  see  men  weep  !  It  is  only  once  that  I  have  seen 
iim  weep, — that  was  long,  long  ago  I  He  has  no  tears  in 
|lie  hour  of  dread  and  danger.  But  no  matter :  this  is  a 
bad  world,  Walter,  and  I  am  tired  of  it.  Are  not  you  ? 
Why  do  you  look  so  at  me,  Ellinor?  I  am  not  mad  I  Has 
^lie  told  you  that  I  am,  Walter  ?  Don't  believe  her  I  Look 

pX  me  I  I  am  calm  and  collected  I    Yet  to-morrow  is 

O  God  I  O  God  I_if— if ! " 

Madeline  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and  became 
guddenly  silent,  though  only  for  a  short  time;  when  she 
again  lifted  up  her  eyes,  they  encountered  those  of  Walter; 
as  through  those  blinding  and  agonised  tears,  which  are 
only  wrung  from  the  grief  of  manhood,  he  gazed  upon 
that  face  on  which  nothing  of  herself,  save  the  divine  and 
unearthly  expression  which  had  always  characterised  her 
loveliness,  was  left. 

"Yes,  Walter,  I  am  wearing  fast  away — fast  beyond 
t^e  power  of  chance  I  Thank  God,  who  tempers  the  wind 
io  the  shorn  lamb,  if  the  worst  happen,  we  cannot  be 
divided  long.  Ere  another  Sabbath  has  passed,  I  may 
be  with  him  in  Paradise.  What  cause  shall  we  then  have 
for  regret  ?  " 

Ellinor  flung  herself  on  her  sister's  neck,  sobbing  vio- 
lently.— "  Yes,  we  shall  regret  you  are  not  with  us,  Ellinor; 
l{ut  you  will  also  soon  grow  tired  of  the  world  ;  it  is  a  sad 
jdace — it  is  a  wicked  place — it  is  full  of  snares  and  pit- 
^Is.  In  our  walk  to-day  lies  our  destruction  for  to-mor- 
ipw  I  You  will  find  this  soon,  Ellinor !  And  you,  and 
my  father,  and  Walter,  too,  shall  join  us  I  Hark  I  the 
clock  strikes  I  By  this  time  to-morrow  night,  what  tri- 
l^phl-T-or  to  meat  least  (sinking  \xer  Nove.^  m\.^  ^  v<\!i^- 
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per,  that  thrilled  through  the  very  bones  of  her  listeners)) 
what  peace  I " 

Happily  for  all  parties,  this  distressing  scene  was  here 
interrupted.  Lester  entered  the  room  with  the  heavy 
step  into  which  his  once  elastic  and  cheerful  tread  had 
subsided. 

"  Ha,  Walter  1 "  said  he,  irresolutely  glancing  over  the 
group  ;  but  Madeline  had  already  sprung  from  her  seat 

"  You  have  seen  him  I  — you  have  seen  him  I  And 
how  does  he — how  does  he  look?  But  that  I  know;  I 
know  his  brave  heart  does  not  sink.  And  what  message 
does  he  send  to  me?  And — and — tell  me  all,  my  father; 
quick,  quick  I  '* 

**  Dear,  miserable  child  I — and  miserable  old  man  !" 
muttered  Lester,  folding  her  in  his  arms ;  "  but  we  ought 
to  take  courage  and  comfort  from  him,  Madeline.  A 
hero,  on  the  eve  of  battle,  could  not  be  more  iirm — even 
more  cheerful.  He  smiled  often — his  old  smile  ;  and  he 
only  left  tears  and  anxiety  to  us.  But  of  you,  Madeline, 
we  spoke  mostly :  he  would  scarcely  let  me  say  a  wt)rd  on 
any  thing  else.  Oh,  what  a  kind  heart! — what  a  noble 
spirit  I  And  perhaps  a  chance  to-morrow  may  quench 
both.  But,  God !  be  just,  and  let  the  avenging  light- 
ning fall  on  the  real  criminal,  and  not  blast  the  innocent 
man  ! " 

*'  Amen  !"  said  Madeline,  deeply. 

"  Amen  I "  repeated  Walter,  laying  his  hand  on  his 
heart. 

"  Let  us  pray  I "  exclaimed  Lester,  animated  by  a 
sudden  impulse,  and  falling  on  his  knees.  The  whole 
group  followed  his  example  ;  and  Lester,  in  a  trembling 
and  impassioned  voice,  poured  forth  an  extempore  prayer, 
that  justice  might  fall  only  where  it  was  due.  Never  did 
that  majestic  and  pausing  moon,  which  filled  that  lowly 
room  as  with  the  presence  of  a  spirit,  witness  a  more  im- 
pressive adjuration,  or  an  audience  more  absorbed  and 
rapt.  Full  streamed  its  holy  rays  upon  the  now  snowy 
locks  and  upward  countenance  of  Lester,  making  his  ve- 
nerable person  more  striking  from  the  contrast  it  afforded 
to  the  dark  and  aunWiuV  c\\fe«£?fe. — >iX\&  ^^^sx^tvc*  features. 
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and  chivalric  and  earnest  head  of  the  young  man  beside 
him.  Just  in  the  shadow,  the  raven  locks  of  Ellinor  were 
lK>wed  over  her  clasped  hands, —  nothing  of  her  face 
risible ;  the  graceful  neck  and  heaving  breast  alone  dis- 
tinguished from  the  shadow; — and,  hushed  in  a  death- 
like  and  solemn  repose,  the  parted  lips  moving  inaudibly  ; 
the  eye  fixed  on  vacancy ;  the  wan,  transparent  hands, 
crossed  upon  her  bosom;  the  light  shone  with  a  more 
jBoftened  and  tender  ray,  upon  the  faded  but  all-angelic 
form  and  countenance  of  her^  for  whom  Heaven  was 
already  preparing  its  eternal  recompense  for  the  ills  of 
Earth! 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  TRIAL. 

**  Equal  to  either  fortune/* — Speech  of  Eugene  Aram, 

A  THOUGHT  comes  over  us,  sometimes,  in  our  career  of 
pleasure,  or  the  troublous  exultation  of  our  ambitious  pur- 
suits: a  thought  comes  over  us,  like  a  cloud,  that  around 
us  and  about  us  Death — Shame — Crime — Despair,  are 
busy  at  their  work.  I  have  read  somewhere  of  an  en- 
chanted land,  where  the  inmates  walked  along  voluptuous 
gardens,  and  built  palaces,  and  heard  music,  and  made 
merry:  while  around,  and  within,  the  land,  were  deep 
caverns,  were  the  gnomes  and  the  fiends  dwelt :  and  ever 
and  anon  their  groans  and  laughter,  and  the  sounds  of 
their  unutterable  toils,  or  ghastly  revels,  travelled  to  the 
iipper  air,  mixing  in  an  awful  strangeness  with  the  summer 
festivity  and  buoyant  occupation  of  those  above.  And  this 
&  the  picture  of  human  life  I  These  reflections  of  the 
maddening  disparities  of  the  world  are  dark,  but  salutary :  — 

"  They  wrap  our  thoughts  at  banquets  in  the  shroud ; "  * 
' — but  we  are  seldom  sadder  without  being  also  wiser  men  I 

*  Young. 
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The  third  of  August,  1759,  rose  bright,  calm,  and  clear; 
it  was  the  morning  of  the  trial ;  and  when  EUinor  stole 
into  her  sister's  room,  she  found  Madeline  sitting  before 
the  glass,  and  braiding  her  rich  locks  with  an  evident 
attention  and  care. 

"  I  wish,"  said  she,  *'  that  you  had  pleased  me  by 
dressing  as  for  a  holyday.  See,  I  am  going  to  wear  the 
dress  I  was  to  have  been  married  in." 

EUinor  shuddered  ;  for  what  is  more  appalling  than  to 
find  the  signs  of  gaiety  accompanying  the  reality  of 
anguish ! 

"  Yes,"  continued  Madeline,  with  a  smile  of  inexpres- 
sible sweetness,  "  a  little  reflection  will  convince  you  that 
this  day  ought  not  to  be  one  of  mourning.  It  was  tkt 
suspense  that  has  so  worn  out  our  hearts.  If  he  is  ac- 
quitted, as  we  all  believe  and  trust,  think  how  appropriate 
will  be  the  outward  seeming  of  our  joy  I  If  not,  why  I 
shall  go  before  him  to  our  marriage  home,  and  in  marriage 
garments.  Ay,"  she  added,  after  a  moment's  pause,  and 
with  a  much  more  grave,  settled,  and  intense  expression 
of  voice  and  countenance  —  "ay;  do  you  remember  how 
Eugene  once  told  us,  that  if  we  went  at  noonday  to  the 
bottom  of  a  deep  pit,*  we  should  be  able  to  see  the  stars, 
which  on  the  level  ground  are  invisible  ?  Even  so,  from 
the  depths  of  grief — worn,  wretched,- seared,  and  dying — 
the  blessed  apparitions  and  tokens  of  heaven  make  them- 
selves visible  to  our  eyes.  And  I  know — I  have  seen  —  I 
feel  here,'*  pressing  her  hand  on  her  heart,  "  that  my  course 
is  run  ;  a  few  sands  only  are  left  in  the  glass.  Let  us 
waste  them  bravely.  Stay,  EUinor  !  You  see  these  poor 
withered  rose-leaves:  Eugene  gave  them  to  me  the  day 
before  —  before  that  fixed  for  our  marriage.  I  shall  wear 
them  to-day,  as  I  would  have  worn  them  on  the  wedding- 
day.  When  he  gathered  the  poor  flower,  how  fresh  it  was; 
and  I  kissed  off  the  dew :  noiv  see  it !  But,  come,  come ; 
this  is  trifling :  we  must  not  be  late.  Help  me,  Nell,  help 
me  :  come,  bustle,  quick,  quick  !  Nay,  be  not  so  slovenly; 
I  told  you  I  would  be  dressed  with  care  to-day." 

*  The  remark  \s  m  A-tUtotle.     Buffon  quotes  it,  with  his  usual 
adroit  felicity,  iu,  1  x\i\uV.,  v\iQ  ^x«.x.  NoXuvd^i  Ql\i\^  ^«^\.^virk.» 
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And  when  Madeline  was  dressed,  though  the  robe  sat 
loose  and  in  birge  folds  over  her  shrunken  form,  yet,  as 
she  stood  erect,  and  looked  with  a  smile  that  saddened 
'EUinor  more  than  tears  at  her  image  in  the  glass,  perhaps 
her  beauty  never  seemed  of  a  more  striking  and  lofty  cha- 
fucter, — she  looked  indeed,  a  bride,  but  the  bride  of  no 
earthly  nuptials.  Presently  they  heard  an  irresolute  and 
trembling  step  at  the  door,  and  Lester  knocking,  asked  if 
they  were  prepared. 

**  Come  in,  father,"  said  Madeline,  in  a  calm  and  even 
cheerful  voice;  and  the  old  man  entered. 

He  cast  a  silent  glance  over  Madeline's  white  dress, 
and  then  at  his  own,  which  was  deep  mourning :  the  glance 
fatd  volumes,  and  its  meaning  was  not  marred  by  words 
horn  any  one  of  the  three. 

"  Yes,  father,"  said  Madeline,  breaking  the  pause, — 
♦*  We  are  all  ready.     Is  the  carriage  here  ?  " 

*♦  It  is  at  the  door,  my  child." 

"  Come  then,  EUinor,  come  I "  and  leaning  on  her 
arm,  Madeline  walked  towards  the  door.  When  she  got 
to  the  threshold,  she  paused,  and  looked  round  the  room. 

"  What  is  it  you  want  ?  "  asked  Ellinor. 

« I  was  but  bidding  all  here  farewell,"  replied  Madeline, 
In  a  soft  and  touching  voice.  "  And  now  before  we  leave 
the  house,  father,  —  sister,  one  word  with  you;  —  you 
have  ever  been  very,  very  kind  to  me,  and  most  of  all  in 
this  bitter  trial,  when  I  must  have  taxed  your  patience 
sadly — for  I  know  all  is  not  right  here  (touching  her  fore- 
head),— I  cannot  go  forth  this  day  without  thanking  you. 
EUinor,  my  dearest  friend  — my  fondest  sister —  my  play- 
mate in  gladness — ^my  comforter  in  grief — my  nurse  in  sick- 
ness;— since  we  were  little  children,  we  have  talked 
together,  and  laughed  together,  and  wept  together,  and 
though  we  knew  all  the  thoughts  of  each  other,  we  have 
Bever  known  one  thought  that  we  would  have  concealed 
from  God; — and  now  we  are  going  to  parti — do  not  stop 
me,  it  must  be  so,  I  know  it.  But,  after  a  little  while 
may  you  be  happy  again ;  not  so  buoyant  as  you  have 
been — that  can  never  be,  but  still  happy  I  You  are  fotwi^^i 
for  love  and  home,  and  for  those  ties  you  owe^  \>ciQ>\w^\. 
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would  be  mlDe.  God  grant  that  /may  have  suffered  for 
us  both,  and  that  when  we  meet  hereafter  you  may  leli 
me  you  have  been  happy  here  I 

<<But  you,  father/'  added  Madeline,  tearing  hers^ 
from  the  neck  of  her  weeping  sister,  and  sinking  on  her 
knees  before  Lester,  who  leaned  against  the  wall  convulsed 
with  his  emotions,  and  covering  his  face  with  his  hands— ^ 
"but  you, — what  can  I  say  to  yoM?  You,  who  have 
never, —  no,  not  in  my  first  childhood,  said  one  harsk 
word  to  me  — who  have  sunk  all  a  father's  authority  in  a 
father's  love, —  how  can  I  say  all  that  I  feel  for  you? — 
the  grateful  overflowing  (paining,  yet  oh,  how  sweet!) 
remembrances  which  crowd  around  and  suffocate  me  now? 
—  The  time  will  come  when  EUinor  and  Ellinor's  childroi 
must  be  all  in  all  to  you — when  of  your  poor  Madeline 
nothing  will  be  left  but  a  memory;  but  they,  they  will 
watch  on  you  and  tend  you,  and  protect  your  grey  hairs 
from  sorrow,  as  I  might  once  have  hoped  I  also  was  fated 
to  do." 

"  My  child  I  my  child !  you  break  my  heart ! "  faltered 
forth  at  last  the  poor  old  man,  who  till  now  had  in  vain 
endeavoured  to  speak. 

"  Give  me  your  blessing,  dear  father,"  said  Madeline, 
herself  overcome  by  her  feelings:  — "  Put  your  hand  on 
my  head  and  bless  me — and  say,  that  if  I  have  ever  un- 
consciously given  you  a  moment's  pain,  I  am  forgiven  ! " 

"  Forgiven  ! "  repeated  Lester,  raising  his  daughter 
with  weak  and  trembling  arms  as  his  tears  fell  fast  upon 
her  cheek,  —  "never  did  I  feel  what  an  angel  had  sat 
beside  my  hearth  till  now !  But  be  comforted — be 
cheered.  What,  if  heaven  had  reserved  its  crowning 
mercy  till  this  day,  and  Eugene  be  amongst  us,  free,  ac- 
quitted, triumphant  before  the  night ! " 

"Ha!"  said  Madeline,  as  if  suddenly  roused  by  the 
thought  into  new  life :  — "  ha !  let  us  hasten  to  find  your 
words  true.  Yes!  yes! — if  it  should  be  so — if  it  should. 
And,"  added  she,  in  a  hollow  voice  (the  enthusiasm 
checked),  "  if  it  were  not  for  my  dreams,  I  might  believe 
it  would  be  so; — But — come — I  am  ready  now!" 

The  carriage  vf enl  ^ovJVj  xXvcwi.^  >^^  ^^^^^  tbiat  the 
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feme  of  the  approaching   trial   had  gathered  along  the 
streets,  but  the  blinds  were  drawn  down,  and  the  father 
and  daughter  escaped  that  worst  of  tortures,  the  curious 
gaze  of  strangers  on  distress.     Places  had  been  kept  for 
them  in  court,  and  as  they  left  the  carriage  and  entered 
the  fatal  spot,  the  venerable  figure  of  Lester,  and  the  trem- 
bling and  veiled  forms  that  clung  to  him,  arrested  all  eyes. 
They  at  length  gained  their  seats,  and  it  was  not  long  be- 
Ibre  a  bustle  in  the  court  drew  off  attention  from  them. 
•A  buzz,  a  murmur,  a  movement,  a  dread  pause !   Houseman 
Vas  first  arraigned  on  his  former  indictment,  acquitted, 
and  admitted  evidence  against  Aram,  who  was  thereupon 
arraigned.      The  prisoner  stood  at  the  bar !      Madeline 
gasped  for  breath,  and  clung,  with  a  convulsive  motion, 
to  her  sister's  arm.     But  presently,  witli  a  long  sigh,  she 
recovered  her  self-possession,  and  sat  quiet  and  silent,  fix- 
ing her  eyes  upon  Aram's  countenance ;  and  the  aspect  of 
tiiat  countenance  was  well  calculated  to  sustain  her  courage, 
and  to  mingle  a  sort  of  exulting  pride  with  all  the  strained 
and  fearful  acuteness  of  her  sympathy.    Something,  indeed, 
of  what  he   had   suffered  was  visible   in   the  prisoner's 
features;   the  lines  around  the  mouth,  in  which  mental 
anxiety  generally  the  most  deeply  writes  its  traces,  were 
grown  marked  and  furrowed;  grey  hairs  were  here  and 
there  scattered  amongst  the  rich  and  long  luxuriance  of  the 
dark  brown  locks,  and  as,  before  his  imprisonment,  he  had 
Beemed  considerably  younger  than  he  was,  so  now  time 
had  atoned  for  its  past  delay,  and  he  might  have  appeared 
to  have  told  more  years  than  had  really  gone  over  his 
head ;  but  the  remarkable  light  and  beauty  of  his  eye  was 
nndimmed  as  ever,  and  still  the  broad  expanse  of  his  fore- 
head retained  its  unwrinkled  surface  and  striking  expression 
of  calmness   and   majesty.     High,  self-collected,  serene, 
and  undaunted,  he  looked  upon  the  crowd,  the  scene,  the 
fudge,  before  and  around  him ;  and,  even  among  those 
#ho  believed  him  guilty,  that  involuntary  and  irresistible 
respect  which  moral  firmness  always  produces  on  the  mind, 
forced  an  unwilling  interest  in  his  fate,  and  even  a  reluc- 
tant hope  of  his  acquittal. 
'    Houseman  was  called  upon.    "No  one  eo\iXj\^e%^\^\sA 
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&oe  without  a  certain  miitrnat  and  i^wstrd  idhfjktar*  U 
mok  prone  to  cruelty,  it  has  generally  becsa  yywipihyi,  ftj 
there  is  an  animal  expression  strongly  prrTwJwit  li»  tti 
countenance.  The  murderer  and  the  luntfiil  .mn  Ml  oAM 
alike  in  the  physical  structura  The  buli-thpottr— lb 
thick  lips — the  receding  frrmhTmi  tfin.  firr^ici,  finlhi 
eyet  which  some  one  or  other  says  reosiojdb  ypa  of  4i 
bufflUo  in  the  instant  before  he  becomes  daiigepni«%  am  Ikl 
outward  tokens  of  the  natural  animal  masofkened^^uMi 
lightened — unredeemed  —  consulting  only  the  iiiyiyHift^ 
desires  of  his  nature,  whatever  be  the  paaaioa  (Jbut  oi 
revenge)  to  which  they  prompt.  And  thia  aoUaal  eipwn 
sion,  the  witness  of  his  character,  was  eapecially  wsougUb 
if  we  may  use  the  word,  in  Houseman's  nigged  aiid  iiidh 
features;  rendered,  if  possible,  still  more  resoarkaUs. 4| 
that  time  by  a  mixture  of  sullenness  and  timidij^.  Utf 
conviction  that  his  own  life  was  saved,  ^uld  not  pwnt 
remorse  at  his  treachery  in  accusing  his  opnuada— «*a  M 
of  confused  principle  of  which  villuns  are  the  most  sflk 
ceptible  when  every  other  honest  sentiment  has  deaeitii 
them. 

With  a  low,  choked,  and  sometimes  a  faltering  toDfl^ 
Houseman  deposed,  that,  in  the  night  between  the  7th  aod 
8th  of  January,  1744-5,  some  time  before  eleven  o'clock, 
he  went  to  Aram's  house;  that  they  conversed  on  difie^ 
ent  matters ;  that  he  stayed  there  about  an  hour ;  that 
some  three  hours  afterwards  he  passed,  in  company  witk 
Clarke,  by  Aram's  house,  and  Aram  was  outside  the  door, 
as  if  he  were  about  to  return  home ;  that  Aram  invited 
them  both  to  come  in  ;  that  they  did  so ;  that  Clarke,  who 
intended  to  leave  the  town  before  day-break,  in  order,  it 
was  acknowledged,  to  make  secretly  away  with  certain  pro- 
perty in  his  possession,  was  about  to  quit  the  house,  when 
Aram  proposed  to  accompany  him  out  of  the  town ;  that 
he  (Aram)  and  Houseman  then  went  forth  with  Clarke; 
that  when  they  came  into  the  field  where  St.  Robert's  CafO 
is,  Aram  and  Clarke  went  into  it,  over  the  hedge,  and 
when  they  came  within  six  or  eight  yards  of  the  cave,  ha 
saw  them  quarrelling;  that  he  saw  Aram  strike  Churke 
several  times,  upon  which  Clarke  fell,  and  he  never  saw 
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him  rise  again ;  that  he  saw  no  instrument  Aram  had,  and 
knew  not  that  he  had  any ;  that  upon  this,  without  any 
interposition  or  alarm,  he  left  them  and  returned  home ; 
tiiat  the  next  morning  he  went  to  Aram's  house,  and  asked 
^hat  business  he  had  with  Clarke  last  night,  and  what  he 
had  done  with  him?  Aram  replied  not  to  this  question; 
but  threatened  him,  if  he  spoke  of  his  being  in  Clarke's 
company  that  night ;  vowing  revenge,  either  by  himself  or 
iome  other  person,  if  he  mentioned  any  thing  relating  to 
the  afiair.     This  was  the  sum  of  Houseman's  evidence. 

A  Mr.  Beckwith  was  next  called,  who  deposed  that 
Aram's  garden  had  been  searched,  owing  to  a  vague  suspi- 
cion that  he  might  have  been  an  accomplice  in  the  frauds 
of  Clarke;  that  some  parts  of  clothing,  and  also  some 
pieces  of  cambric  which  he  had  sold  to  Clarke  a  little  while 
before,  were  found  there. 

The  third  witness  was  the  watchman,  Thomas  Barnet, 
who  deposed,  that  before  midnight  (it  might  be  a  little 
after  eleven)  he  saw  a  person  come  out  from  Aram's  house, 
who  had  a  wide  coat  on,  with  the  cape  about  his  head,  and 
seemed  to  shun  him ;  whereupon  he  went  up  to  him,  and 
put  by  the  cape  of  his  great  coat,  and  perceived  it  to  be 
Richard  Houseman.  He  contented  himself  with  wishing 
him  good  night. 

The  officers  who  executed  the  warrant  then  gave  their 
evidence  as  to  the  arrest,  and  dwelt  on  some  expressions 
dropped  by  Aram  before  he  arrived  at  Knaresborough, 
which,  however,  were  felt  to  be  wholly  unimportant. 

After  this  evidence  there  was  a  short  pause : — and  then 
tt  shiver,  that  recoil  and  tremor  which  men  feel  at  any 
exposition  of  the  relics  of  the  dead,  ran  through  the  court; 
for  the  next  witness  was  mute —  it  was  the  skull  of  the 
deceased!  On  the  left  side  there  was  a  fracture,  that 
from  the  nature  of  it  seemed  as  it  could  only  have  been 
made  by  the  stroke  of  some  blunt  instrument.  The  piece 
Was  broken,  and  could  not  be  replaced  but  from  within. 

The  surgeon,  Mr.  Locock,  who  produced  it,  gave  it  as 
his  opinion  that  no  such  breach  could  proceed  from  natural 
decay — that  it  was  not  a  recent  fracture  b^  tlie  va&\x^- 
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tnent  with  which  it  was  dug  up,  but  seemed  to  be  of  xnajij 
years*  standing. 

This  made  the  chief  part  of  the  evidence  against  Aram; 
the  minor  points  we  have  omitted,  and  also  such  as,  like 
that  of  Aram's  hostess,  would  merely  have  repeated  what 
the  reader  knew  before. 

And  now  closed  the  criminatory  evidence — and  now  the 
prisoner  was  asked,  in  that  peculiar  thrilling  and  awfcd 
question — What  he  had  to  say  in  his  own  behalf?  Till 
now,  Aram  had  not  changed  his  posture  or  his  couDtenance 
— his  dark  and  piercing  eye  had  for  one  instant  fixed  oi 
each  witness  that  appeared  against  him,  and  then  dropped 
its  gaze  upon  the  ground.  But  at  this  moment,  a  faint 
hectic  flushed  his  cheek,  and  he  seemed  to  gather  and  knit 
himself  up  for  defence.  He  glanced  round  the  court  as  if 
to  see  what  had  been  the  impression  created  against  him. 
His  eye  rested  on  the  grey  locks  of  Rowland  Lester,  who, 
looking  down,  had  covered  his  face  with  his  hands.  But 
beside  that  venerable  form  was  the  still  and  marble  face  of 
Madeline;  and  even  at  that  distance  from  him,  Aram  per- 
ceived how  intent  was  the  hush  and  suspense  of  her 
emotions.  But  when  she  caught  his  eye — that  eye  which, 
even  at  such  a  moment,  beamed  unutterable  love,  pity, 
regret  for  her — a  wild,  a  convulsive  smile  of  encourage- 
ment, of  anticipated  triumph,  broke  the  repose  of  her 
colourless  features,  and  suddenly  dying  away,  left  her  lips 
apart,  in  that  expression  which  the  great  masters  of  old, 
faithful  to  nature,  give  alike  to  the  struggle  of  hope  and  the 
pause  of  terror. 

"  My  lord,"  began  Aram,  in  that  remarkable  defence 
still  extant,  and  still  considered  as  wholly  unequalled  from 
the  lips  of  one  defending  his  own,  and  such  a  cause; — 
"  my  lord,  I  know  not  whether  it  is  of  right,  or  through 
some  indulgence  of  your  lordship,  that  I  am  allowed  the 
liberty  at  this  bar,  and  at  this  time,  to  attempt  a  defence ; 
incapable  and  uninstructed  as  I  am  to  speak.  Since,  while 
I  see  so  many  eyes  upon  me,  so  numerous  and  awful  a 
concourse,  fixed  with  attention,  and  filled  with  I  know  not 
what  expectancy,  I  labour,  not  with  guilt,  my  lord,  but 
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with  perplexity.  For,  having  never  seen  a  court  but  this, 
being  wholly  unacquainted  with  law,  the  customs  of  the 
bar,  and  all  judiciary  proceedings,  I  fear  I  shall  be  so  little 
capable  of  speaking  with  propriety,  that  it  might  reason* 
ably  be  expected  to  exceed  my  hope,  should  I  be  able  to 
speak  at  all. 

"  I  have  heard,  my  lord,  the  indictment  read,  wherein 
I  find  myself  charged  with  the  highest  of  human  crimes. 

^You  will  grant  me,  then,  your  patience,  if  I,  single  and 
unskilful,  destitute  of  friends,  and  unassisted  by  counsel, 
-attempt  something,  perhaps,  like  argument,  in  my  defence. 

"What  I  have  to  say  will  be  but  short,  and  that  brevity  may 
be  the  best  part  of  it. 

**  My  lord,  the  tenor  of  my  life  contradicts  this  indict- 

'ment.  Who  can  look  back  over  what  is  known  of  my 
former  years,  and  charge  me  with  one  vice — one  offence? 
JTo  I  I  concerted  not  schemes  of  fraud — projected  no  vio- 
lence— injured  no  man's  property  or  person.  My  days 
were  honestly  laborious — my  nights  intensely  studious. 
This  egotism  is  not  presumptuous  —  is  not  unreasonable. 
What  man,  after  a  temperate  use  of  life,  a  series  of  think- 
ing  and  acting  regularly,  without  one  single  deviation  from 

.  a  sober  and  even  tenor  of  conduct,  ever  plunged  into  the 
depth  of  crime  precipitately,  and  at  once  ?  Mankind  are 
not  instantaneously  corrupted.  Villany  is  always  pro- 
gressive.   We  decline  from  right — not  suddenly,  but  step 

,  after  step. 

^  "  If  my  life  in  general  contradicts  the  indictment,  my 
health,  at  that  time  in  particular,  contradicts  it  more. 
A  little  time  before,  I  had  been  confined  to  my  bed — I 

.  had  suffered  under  a  long  and  severe  disorder.  The 
distemper  left  me  but  slowly,  and  in  part.     So  far  from 

f  being  well  at  the  time  I  am  charged  with  this  fact,  I 

:  jiever,  to  this  day,  perfectly  recovered.     Could  a  person 

;:  in  this  condition  execute  violence  against  another? — I, 

:  feeble  and  valetudinary,  with  no  inducement  to  engage — » 

iiDO  ability  to  accomplish — no  weapon  wherewith  to  per- 
petrate such  a  fact; — without  interest,  without  power, 

■  without  motives,  without  means  I 

"  My  lord,  Clarke  disappeared ;  VivJi^  \  \i\>X.  S&  ^^  ^ 
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proof  of  his  death  ?  The  fallibility  of  all  conclusions  of 
such  a  sort,  from  such  a  circumstance,  is  too  obvious  to 
require  instances.  One  instance  is  before  you  :  this  yeiy 
castle  affords  it. 

<*  In  June  1757,  William  Thompson,  amidst  all  the 
vigilance  of  this  place,  in  open  daylight,  and  double-ironed, 
made  his  escape ;  notwithstanding  an  immediate  inquiry 
set  on  foot — notwithstanding  all  advertisements,  all  search^ 
he  was  never  seen  or  heard  of  since.  If  this  man  escaped 
unseen,  through  all  these  difficulties,  how  easy  for  Clarke, 
whom  no  difficulties  opposed !  Yet  what  would  be  thought 
of  a  prosecution  commenced  against  any  one  seen  last  with 
Thompson  ? 

"  These  bones  are  discovered  I  Where  ?  Of  all  places 
in  the  world,  can  we  think  of  any  one,  except,  indeed,  the 
churchyard,  where  there  is  so  great  a  certainty  of  finding 
human  bones,  as  a  hermitage?  In  times  past,  the  her^ 
mitage  was  a  place,  not  only  of  religious  retirement,  but ' 
of  burial.  And  it  has  scarce,  or  never  been  heard  of,  but 
that  every  ce}ll  now  known  contains  or  contained  these 
relics  of  humanity;  some  mutilated — some  entire!  Give 
me  leave  to  remind  your  lordship,  that  here  sat  solitary 
SANCTITY,  and  here  the  hermit  and  the  anchorite  hoped 
that  repose  for  their  bones  when  dead,  they  here  enjoyed 
when  living.  I  glance  over  a  few  of  the  many  evidences 
that  these  cells  were  used  as  repositories  of  the  dead,  and 
enumerate  a  few  of  the  many  caves  similar  in  origin  to  St 
Robert's,  in  which  human  bones  have  been  found."  Here 
the  prisoner  instanced,  with  remarkable  felicity,  several 
places  in  which  bones  had  been  found,  under  circum- 
stances, and  in  spots,  analogous  to  those  in  point.*  And 
the  reader,  who  will  remember  that  it  is  the  great  principle 
of  the  law,  that  no  man  can  be  condemned  for  murder, 
unless  the  body  of  the  deceased  be  found,  will  perceive  at 
once  how  important  this  point  was  to  the  prisoner  s  de- 
fence. After  concluding  his  instances  with  two  facts,  of 
skeletons  found  in  fields  in  the  vicinity  of  Knaresbro*,  he 
burst  forth  — 
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"  Is,  then,  the  invention  of  those  bones  forgotten  or  in- 
dustriously concealed,  that  the  discovery  of  these  in  ques- 
tion may  appear  the  more  extraordinary  ?  Extraordinary 
•« — yet  how  common  an  event  I  Every  place  conceals  such 
remains.  In  fields — in  hills — in  highway  sides  —  on 
wastes — on  commons,  lie  frequent  and  unsuspected  bones. 
And  mark — no  example,  perhaps,  occurs  of  more  than  one 
skeleton  being  found  in  one  cell.  Here  you  find  but  one, 
agreeable  to  the  peculiarity  of  every  known  cell  in  Britain. 
Had  two  skeletons  been  discovered,  then  alone  might  the 
fact  have  seemed  suspicious  and  uncommon.  What! 
Have  we  forgotten  how  difficult,  as  in  the  case  of  Perkin 
Warbec,  and  Lambert  Symnell,  it  has  been  sometimes  to 
identify  the  living ;  and  shall  we  now  assign  personality  to 
bones — bones  which  may  belong  to  either  sex?  How 
know  you  that  this  is  even  the  skeleton  of  a  man?  But 
another  skeleton  was  discovered  by  some  labourer  ?  Was  , 
not  that  skeleton  averred  to  be  Clarke's,  full  as  confidently 
as  this? 

**  My  lord,  my  lord — must  some  of  the  living  be  made 
answerable  for  all  the  bones  that  earth  has  concealed,  and 
chance  exposed  ?  The  skull  that  has  been  produced,  has 
been  declared  fractured.  But  who  can  surely  tell  whether 
it  was  the  cause  or  the  consequence  of  death  ?  In  May 
1732,  the  remains  of  William  Lord  Archbishop  of  this 
province  were  taken  up  by  permission  in  their  cathedral ; 
the  bones  of  the  skull  were  found  broken,  as  these  are :  yet 
he  died  by  no  violence  I — by  no  blow  that  could  have 
caused  that  fracture.  Let  it  bd  considered  how  easily  the 
fracture  on  the  skull  produced  is  accounted  for.  At  the 
dissolution  of  religious  houses,  the  ravages  of  the  times 
ftfTected  both  the  living  and  the  dead.  In  search  after 
imaginary  treasures,  coffins  were  broken,  graves  and  vaults 
dug  open,  monuments  ransacked,  shrines  demolished ;  par- 
liament itself  was  called  in  to  restrain  these  violations. 
And  now,  are  the  depredations,  the  iniquities  of  those  times 
to  be  visited  on  this  ?  But  here,  above  all,  was  a  castle 
vigorously  besieged ;  every  spot  around  was  the  scene  of  a 
sally,  a  conflict,  a  flight,  a  pursuit.  Where  the  slau^hteted 
fell,  there  were  tbey  buried.    What  ijiVac^  Sa  \io\.  \sviaM\ 
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earth  in  war  ?  How  many  bones  must  still  remain  in  the 
vicinity  of  that  siege,  for  futurity  to  discover  I  Can  yoi^ 
then,  with  so  many  probable  circumstances,  choose  the  one 
least  probable  ?  Can  you  impute  to  the  living  what  seal 
in  its  fury  may  have  done ;  what  nature  may  have  taken 
off  and  piety  interred ;  or  what  war  alone  may  have  de- 
stroyed, alone  deposited? 

"  And  now,  glance  over  the  circumstantial  evidence—* 
how  weak — how  frail !  I  almost  scorn  to  allude  to  it  I 
will  not  condescend  to  dwell  upon  it.  The  witness  of  one 
man,  arraigned  himself  I  Is  there  no  chance,  that,  to  sa^ 
his  own  life,  he  might  conspire  against  mine  ? — no  chance^ 
that  he  might  have  committed  this  murder,  (/*  murder  hath 
indeed  been  done?  that  conscience  betrayed  to  his  fint 
exclamation  ?  that  craft  suggested  his  throwing  that  guilt 
on  me,  to  the  knowledge  of  which  he  had  unwittingly  con- 
fessed ?  He  declares  that  he  saw  me  strike  Clarke  — thai 
he  saw  him  fall ;  yet  he  utters  no  cry,  no  reproof.  He 
calls  for  no  aid ;  he  returns  quietly  home ;  he  declares  that 
he  knows  not  what  became  of  the  body,  yet  he  tells  where 
the  body  is  laid.  He  declares  that  he  went  straight  home, 
and  alone;  yet  the  woman  with  whom  I  lodged,  declares 
that  Houseman  and  I  returned  to  my  house  in  company 
together; — what  evidence  is  this?  and  from  whom  does  it 
come? — ask  yourselves.  As  for  the  rest  of  the  evidence, 
what  does  it  amount  to?  The  watchman  sees  Houseman 
leave  my  house  at  night.  What  more  probable — but  what 
less  connected  with  the  murder,  real  or  supposed,  of  Clarke? 
Some  pieces  of  clothing  are  found  buried  in  my  garden; 
but  how  can  it  be  shewn  that  they  belonged  to  Clarke? 
Who  can  swear  to — who  can  prove  any  thing  so  vague? 
And  if  found  there,  even  if  belonging  to  Clarke,  what 
proof  that  they  were  there  deposited  by  me  ?  How  likely 
that  the  real  criminal  may,  in  the  dead  of  night,  have 
preferred  any  spot,  rather  than  that  round  his  own  home, 
to  conceal  the  evidence  of  his  crime  ? 

"  How  impotent  such  evidence  as  this !  and  how  poor, 
how  precarious,  even  the  strongest  of  mere  circumstantial 
evidence  invariably  is  !  Let  it  rise  to  probability,  to  the 
strongest  degree  o^  ^xo\>^^\\.'^  \  K'v.  \^\iNi\.  ^\<i\i^\allitY  stilL 
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Recollect  the  case  of  the  two  Harrisons,  recorded  by  Dr. 
Howell;  both  suffered  on  circumstantial  evidence  on 
lUHSOunt  of  the  disappearance  of  a  man,  who,  like  Clarke, 
eontracted  debts,  borrowed  money,  and  went  off  unseen. 
And  this  man  returned  several  years  after  their  execution. 
Why  remind  you  of  Jacques  du  Moulin,  in  the  reign  of 
Charles  the  Second? — why  of  the  unhappy  Coleman, 
convicted,  though  afterwards  found  innocent,  and  whose 
children  perished  for  want,  because  the  world  believed  the 
fiUher  guilty?  Why  should  I  mention  the  perjury  of 
Smith,  who,  admitted  king's  evidence,  screened  himself  by 
accusing  Fainloth  and  Loveday  of  the  murder  of  Dunn  ? 
The  first  was  executed,  the  second  was  about  to  share  the  same 
■iite,  when  the  perjury  of  Smith  was  incontrovertibly  proved. 

**  And  now,  my  lord,  having  endeavoured  to  shew  that 
the  whole  of  this  charge  is  altogether  repugnant  to  every 
-part  of  my  life ;  that  it  is  inconsistent  with  my  condition 
of  health  about  that  time ;  that  no  rational  inference  of 
the  death  of  a  person  can  be  drawn  from  his  disappearance; 
that  hermitages  were  the  constant  repositories  of  the  bones 
of  the  recluse  ;  that  the  proofs  of  these  are  well  authentic 
cated ;  that  the  revolution  in  religion,  or  the  fortune  of 
war,  have  mangled  or  buried  the  dead  ;  that  the  strongest 
circumstantial  evidence  is  often  lamentably  fallacious; 
that  in  my  case,  that  evidence,  so  far  from  being  strong, 
is  weak,  disconnected,  contradictory.  What  remains  ?  A 
eonclusion,  perhaps,  no  less  reasonably  than  impatiently 
'wished  for.  I,  at  last,  after  nearly  a  year's  confinement, 
equal  to  either  fortune,  intrust  myself  to  the  candour,  the 
justice,  the  humanity  of  your  lordship,  and  to  yours,  my 
countrymen,  gentlemen  of  the  jury." 

The  prisoner  ceased;    and  the  painful  and  choking 
pensations  of  sympathy,  compassion,  regret,  admiration,  all 
1  uniting,  all  mellowing  into  one  fearful  hope  for  his  acquittal, 
tinade  themselves  felt  through  the  crowded  court. 

In  two  persons  only,  an  uneasy  sentiment  remained — 

,  a  sentiment  that   the  prisoner  had  not  completed  that 

which  they  would  have  asked  from  him.     The  one  was 

Lester ; — he  had  expected  a  more  warm,  a  more  earnest^ 

though^  perhaps,  a  less  ingenious  and  atl^xA  di^^^iv^^*    >^^ 
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bad  expected  Aram  to  dwell  far  more  on  the  improbable 
and  contradictory  evidence  of  Houseman ;  and  above  all, 
to  have  explained  away  all  that  was  still  left  unaccounted 
for  in  his  acquaintance  with  Clarke  (as  we  will  still  caO 
the  deceased),  and  the  allegation  thait  he  had  gone  out  with 
him  on  the  fatal  night  of  the  disappearance  of  the  latter. 
At  every  word  of  the  prisoner's  defence,  he  had  waited 
almost  breathlessly,  in  the  hope  that  the  next  sentence 
would  begin  an  explanation  or  a  denial  on  this  point ;  and 
when  Aram  ceased,  a  chill,  a  depression,  a  disappointment, 
remained  vaguely  on  his  mind.  Yet  so  lightly  and  so 
haughtily  had  Aram  approached  and  glanced  over  the  im- 
mediate evidence  of  the  witnesses  against  him,  that  his 
silence  here  might  have  been  but  the  natural  result  of  a 
disdain,  that  belonged  essentially  to  his  calm  and  proud 
character.  The  other  person  we  referred  to,  and  whom 
his  defence  had  not  impressed  with  a  belief  in  its  truth, 
equal  to  an  admiration  for  its  skill,  was  one  far  more 
important  in  deciding  the  prisoner's  fate — it  was  the 
judge  I 

But  Madeline — Great  God !  how  sanguine  is  a  wo- 
man's heart,  when  the  innocence,  the  fate  of  the  one  she 
loves  is  concerned  ! — a  radiant  flush  broke  over  a  face  so 
colourless  before  ;  and  with  a  joyous  look,  a  kindled  eye, 
a  lofty  brow,  she  turned  to  Ellinor,  pressed  her  hand  in 
silciico,  and  once  more  gave  up  her  whole  soul  to  the 
dread  procedure  of  the  court. 

The  judge  now  began. — It  is  greatly  to  be  regretted, 
that  we  have  no  minute  and  detailed  memorial  of  the  trial, 
except  only  the  prisoner's  defence.  The  summing  up  of 
the  judge  was  considered  at  that  time  scarce  less  remark- 
able than  the  speech  of  the  prisoner.  He  stated  the 
evidence  with  peculiar  care  and  at  great  length  to  the 
jury.  He  observed  how  the  testimony  of  the  other  de- 
ponents confirmed  that  of  Houseman  ;  and  then,  touching 
on  the  contradictory  parts  of  the  latter,  he  made  them 
understand  how  natural,  how  inevitable,  was  some  such 
contradiction  in  a  witness  who  had  not  only  to  give  evi- 
dence against  anolhex,  Wl  to  refrain  from  criminating 
himself.     There  cou\CIl  \>e.  wo  ^o^5\i\.\s^i^.  ^^wb^^^w^sfc^s^^^ 
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was  an  accomplice  in  the  crime ;  and  all  therefore  that 
seemed  improbable  in  his  giving  po  alarm  when  the  deed 
was  done,  &c.  &c,  was  easily  rendered  natural,  and  recon- 
cilable with  the  other  parts  of  his  evidence.  Commenting 
then  on  the  defence  of  the  prisoner  (who,  as  if  disdaining 
to  rely  on  aught  save  his  own  genius  or  his  own  innocence, 
bad  called  no  witnesses,  as  he  had  employed  no  counsel), 
and  eulogising  its  eloquence  and  art,  till  he  destroyed  their 
effect,  by  guarding  the  jury  against  that  impression  which 
eloquence  and  art  produce  in  defiance  of  simple  fact,  he 
contended  that  Aram  had  yet  alleged  nothing  to  invali- 
date the  positive  evidence  against  him. 

I  have  often  heard,  from  men  accustomed  to  courts  of 
lawy  that  nothing  is  more  marvellous  than  the  sudden 
change  in  a  jury's  mind,  which  the  summing  up  of  the 
judge  can  produce ;  and  in  the  present  instance  it  was  like 
magic  That  fatal  look  of  a  common  intelligence,  of  a 
common  assent,  was  exchanged  among  the  doomers  of  the 

prisoner's  life  and  death  as  the  judge  concluded. 

****** 

*  «  *  #  # 
«               #               #               «               # 

They  found  the  prisoner  guilty. 

#  #  #  «  # 

The  judge  drew  on  the  black  cap. 

^^  ^^  ^^  ^r  ^W 

Aram  received  his  sentence  in  profound  composure. 
Before  he  left  the  bar,  he  drew  himself  up  to  his  full 
height,  and  looked  slowly  around  the  court  with  that 
thrilling  and  almost  sublime  unmoved ness  of  aspect,  which 
belonged  to  him  alone  of  all  men,  and  which  was  rendered 
yet  more  impressive  by  a  smile — slight  but  eloquent  beyond 
all  words — of  a  soul  collected  in  itself:  no  forced  and  con- 
yulslve  effort  vainly  masking  the  terror  or  the  pang ;  no 
mockery  of  self  that  would  mimic  contempt  for  others,  but 
more  in  majesty  than  bitterness ;  rather  as  daring  fate  than 
defying  the  judgment  of  others ;  —  rather  as  if  he  wrapped 
himself  in  the  independence  of  a  quiet,  than  the  disdain  of 
a  despsiiring,  heart ! 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


■I 


THE    DEATH.  —  THE    PRISON. — AN    INTERVIEW. — 

ITS    RESULT. 

"I 

"...     Lay  ber  i'  the  earth  ; 
And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flesh 

May  violets  spring. 

*  »  *  • 

See  in  mj  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting 
That  would  not  let  me  sleep.''^—  HanUet, 

"  Bear  with  me  a  little  longer/'  said  Madeline ;  **  I  shall 
be  well,  quite  well  presently." 

Ellinor  let  down  the  carriage  window  to  admit  the  ur; 
and  she  took  the  occasion  to  tell  the  coachman  to  drive 
faster.  There  was  that  change  in  Madeline's  voice  which 
alarmed  her. 

"  How  noble  was  his  look  I  you  saw  him  smile  ! "  con- 
tinued Madeline,  talking  to  herself :  "  And  they  will 
murder  him  after  all.  Let  me  see  ;  this  day  week,  ay,  ere 
this  day  week,  we  shall  meet  again.'* 

"  Faster ;  for  God's  sake,  Ellinor,  tell  them  to  drive 
faster  ! "  cried  Lester,  as  he  felt  the  form  that  leaned  on  his 
bosom  wax  heavier  and  heavier.  They  sped  on  ;  the  house 
was  in  sight ;  that  lonely  and  cheerless  house  ;  not  theii 
sweet  home  at  Grassdale,  with  the  ivy  round  its  porch,  and 
the  quiet  Church  behind.  The  sun  was  setting  slowly, 
and  Ellinor  drew  the  blind  to  shade  the  glare  from  her 
sister's  eye. 

Madeline  felt  the  kindness,  and  smiled.  Ellinor  wiped 
her  eyes,  and  tried  to  smile  again.  The  carriage  stopped, 
and  Madeline  was  lifted  out  ;  she  stood,  supported  by 
her  father  and  Ellinor,  for  a  moment  on  the  threshold 
She  looked  on  the  golden  sun  and  the  gentle  earth,  and  the 
little  motes  dancing  m  \\v^>?fe§X,^\\i^ra.Y — all  was  steeped  in 
quiet,  and  full  ol  tJie  ^e^c^  «jcl^\x^q^^v^1  ^\>i>«^^^^^\Kwl 
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life  I  "  No,  no,"  she  muttered,  grasping  her  father's  hand. 
"  How  is  this  ?  this  is  not  his  hand !  Ah,  no,  no ;  I  am 
not  with  him  !  Father,"  she  added,  in  a  louder  and 
deeper  voice,  rising  from  his  breast,  and  standing  alone 
and  unaided ;  —  "  father,  bury  this  little  packet  with  me, 
they  are  his  letters  ;  do  not  break  the  seal,  and  —  and  tell 
him  that  I  never  felt  how  deeply  I  — loved  him — till  all — 
the  world — had  —  deserted  him  I " 

She  uttered  a  faint  cry  of  pain,  and  fell  at  once  to  the 
ground ;  she  lived  a  few  hours  longer,  but  never  made 
speech  or  sign,  or  evinced  token  of  life  but  its  breath, 
which  died  at  last  gradually — imperceptibly — away. 

On  the  following  evening  Walter  obtained  entrance  to 
Aram's  cell :  that  morning  the  prisoner  had  seen  Lester ; 
that  morning  he  had  heard  of  Madeline's  death.  He  had 
shed  no  tear ;  he  had,  in  the  affecting  language  of  Scripture, 
**  turned  his  face  to  the  wall ;"  none  had  seen  his  emotions ; 
yet  Lester  felt  in  that  bitter  interview  that  his  daughter 
was  duly  mourned. 

He  did  not  lift  his  eyes  when  Walter  was  admitted, 
and  the  young  man  stood  almost  at  his  knee  before  he  per- 
ceived him.  He  then  looked  up,  and  they  gazed  on  each 
other  for  a  moment,  but  without  speaking,  till  Walter  said 
in  a  hollow  voice, — 

"  Eugene  Aram  I " 

«AyI" 

"  Madeline  Lester  is  no  more." 

"  I  have  heard  it  I  I  am  reconciled.  Better  now  than 
later." 

"  Aram  I "  said  Walter,  in  a  tone  trembling  with  emo- 
tion, and  passionately  clasping  his  hands,  "  1  entreat.  I 
implore  you,  at  this  awful  time,  if  it  be  within  your  power, 
to  lift  from  my  heart  a  load  that  weighs  it  to  the  dust, 
that,  if  left  there,  will  make  me  through  life  a  crushed  and 
miserable  man  : — I  implore  you,  in  the  name  of  common 
humanity,  by  your  hopes  of  heaven,  to  remove  it  I  The 
time  now  has  irrevocably  passed,  when  your  denial  or  your 
confession  could  alter  your  doom ;  your  days  are  numbered ; 
there  is  no  hope  of  reprieve  :  I  implore  you,  then^  if  ^oa 
were  led — 1  wiU  not  ask  how,  or  wherefote — \.o  \Xifc  <g8ass^* 
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tion  of  the  crime  for  the  charge  of  which  you  die,  to'  say, 
— tx)  whisper  to  me  but  one  word  of  confession,  and  I,  the 
sole  child  of  the  murdered  man,  will  forgive  you  honn.  the 
bottom  of  my  soul." 

Walter  paused,  unable  to  proceed. 

Aram's  brow  worked ;  he  turned  aside ;  he  made  no 
$inswer ;  his  head  dropped  on  his  bosom,  and  his  eyes  were 
unmovedly  fixed  on  the  earth. 

"  Reflect,"  continued  Walter,  recovering  himself, — 
"  reflect  I  I  have  been  the  mute  instrument  in  bringing 
you  to  this  awful  fate, — in  destroying  the  happiness  of  my 
own  house, — in — in — in  breaking  the  heart  of  the  woman 
whom  I  adored  even  as  a  boy.  If  you  be  innocent,  what  a 
dreadful  memory  is  left  to  me  I  Be  merciful,  Aram  I  be 
merciful :  and  if  this  deed  was  done  by  your  hand,  say  to 
me  but  one  word  to  remove  the  terrible  uncertainty  that 
now  harrows  up  my  being.  What  now  is  earth,  is  man,  is 
opinion,  to  you  ?  God  only  now  can  judge  you.  The  eye 
of  God  reads  your  heart  while  I  speak ;  and,  in  the  awml 
hour  when  eternity  opens  to  you,  if  the  guilt  has  been 
indeed  committed,  think,  —  oh,  think  how  much  lighter 
will  be  your  offence  if,  by  vanquishing  the  stubborn  heart, 
you  can  relieve  a  human  being  from  a  doubt  that  other- 
wise will  make  the  curse  —  the  horror  of  an  existence. 
Aram,  Aram,  if  the  father  s  death  came  from  you,  shall 
the  life  of  the  son  be  made  a  burthen  to  him  through 
you  also  ?  " 

'*  What  would  you  have  of  me  ?  speak !  "  said  Aram, 
but  without  lifting  his  face  from  his  breast. 

"  Much  of  your  nature  belies  this  crime.  You  are  wise, 
calm,  beneficent  to  the  distressed.  Revenge,  passion, — 
nay,  the  sharp  pangs  of  hunger  may  have  urged  to  one 
deed  :  but  your  soul  is  not  wholly  hardened :  nay,  I  think 
I  would  so  far  trust  you,  that  if  at  this  dread  moment  — 
the  clay  of  Madeline  Lester  scarce  yet  cold,  woe  busy  and 
softening  at  your  breast,  and  the  son  of  the  murdered  dead 
before  you; — if  at  this  moment  you  can  lay  your  hand 
on  your  heart,  and  say,  *  Before  God,  and  at  peril  of  my 
soul,  I  am  innocent  of  this  deed,'  I  will  depart, — I  will 
believe  you,  and  bea^,  as»  Xi^^  \  xsa;^^  ^^  \^^^^a\au^  that 
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in  any  way  I  have  been  one  of  the  unconscious  agents  of 
<M)ndemning  to  a  fearful  death  an  innocent  man  !  If  inno- 
cent in  this  —  how  good,  how  perfect,  in  all  else  !  But, 
if  you  cannot  at  so  dark  a  crisis  take  that  oath,  then !  oh 
then  I  be  just — be  generous,  even  in  guilt,  and  let  me  not 
be  haunted  throughout  life  by  the  spectre  of  a  ghastly  and 
restless  doubt!     Speak  !  oh,  speak  I " 

Well,  well  may  we  judge  how  crushing  must  have  been 
that  doubt  in  the  breast  of  one  naturally  bold  and  fiery, 
when  it  thus  humbled  the  very  son  of  the  murdered  man 
to  forget  wrath  and  vengeance,  and  descend  to  prayer ! 
But  Walter  had  heard  the  defence  of  Aram ;  he  had  marked 
his  mien ;  not  once  in  that  trial  had  he  taken  his  eyes 
from  the  prisoner,  and  he  had  felt,  like  a  bolt  of  ice  through 
his  heart,  that  the  sentence  passed  on  the  accused,  his 
judgment  could  not  have  passed  I  How  dreadful  must, 
then,  have  been  the  state  of  his  mind  when,  repairing  to 
Lester's  house,  he  found  it  the  house  of  death — the  pure, 
the  beautiful  spirit  gone  —  the  father  mourning  for  his 
child,  and  not  to  be  comforted  —  and  Eilinor  ?  —  No ! 
scenes  like  these,  thoughts  like  these,  pluck  the  pride  from 
a  man*s  heart 

"  Walter  Lester  I "  said  Aram,  after  a  pause ;  but  rais- 
ing his  head  with  dignity,  though  on  the  features  there  was 
but  one  expression — woe,  unutterable  woe; — "Walter 
Lester!  I  had  thought  to  quit  life  with  my  tale  untold; 
but  you  have  not  appealed  to  me  in  vain  I  I  tear  the  self 
from  my  heart! — I  renounce  the  last  haughty  dream  in 
which  I  wrapt  myself  from  the  ills  around  me.  You  shall 
learn  all,  and  judge  accordingly.  But  to  your  ear  the  tale 
can  scarce  be  told : — the  son  cannot  hear  in  silence  that 
whicli,  unless  I  too  unjustly,  too  wholly  condemn  myself, 
I  must  say  of  the  dead !  But  time,"  continued  Aram, 
mutteringly,  and  with  his  eyes  on  vacancy,  "  time  does 
not  press  too  fast.  Better  let  the  hand  speak  than  the 
tongue: — yes;  the  day  of  execution  is — ay,  ay  —  two 
days  yet  to  it — to-morrow?  no!  Young  man,"  he  said 
abruptly,  turning  to  Walter,  "  on  the  day  after  to-morrow, 
about  seven  in  the  evening — the  eve  before  that  mom  fated 
to  be;my  last — come  to  me.     At  that  Ivnve  \  V^  ^^^•fe\xi 
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your  hands  a  paper  containing  the  whole  history  that  con- 
nects myself  with  your  father.  On  the  word  of  a  man  on 
the  brink  of  another  world,  no  truth  that  imparts  your 
interest  therein  shall  be  omitted.  But  read  it  not  till  I  am 
no  more  ;  and  when  read,  confide  the  tale  to  none  till  Les- 
ter's grey  hairs  have  gone  to  the  grave.  Thb  swear!  'tis 
an  oath  difficult  perhaps  to  keep,  but " 

"  As  my  Redeemer  lives,  I  will  swear  to  both'  con- 
ditions I  *'  cried  Walter,  with  a  solemn  fervour.  "  But 
tell  me  now,  at  least " 

<<  Ask  me  no  more  I "  interrupted  Aram,  in  his  turn. 
"  The  time  is  near  when  you  will  know  all  I  Tarry  that 
time,  and  leave  me  I  Yes,  leave  me  now  —  at  once  — 
leave  me  I " 

To  dwell  lingeringly  over  those  passages  which  excite 
pain  without  satisfying  curiosity,  is  scarcely  the  duty  of  the 
drama,  or  of  that  province  even  nobler  than  the  drama; 
for  it  requires  minuter  care — indulges  in  more  complete 
description  —  yields  to  more  elaborate  investigation  of 
motives — commands  a  greater  variety  of  chords  in  the 
human  heart — to  which,  with  poor  and  feeble  power  for  so 
high,  yet  so  ill-appreciated  a  task  we  now,  not  irreverently 
if  rashly,  aspire ! 

We  pass  at  once — we  glance  not  around  us  at  the 
chamber  of  death — at  the  broken  heart  of  Lester — at  the 
two-fold  agony  of  his  surviving  child  —  the  agony  which 
mourns  and  yet  seeks  to  console  another — the  mixed  emo- 
tions of  Walter,  in  which  an  unsleeping  eagerness  to  learn 
the  fearful  all  formed  the  main  part — the  solitary  cell  and 
solitary  heart  of  the  convicted — we  glance  not  at  these; — 
we  pass  at  once  to  the  evening  in  which  Aram  again  saw 
Walter  Lester,  and  for  the  last  time. 

"  You  are  come,  punctual  to  the  hour,"  said  he,  in  a 
low  clear  voice  :  "  I  have  not  forgotten  my  word ;  the 
fulfilment  of  that  promise  has  been  a  victory  over  myself 
which  no  man  can  appreciate  :  but  I  owed  it  to  you.  I 
have  discharged  the  debt.  Enough  ! — I  have  done  more 
than  I  at  first  purposed.  I  have  extended  my  narratiou, 
but  superficially  in  some  parts,  over  my  life  :  that  prolixity, 
perhaps,  1  owed  lo  uv^'&^L    ^<sc£v^\s^^\  \jout  T^iximise  :  this 
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seal  is  not  broken  till  the  pulse  is  stilled  in  the  hand  which 
now  gives  you  these  papers ! " 

Walter  renewed  his  oath,  and  Aram,  pausing  for  a 
moment,  continued  in  an  altered  and  softening  voice, — 

"  Be  kind  to  Lester:  soothe,  console  him ; — never  by  a 
hint  let  him  think  otherwise  of  me  than  he  does.  For  his 
sake  more  than  mine  I  ask  this.  Venerable,  kind  old  man  I 
the  warmth  of  human  affection  has  rarely  glowed  for  me. 
To  the  few  who  loved  me,  how  deeply  I  have  repaid  the 
love  !  But  these  are  not  words  to  pass  between  you  and 
me.  Farewell  I  Yet,  before  we  part,  say  this  much : 
whatever  I  have  revealed  in  this  confession, — whatever  has 
been  my  wrong  to  you,  or  whatever  (a  less  offence)  the 
language  I  have  now,  justifying  myself,  used  to — to  your 
father — say,  that  you  grant  me  that  pardon  which  one 
man  may  grant  another." 

Fully,  cordially/'  said  Walter. 

In  the  day  that  for  you  brings  the  death  that  to-mor-^ 
row  awaits  me,"  said  Aram,  in  a  deep  tone,  "  be  that  for- 
giveness accorded  to  yourself  I  Farewell.  In  that  untried 
variety  of  being  which  spreads  beyond  us,  who  knows  but, 
progressing  from  grade  to  grade,  and  world  to  world,  our 
souls,  though  in  far  distant  ages,  may  meet  again! — one 
dim  and  shadowy  memory  of  this  hour  the  link  between 
us:  farewell — farewell!" 

For  the  reader's  interest  we  think  it  better  (and  cer- 
tainly it  is  more  immediately  in  the  due  course  of  narrative, 
if  not  of  actual  events)  to  lay  at  once  before  him  the  con- 
fession that  Aram  placed  in  Walter's  hands,  without  waiting 
till  that  time  when  Walter  himself  broke  the  seal  of  a  con- 
fession,—not  of  deeds  alone,  but  of  thoughts  how  wild  and 
entangled — of  feelings  how  strange  and  dark — of  a  starred 
soul  that  had  wandered  from  how  proud  an  orbit,  to  what 
perturbed  and  unholy  regions  of  night  and  chaos !  For 
me,  I  have  not  sought  to  derive  the  reader's  interest  from 
the  vulgar  sources  that  such  a  tale  might  have  afforded  ; 
I  have  suffered  him,  almost  from  the  beginning,  to  pierce 
into  Aram's  secret;  and  I  have  prepared  him  for  that 
guilt,  with  which  other  narrators  of  this  story  might  have 
only  sought  to  surprise. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  CONFESSION  ;   AND  THE  FATE. 

"  In  winter's  tedious  nights,  sit  by  the  fire 
With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woeful  ages  long  ago  betid  : 
And  ere  thou  bid  good  night,  to  quit  their  grief, 
Tell  them  the  lamentable  fall  of  me." —  Richard  II. 

"  I  WAS  born  at  Ramsgill,  a  little  village  in  Netherdale. 
My  family  had  originally  been  of  some  rank  ;  they  were 
formerly  lords  of  the  town  of  Aram,  on  the  southern  banks 
of  the  Tees.  But  time  had  humbled  these  pretensions  to 
consideration  ;  though  they  were  still  fondly  cherished  by 
the  heritors  of  an  ancient  name,  and  idle  but  haughty  recol- 
lections. My  father  resided  on  a  small  farm,  and  was 
especially  skilful  in  horticulture,  a  taste  I  derived  from 
him.  Wheu  I  was  about  thirteen,  the  deep  and  intense 
passion  that  has  made  the  demon  of  my  life,  first  stirred 
palpably  within  me.  I  had  always  been,  from  my  cradle, 
of  a  solitary  disposition,  and  inclined  to  revery  and  musing : 
these  traits  of  character  heralded  the  love  that  now  seized 
me — the  love  of  knowledge.  Opportunity  or  accident  first 
directed  my  attention  to  the  abstruser  sciences.  I  poured 
my  soul  over  that  noble  study,  which  is  the  best  foundation 
of  all  true  discovery ;  and  the  success  I  met  with  soon 
turned  my  pursuits  into  more  alluring  channels.  History, 
poetry,  the  mastery  of  the  past,  the  spell  that  admits  us 
into  the  visionary  world,  took  the  place  which  lines  and 
numbers  had  done  before.  I  became  gradually  more  and 
more  rapt  and  solitary  in  my  habits ;  knowledge  assumed  a 
yet  more  lovely  and  bewitching  character,  and  every  day 
the  passion  to  attain  it  increased  upon  me ;  I  do  not,  I  have 
not  now  the  heart  to  do  it — enlarge  upon  what  I  acquired 
without  assistance,  an^  m\Xv\^<j>\«  ^^^^\.\sv^^Q^Qrtion  to 


EUGENE  ARAM.  421 

its  intensity.*  The  world,  the  creation,  all  things  that 
lived,  moved,  and  were,  became  to  me  objects  contributing 
to  one  passionate,  and,  I  fancied,  one  exalted  end.  I  suf- 
Fered  the  lowlier  pleasures  of  life,  and  the  charms  of  its 
more  common  ties,  to  glide  away  from  me  untasted  and 
unfelt.  As  you  read,  in  the  East,  of  men  remaining  mo- 
tionless for  days  together,  with  their  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
heavens,  my  mind,  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  the 
things  above  its  reach,  had  no  sight  of  what  passed  around. 
My  parents  died,  and  I  was  an  orphan.  I  had  no  home, 
and  no  wealth ;  but  wherever  the  field  contained  a  flower, 
or  the  heavens  a  star,  there  was  matter  of  thought  and 
food  for  delight  to  me.  I  wandered  alone  for  months 
together,  seldom  sleeping  but  in  the  open  air,  and  shunning 
the  human  form  as  that  part  of  God's  works  from  which  I 
could  learn  the  least.  I  came  to  Knaresbro' :  the  beauty 
of  the  country,  a  facility  in  acquiring  books  from  a  neigh- 
bouring library  that  was  open  to  me,  made  me  resolve  to 
settle  there.  And  now,  new  desires  opened  upon  me  with 
new  stores :  I  became  seized,  possessed,  haunted  with  the 
ambition  of  enlightening  my  race.  At  first,  I  had  loved 
knowledge  solely  for  itself:  I  now  saw  afar  an  object 
grander  than  knowledge.  To  what  end,  said  I,  are  these 
labours  ?  Why  do  I  feed  a  lamp  which  consumes  itself 
in  a  desert  place  ?  Why  do  I  heap  up  riches,  without 
asking  who  shall  gather  them  ?  I  was  restless  and  discon- 
tented. What  could  I  do  ?  I  was  friendless ;  I  was 
strange  to  my  kind ;  I  was  shut  out  from  all  uses  by  the 
wall  of  my  own  poverty.  I  saw  my  desires  checked  when 
their  aim  was  at  the  highest :  all  that  was  proud,  and 
aspiring,  and  ardent  in  my  nature,  was  cramped  and  chilled. 
I  exhausted  the  learning  within  my  reach.  Where,  with 
my  appetite  excited,  not  slaked,  was  I,  destitute  and  penni- 
less, to  search  for  more?  My  abilities,  by  bowing  them 
to  the  lowliest  tasks,  but  kept  me  from  famine :  —  was 
this  to  be  my  lot  for  ever  ?      And  all  the  while  I  was 

*  We  learn  from  a  letter  of  Eugene  Aram's,  now  extant,  that  his 
method  of  acquiring  tbe  learned  languages  was  to  linger  over  five  Hues 
at  a  time,  and  never  to  quit  a  passage  till  he  llio\i^^t\i«\Ai^  ^q\&>^\^- 
heiided  its  meuiing. 
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thus  grinding  down  my  soul  in  order  to  satisfy  the  vile 
physical  wants,  what  golden  hours,  what  glorious  advan- 
tages,  what  openings  into  new  heavens  of  science,  what 
chances  of  illuminating  mankind  were  for  ever  lost  to  me! 
Sometimes,  when  the  young,  whom  I  taught  some  elemen- 
tary, all  unheeded,  initiations  into  knowledge,  came  around 
me  ;  when  they  looked  me  in  the  face  with  their  laughing 
eyes  ;  when,  for  they  all  loved  me,  they  told  me  their  little 
pleasures  and  their  petty  sorrows,  I  have  wished  that  I 
could  have  gone  back  again  into  childhood,  and,  becoming 
as  one  of  them,  enter  into  that  heaven  of  quiet  which  was 
denied  me  now.  Yet  more  often  it  was  with  an  indignant 
and  chafed  rather  than  a  sorrowful  spirit  that  I  looked 
upon  my  lot ;  and  if  I  looked  beyond  it,  what  could  I  see 
of  hope  ?  Dig  I  could ;  but  was  all  that  thirsted  and 
swelled  within  to  be  dried  up  and  stifled,  in  order  that  I 
might  gain  the  sustenance  of  life  ?  Was  I  to  turn  menial 
to  the  soil,  and  forget  that  knowledge  was  abroad  ?  Was 
I  to  starve  my  mind,  that  I  might  keep  alive  my  body  ? 
Beg  I  could  not.  Where  ever  lived  the  real  student,  the 
true  minister  and  priest  of  Knowledge,  who  was  not  filled 
with  the  lofty  sense  of  the  dignity  of  his  calling  ?  Was  I 
to  shew  the  sores  of  my  pride,  and  strip  my  heart  from  its 
clothing,  and  ask  the  dull  fools  of  wealth  not  to  let  a  scholar 
starve  ?  Pah  ! — he  whom  the  vilest  poverty  ever  stooped 
to  this,  may  be  the  quack,  but  never  the  true  disciple,  of 
Learning.  Steal,  rob? — worse — ay,  all  those  I  or  any  of  my 
brethren  might  do: — beg?  never  I  What  did  I  then  ?  I 
devoted  the  lowliest  part  of  my  knowledge  to  the  procuring 
the  bare  means  of  life,  and  the  grandest, — the  knowledge 
that  pierced  to  the  depths  of  earth,  and  numbered  the  stars 
of  heaven — why,  that  was  valueless,  save  to  the  possessor. 
"  In  Knaresbro',  at  this  time,  I  met  a  distant  relation, 
Richard  Houseman.  Sometimes  in  our  walks  we  encoun- 
tered each  other;  for  he  sought  me,  and  I  could  not 
always  avoid  him.  He  was  a  man  like  myself,  bom  to 
poverty,  yet  he  had  always  enjoyed  what  'to  him  was 
wealth.  This  seemed  a  mystery  to  me;  and  when  we 
met,  we  sometimes  eoxwet?>^<i  x^^c^w  it,  *  You  are  poor, 
with  all  your  wisdom,'  s»^\^\v^»     '- W\ssy«  ^kSjKissss!^^^^  Wt  I 
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am  never  poor.  Why  is  this  ?  The  world  is  my  treasury. 
'. — ^I  live  upon  my  kind. — Society  is  my  foe. — Laws  order 
me  to  starve;  but  self-preservation  is  an  instinct  more 
sacred  than  society,  and  more  imperious  than  laws.' 

**  The  undisguised  and  bold  manner  of  his  discourse 
impressed  while  it  revolted  me.  I  looked  upon  him  as 
a  study,  and  I  combated,  in  order  to  learn,  him.  He 
had  been  a  soldier ;  he  had  seen  the  greatest  part  of 
Europe ;  he  possessed  a  strong  shrewd  sense ;  he  was  a 
villain; — but  a  villain  bold,  adroit,  and  not  then  tho- 
roughly unredeemed.  His  conversation  created  dark  and 
perturbed  reflections.  What  was  that  state  of  society  — 
was  it  not  at  war  with  its  own  elements,  in  which  vice 
prospered  more  than  virtue  ?  Knowledge  was  my  dream, 
*— that  dream  I  might  realise,  not  by  patient  suffering,  but 
by  active  daring.  I  might  wrest  from  society,  to  which  I 
owed  nothing,  the  means  to  be  wise  and  great.  Was  it  not 
better  and  nobler  to  do  this,  even  at  my  life's  hazard,  than 
lie  down  in  a  ditch  and  die  the  dog's  death  ?  Was  it  not 
better  than  such  a  doom  —  ay,  better  for  mankind  —  that 
I  should  commit  one  bold  wrong,  and  by  that  wrong  pur- 
chase the  power  of  good  ?  I  asked  myself  that  question. 
It  is  a  fearful  question ;  it  opens  a  labyrinth  of  reasonings, 
in  which  the  soul  may  walk  and  lose  itself  for  ever. 

'^  One  day  Houseman  met  me,  accompanied  by  a 
stranger  who  had  just  visited  our  town,  for  what  purpose 
you  know  already.  His  name  —  supposed  name  —  was 
Clarke.  Man,  I  am  about  to  speak  plainly  of  that  stranger 
— his  character  and  his  fate.  And  yet — yet  you  are  his 
son  I  I  would  fain  soften  the  colouring ;  but  I  speak  truth 
of  myself,  and  I  must  not,  unless  I  would  blacken  my 
name  yet  deeper  than  it  deserves,  varnish  truth  when  I 
speak  of  others.  Houseman  joined,  and  presented  to  me 
this  person.  From  the  first  I  felt  a  dislike  creep  through 
me  at  the  stranger,  which  indeed  it  was  easy  to  account  for. 
He  was  of  a  careless  and  somewhat  insolent  manner.  His 
countenance  was  impi*essed  with  the  lines  and  character  of 
a  thousand  vices :  you  read  in  the  brow  and  eye  the  history 
of  a  sordid  yet  reckless  life.     His  conversation  was  repel- 
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lent  to  me  beyond  expression.  He  uttered  the  meanest 
sentiments,  and  he  chuckled  over  them  as  the  maxims  of  a 
superior  sagacity  ;  he  avowed  himself  a  knave  upon  system, 
and  upon  the  lowest  scale.  To  over-reach,  to  deceive,  to 
elude,  to  shuffle,  to  fawn,  and  to  lie,  were  the  arts  that  he 
confessed  to  with  so  naked  and  cold  a  grossness,  that  one 
perceived  that  in  the  long  habits  of  debasement  he  was  un- 
conscious of  what  was  not  debased.  Houseman  seemed  to 
draw  him  out :  he  told  us  anecdotes  of  his  rascality,  and 
the  distresses  to  which  it  had  brought  him ;  and  he  finished 
by  saying :  *  Yet  you  see  me  now  almost  rich,  and  wholly 
contented.  I  have  always  been  the  luckiest  of  human 
beings ;  no  matter  what  ill-chances  to-day,  good  turns  up 
to-morrow.  I  confess -that  I  bring  on  myself  the  ill,  and 
Providence  sends  me  the  good.'  We  met  accidentally  more 
than  once,  and  his  conversation  was  always  of  the  sume 
strain — ^his  luck  and  his  rascality  :  he  had  no  other  theme, 
and  no  other  boast.  And  did  not  this  stir  into  gloomy 
speculation  the  depths  of  my  mind  ?  Was  it  not  an  ordi- 
nation that  called  upon  men  to  take  fortune  in  their  own 
hands,  when  Fate  lavished  her  rewards  on  this  low  and 
creeping  thing,  that  could  only  enter  even  Vice  by  its 
sewers  and  alleys  ?  Was  it  worth  while  to  be  virtuous, 
and  look  on,  while  the  bad  seized  upon  the  feast  of  life? 
This  man  was  instinct  with  the  basest  passions,  the  pettiest 
desires :  he  gratified  them,  and  Fate  smiled  upon  his 
daring.  I,  who  had  shut  out  from  my  heart  the  poor 
temptations  of  sense — I,  who  fed  only  the  most  glorious 
visions,  the  most  august  desires — I,  denied  myself  their 
fruition,  trembling  and  spell-bound  in  the  cerements  of 
human  laws,  without  hope,  without  reward  —  losing  the 
very  powers  of  virtue  because  I  would  not  stray  into  crime. 
"  These  thoughts  fell  on  me  darkly  and  rapidly ;  but 
they  led  to  no  result.  I  saw  nothing  beyond  them.  I 
suffered  my  indignation  to  gnaw  my  heart ;  and  preserved 
the  same  calm  and  serene  demeanour  which  had  grown 
with  my  growth  of  mind.  Nay,  while  I  upbraided  Fate, 
I  did  not  cease  to  love  mankind.  I  envied —  what?  the 
power  to  serve  them.     I  had  been  kind  and  loving  to  all 
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things  from  a  boy;  there  was  not  a  dumb  animal  that 
would  not  single  me  from  a  crowd  as  its  protector,*  and 
yet  I  was  doomed — but  I  must  not  premeditate  my  tale. 
.In  returning,  at  night,  to  my  own  home,  from  my  long 
and  solitary  walks,  I  often  passed  the  house  in  which 
Clarke  lodged ;  and  sometimes  I  met  him  reeling  by  the 
door,  insulting  all  who  passed ;  and  yet  their  resentment 
was  absorbed  in  their  disgust.  *  And  this  loathsome  and 
grovelling  thing,*  said  I,  inly,  *  squanders  on  low  excesses, 
wastes  upon  outrages  to  society,  that  with  which  I  could 
make  my  soul  as  a  burning  lamp,  that  should  shed  a  light 
over  the  world ! ' 

**  There  was  that  in  the  man's  vices  which  revolted 
me  far  more  than  the  villany  of  Houseman.  The  latter 
had  possessed  no  advantages  oF  education ;  he  descended 
to  no  minutiae  of  sin;  he  was  a  plain,  blunt,  coarse 
wretch,  and  his  sense  threw  something  respectable  around 
his  vices.  But  in  Clarke  you  saw  the  traces  of  happier 
opportunities  of  better  education  ;  it  was  in  him  not  the 
coarseness  of  manner  so  much  as  the  sickening,  universal 
canker  of  vulgarity  of  mind.  Had  Houseman  money  in 
his  purse,  he  would  have  paid  a  debt  and  relieved  a  friend 
from  mere  indifference ;  not  so  the  other.  Had  he  been 
overflowing  with  wealth,  he  would  have  slipped  from  a 
creditor,  and  duped  a  friend ;  there  was  a  pitiful  and  de- 
basing  weakness  in  his  nature,  which  made  him  regard  the 
lowest  meanness  as  the  subtlest  wit.  His  mind,  too,  was 
not  only  degraded,  bat  broken  by  his  habits  of  life ;  a 
strange,  idiotic  folly,  that  made  him  love  laughing  at  his 
own  littleness,  ran  through  his  character.  Houseman  was 
young  ;  he  might  amend ;  but  Clarke  had  grey  hairs  and 
dim  eyes  ;  was  old  in  constitution,  if  not  years ;  and  every 

•  All  the  authentic  anecdotes  of  Aram  corroborate  the  fact  of  his 
natural  gentleness  to  all  things.  A  clergyman  (the  Rev.  Mr.  Hinion) 
said  that  he  used  frequently  to  observe  Arani,  when  walking  in  the 
:  garden,  stoop  down  to  remove  a  snail  or  worm  from  the  path,  to  prevent 
its  being  destroyed.  Mr.  Hinton  ingeniously  conjectured  that  Aram 
wished  to  atone  for  his  crime  by  shewing  mercy  to  every  animal  and 
insect ;  but  the  fact  is,  that  there  are  several  anecdotes  to  shew  that 
he  was  equally  humane  before  the  crime  was  comiuiilftd.  ^vi^^-ax^  '5csa 
strange  contradictions  of  the  human  hearU 
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thing  in  him  was  hopeless  and  confirmed :  the  leprosy  was 
in  the  system.  Time,  in  this,  has  made  Honseman  what 
Clarke  was  then. 

^  One  day,  in  passing  through  the  street,  though  it  was 
broad  noon,  I  encountered  Clarke  in  a  state  of  intoxication, 
and  talking  to  a  crowd  he  had  collected  around  him«  I 
sought  to  pass  in  an  opposite  direction ;  he  wonld  not  suf* 
fer  me ;  he,  whom  I  sickened  to  touch,  to  see,  threw  him- 
self in  my  way,  and  afiected  gibe  and  insult,  nay,  even 
threat.  But  when  he  came  near,  he  shrank  before  the  mere 
glance  of  my  eye,  and  I  passed  on  unheeding  him.  The 
insult  galled  me ;  he  had  taunted  my  poverty — ^poverty  was 
a  favourite  jest  with  him;  it  galled  me  :  anger?  revenge? 
no !  those  passions  I  had  never  felt  for  any  man.  I  could 
not  rouse  them  for  the  first  time  for  such  a  cause ;  yet  I 
was  lowered  in  my  own  eyes,  I  was  stung.  Poverty  I  he 
taunt  me  !  He  dream  himself,  on  account  of  a  little  yellow 
dust,  my  superior  I  I  wandered  from  the  town,  and  paused 
by  the  winding  and  shagged  banks  of  the  river.  It  was  a 
gloomy  winter's  day,  the  waters  rolled  on  black  and  sullen, 
and  the  drj^  leaves  rustled  desolately  beneath  my  feet. 
Who  shall  tell  us  that  outward  nature  has  no  effect  upon 
our  mood?  All  around  seemed  to  frown  upon  my  lot.  I 
read  in  the  face  of  heaven  and  earth  a  confirmation  of  the 
curse  which  man  hath  set  upon  poverty.  I  leaned  against  a 
tree  that  overhung  the  waters,  and  suffered  my  thoughts  to 
glide  on  in  the  bitter  silence  of  their  course.  I  heard  my 
name  uttered — I  felt  a  hand  on  my  arm,  I  turned,  and 
Houseman  was  by  ray  side. 

"  *  What  I  moralising  ?  *  said  he,  with  his  rude  smile. 

"  I  did  not  answer  him. 

"  *  Look,'  said  he,  pointing  to  the  waters,  *  where  yonder 
fish  lies  waiting  his  prey,  that  prey  his  kind.  Come,  you 
have  read  Nature,  is  it  not  so  universally  ?  * 

"  I  did  not  answer  him. 

'*  *  They  who  do  not  as  the  rest,'  he  renewed,  *  fulfil  not 
the  object  of  their  existence ;  they  seek  to  be  wiser  than 
their  tribe,  and  are  fools  for  their  pains.  Is  it  not  so  ?  I 
am  a  plain  mau,  and  \\o\M  learn,' 

"  Still  1  did  not  ans^wex. 
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"  *  You  are  silent,*  said  he ;  *  do  I  offend  you  ?  * 

«*NoI' 

"  *  Now,  then,'  he  continued,  *  strange  as  it  may  seem, 
we,  80  different  in  mind,  are  at  this  moment  alike  in  for- 
tunes. I  have  not  a  guinea  in  the  wide  world  ;  you, 
perhaps,  are  equally  destitute.  But  mark  the  difference  :  I, 
the  ignorant  man,  ere  three  days  have  passed,  will  have 
filled  my  purse ;  you,  the  wise  man,  will  be  still  as  poor. 
Come,  cast  away  your  wisdom,  and  do  as  I  do.' 

«<How?' 

"  Take  from  the  superfluities  of  others  what  your  ne- 
cessities crave.  My  horse,  my  pistol,  a  ready  hand,  a 
stout  heart,  these  are  to  me  what  coffers  are  to  others. 
There  is  the  chance  of  detection  and  of  death  ;  I  allow  it : 
but  is  not  this  chance  better  than  some  certainties  ? ' 

"I  turned  away  my  face.  In  the  silence  of  my  cham- 
•ber,  and  in  the  solitude  of  my  heart,  I  had  thought,  as  the 
robber  spoke — there  was  a  strife  within  me. 

"  *  Will  you  share  the  danger  and  the  booty  ?  *  renewed 
Houseman,  in  a  low  voice. 

^^  I  turned  my  eyes  upon  him.  <  Speak  out,'  said  I ; 
*  explain  your  purpose  I  * 

'^  Housemaii's  looks  brightened. 

*^  ^  Lbten  I '  said  he ;  ^  Clarke,  despite  his  present  wealth 
lawfully  gained,  is  about  to  purloin  more ;  he  has  converted 
his  legacy  into  jewels ;  he  has  borrowed  other  jewels  on 
ledse  pretences ;  he  purposes  to  make  these  also  his  own, 
and  to  leave  the  town  in  the  dead  of  night ;  he  has  con- 
fided to  me  his  intention,  and  asked  my  aid.  He  and  I, 
be  it  known  to  you,  were  friends  of  old ;  we  have  shared 
together  other  dangers  and  other  spoils ;  he  has  asked  my 
assistance  in  his  flight.  Now  do  you  learn  my  purpose  ? 
-Let  us  ease  him  of  his  burden !  I  offer  to  you  the  half ; 
share  the  enterprise  and  its  fruits.' 

^^I  rose,  I  walked  away,  I  pressed  my  hands  on  my 
heart;  I  wished  to  silence  the  voice  that  whispered  me 
within.  Houseman  saw  the  conflict ;  he  followed  me  ;  he 
named  the  value  of  the  prize  he  proposed  to  gain ;  that 
which  he  called  my  share  placed  all  my  wishes  within  m.^ 
reach ) — the  means  of  gratifying  the  oive  ^^-avycL  ^^  \sx^ 
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soul,  the  food  for  knowledge,  the  power  of  a  lone,  blessed 
independence  upon  myself,  —  and  all  were  in  my  grasp; 
no  repeated  acts  of  fraud  ;  no  continuation  of  sin,  one  sin- 
gle act  sufficed  I  I  breathed  heavily,  but  I  threw  not  off 
the  emotion  that  seized  my  soul;  I  shut  my  eyes  and 
shuddered,  but  the  vision  still  rose  before  me. 
"  *  Give  me  your  hand,'  said  Houseman.* 
"  *  No,  no,*  I  said,  breaking  away  from  him.  *  I  must 
pause — I  must  consider — I  do  not  yet  refuse,  but  I  will 
not  now  decide.* 

'^  Houseman  pressed,  but  I  persevered  in  my  deter- 
mination ; — he  would  have  threatened  me,  but  my  nature 
was  haughtier  than  his  and  I  subdued  him.  It  wb$ 
agreed  that  he  should  seek  me  that  night  and  learn  my 
choice  —  the  next  night  was  the  one  on  which  the  deed 
was  to  be  done.  We  parted — I  returned  an  altered  man 
•to  my  home.  Fate  had  woven  her  mesh  around  me  — 
a  new  incident  had  occurred  which  strengthened  the  web : 
there  was  a  poor  girl  whom  I  had  been  accustomed  to  see 
in  my  walks.  She  supported  her  family  by  her  dexterity 
in  making  lace, — a  quiet,  patient-looking,  gentle  creature. 
Clarke  had,  a  few  days  since,  under  pretence  of  purchasing 
lace,  decoyed  her  to  his  house  (when  all  but  himself  were 
from  home),  where  he  used  the  most  brutal  violence  to- 
wards her.  The  extreme  poverty  of  the  parents  had 
enabled  him  easily  to  persuade  them  to  hush  up  the  matter, 
but  something  of  the  story  got  abroad  ;  the  poor  girl  was 
marked  out  for  that  gossip  and  scandal  which  among  the 
very  lowest  classes  are  as  coarse  in  the  expression  as  malig- 
nant in  the  sentiment ;  and  in  the  paroxysm  of  shame  and 
despair,  the  unfortunate  girl  had  that  day  destroyed  herself. 
This  melancholy  event  wrung  forth  from  the  parents  the 
real  story :  the  event  and  the  story  reached  my  ears  in  the 
very  hour  in  wliieh  my  mind  was  wavering  to  and  fro.  Can 
you  wonder  that  they  fixed  it  at  once,  and  to  a  dread  end? 
What  was  this  wretch  ?  aged  with  vice — forestalling  time 

*  Though,  ill  the  above  part  of  Aram's  confession,  it  would  seem 
as  if  Houseman  did  not  allude  to  more  than  the  robbery  of  Clarke  ;  it 
28  evident  from  wAi^il  {o\\ov;a,  \3aax  \\\^  v&ax^  Wvc^qhs  crime  aUo  was 
then  at  least  hinted  «i\.  \>7  lloM^^rn'osi.. 
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4—- tottering  on  to  a  dishonoured  grave — soiling  all  that  he 
touched  on  his  way — with  grey  hairs  and  filthy  lewdness, 
the  rottenness  of  the  heart,  not  its  passion,  a  nuisan^  and 
a  curse  to  the  world.  What  was  the  deed — that  I  should 
rid  the  earth  of  a  thing  at  once  base  and  venomous  ?  Was 
it  crime?  Was  it  justice?  Within  myself  I  felt  the 
will — the  spirit  that  might  bless  mankind.  I  lacked  the 
means  to  accomplish  the  will  and  wing  the  spirit.  One 
deed  supplied  me  with  the  means.  Had  the  victim  of  that 
deed  been  a  man  moderately  good — pursuing  with  even 
steps  the  narrow  line  between  vice  and  virtue — blessing 
none,  but  offending  none, — it  might  have  been  yet  a  ques- 
tion whether  mankind  would  not  gain  more  by  the  deed 
than  lose.  But  here  was  one  whose  steps  stumbled  on  no 
good  act — whose  heart  beat  to  no  generous  emotion; — 
there  was  a  blot — a  foulness  on  creation, — nothing  but 
death  could  wash  it  out  and  leave  the  world  fair.  The 
soldier  receives  his  pay,  and  murders,  and  sleeps  sound, 
and  men  applaud.  But  you  say  he  smites  not  for  pay, 
but  glory.  Granted — though  a  sophism.  But  was  there 
no  glory  to  be  gained  in  fields  more  magnificent  than  those 
of  war — no  glory  to  be  gained  in  the  knowledge  which 
saves  and  not  destroys  ?  Was  I  not  about  to  strike  for 
that  glory,  for  the  means  of  earning  it  ?  Nay,  suppose 
the  soldier  struck  for  patriotism,  a  better  feeling  than  glory, 
would  not  my  motive  be  yet  larger  than  patriotism  ?  Did 
it  not  body  forth  a  broader  circle  ?  Could  the  world  stop 
the  bound  of  its  utilities  ?  Was  there  a  corner  of  the  earth, 
was  there  a  period  in  time,  which  an  ardent  soul,  freed 
from,  not  chained  as  now,  by  the  cares  of  the  body,  and 
given  wholly  up  to  wisdom,  might  not  pierce,  vivify,  illu- 
mine? Such  were  the  questions  which  I  asked: — time 
only  answered  them*. 

<<  Houseman  came,  'punctual  to  our  dark  appointment* 
I  gave  him  my  hand  in  silence.  We  understood  each 
other.  We  said  no  more  of  the  deed  itself,  but  of  the 
manner  in  which  it  should  be  done.  The  melancholy  inci- 
dent I  have  described  made  Clarke  yet  more  eager  to  leave 
the  town.  He  had  settled  with  Houseman  that  he  would 
abscond  that  very  nighty  not  wait  for  tlie  ii^xl,«k&  ^  ^\:^Oaft. 
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had  intended.  His  jeweia  and  propeitj'iiWB  paCiM 
email  compass.  He  had  arrai^ged  tiuit  ke  voald^  toiaA 
midnight  or  later,  quit  his  lodging ;  and  about  a  miB  hi 
the  town,  Houseman  had  engaged  to  kave  a  cUiit 
reaitiness.  For  this  service  Clarke  lisul  imwuiaed  Ha# 
man  a  reward,  with  which  the  latter  appeared  ooakilii 
It  was  arranged  that  I  should  meet  Houaenaan  aad  Qrii 
at  a  certain  spot  in  their  way  firom  the  town,  aid  to 
— -^  I  Houseman  appeared  at  first  feavful,  leat  I  iMi 
relent  and  waver  in  my  purpose.  It  is  never  so  wittiii 
whose  thoughts  are  deep  and  strong.  To  leaolve  w»# 
arduous  step — once  resolved,  and  I  cast  not  a  look  beUrf 
Houseman  left  me  for  the  present.  I  oonld  not  rest  ii  14 
chamber.  I  went  forth  and  walked  about  the  town  t  "it 
night  deepened — I  saw  the  lights  in  each  hcnuewitlidnM 
one  by  one,  and  at  length  all  was  hushed  r--*  AW 
and  Sleep  kept  court  over  the  abodes  of  men^  HhMH 
ness — that  quiet — that  sabbath  from  care  and  tei^-Mif 
deeply  it  sank  into  my  heart  I  Nature  never  •txmi  J 
me  to  make  so  dread  a  pause.  I  felt  as  if  I  and  nf  ii* 
tended  victim  had  been  left  alone  in  the  world.  I  hi 
wrapped  myself  above  fear  into  a  high  and  pretemstorli 
madness  of  mind.  /  looked  on  the  deed  I  wcu  ah(M^ 
commit  as  a  great  arid  solemn  sacrifice  to  Knowledge^  wi0 
priest  I  was.  The  very  silence  breathed  to  me  of  a  sUfl 
and  awful  sanctity  —  the  repose,  not  of  the  chamel-hoosft 
but  of  the  altar.  I  heard  the  clock  strike  hour  after  hoA 
but  I  neither  faltered  nor  grew  impatient.  My  mind  h? 
hushed  in  its  design. 

*'  The  moon  came  out,  but  with  a  pale  and  sickly 
countenance.  Winter  was  around  the  earth;  the  sW- 
which  had  been  falling  towards  eve,  lay  deep  upon  tk 
ground  ;  and  the  frost  seemed  to  lock  the  universal  naltf 
into  the  same  calm  and  deadness  which  had  taken  ptf* 
session  of  my  soul. 

"  Houseman  was  to  have  come  to  me  at  midnight,  jtf 
before  Clarke  left  his  house,  but  it  was  nearly  two  ho* 
after  that  time  ere  he  arrived.  I  was  then  walking  to  jd 
fro  before  my  own  door ;  I  saw  that  he  was  not  alone,  1)< 
with  Clarke.      <  Ha ! '  said  he,  <  this  is  fortunate ;  1  P 
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jrou  are  just  going  home.     You  were  engaged,  I  recollect, 

Ht  some  distance  from  the  town,  and  have,  I  suppose,  just 

l«turned.     Will  you  admit  Mr.  Clarke  and  myself  for  a 

"abort  time? — for  to  tell  you  the  truth,*  said  he,  in  a  lower 

*voice  —  'the  watchman  is  about,  and  we  must  not  be 

"seen  by  him  !  I  have  told  Clarke  that  he  may  trust  you, — 

we  are  relatives  !  * 

*  . '  "  Clarke,  who  seemed  strangely  credulous  and  indif- 
Ifferent,  considering  the  character  of  his  associate,  —  but 
"those  whom  Fate  destroys  she  first  blinds, — made  the  same 
'request  in  a  careless  tone,  assigning  the  same  cause.  Un- 
■willingly,  I  opened  the  door  and  admitted  them.  We 
"went  up  to  my  chamber.  Clarke  spoke  with  the  utmost 
'unconcern  of  the  fraud  he  purposed,  and  with  a  heartless- 
^ness  that  made  my  veins  boil,  of  the  poor  victim  his 
"* brutality  had  destroyed.  All  this  was  as  iron  bands  round 
■jiny  purpose.  They  stayed  for  nearly  an  hour,  for  the 
'watchman  remained  some  time  in  that  beat — and  then 
'Houseman  asked  me  to  accompany  them  a  little  way  out 

*  of  the  town.  Clarke  seconded  the  request.  We  walked 
•forth;  the  rest — why  need  1  repeat?     Houseman  lied  in 

■  the  court ;  my  hand  struck — but  not  the  death-blow  ;  yet, 
^frorn  that  hour,  I  have  never  given  that  right  hand  in 
'  pledge  of  love  or  friendship — the  curse  of  memory  has 

!  clung  to  it. 
**  We    shared   our    booty ;    mine   I   buried,   for  the 

*  present.  Houseman  had  dealings  with  a  gipsy  hag,  and 
'  through  her  aid  removed  his  share  at  once  to  London. 

*  And  now,  mark  what  poor  stragglers  we  are  in  the  eternal 
web  of  destiny  I     Three  days  after  that  deed,  a  relation 

'  who  neglected  me  in  life,  died,  and  left  me  wealth!  — 

■  wealth  at  least  to  me  I — Wealth,  greater  than  that  for 
which  I  had !  The  news  fell  on  me  as  a  thun- 
derbolt. Had  I  waited  but  three  little  days !  Great 
God  I  when  they  told  me,  I  thought  I  heard  the  devils 
laugh  out  at  the  fool  who  had  boasted  wisdom  I  Tell  me 
not  now  of  our  free  will — we  are  but  the  things  of  a 
never-swerving,  an  everlasting  necessity  I — pre-ordered 
to  our  doom — bound  to  a  wheel  that  whirls  us  on  till  it 
touches  the  point  at  which  we  are  crushed  I    Had  I  waited 
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but  three  days,  three  little  days!— Had  but  a  dream- 
been  sent  me,  had  but  my  heart  cried  within  me,  —  ^  Thoa 
hast  suffered  long,  tarry  yet !* *  No  it  was  for  diis»  for 
the  guilt  and  its  penance,  for  the  wasted  life  and  the 
shameful  death — with  all  my  thirst  for  good,  my  dreams 
of  glory — that  I  was  bom,  that  1  was  marked  from  my 
first  sleep  in  the  cradle  I 

*'  The  disappearance  of  Clarke  of  course  created  great 
excitement;  those  whom  he  had  over-reached  bad  na- 
turally an  interest  in  discovering  him.  Some  vague  sur- 
mises that  he  might  have  been  made  away  with  were 
rumoured  abroad.  Houseman  and  I,  owing  to  some  con- 
currence of  circumstance,  were  examined,  —  not  that 
suspicion  attached  to  me  before  or  after  the  examinatioit 
That  ceremony  ended  in  nothing.  Houseman  did  not 
betray  himself;  and  I,  who  from  a  boy  had  mastered  my 
passions,  could  master  also  the  nerves,  which  are  the  pas- 
sions' puppets :  but  I  read  in  the  face  of  the  woman  with 
whom  I  lodged  that  I  was  suspected.  Houseman  told  me 
that  she  had  openly  expressed  her  suspicion  to  him ;  nay, 
he  entertained  some  design  against  her  life,  which  he 
naturally  abandoned  on  quitting  the  town.  This  he  did 
soon  afterwards.  1  did  not  linger  long  behind  him.  1 
dug  up  my  jewels,  —  I  concealed  them   about   me,  and 

•  Aram  has  hitherto  been  suffered  to  tell  his  owq  tale  without 
comment  or  interruption.  The  chain  of  reasoning;s,  the  metaphysical 
labyrinth  of  defence  and  motive,  which  he  wrouerht  around  his  act,  it 
was,  injustice  to  him,  necessary  to  give  at  leng-th,  in  order  to  throir 
a  clearer  light  on  his  character — and  lighten,  perhaps,  in  some  measure, 
the  heinousness  of  his  crime.  No  moral  can  be  more  impressive  tban 
that  which  teaches  how  man  can  entangle  himself  in  his  own  sophisms 
—that  moral  is  better,  viewed  aright,  than  volumes  of  homilies.  But 
here  I  must  pause  for  one  moment,  to  bid  the  reader  mark,  that  tint 
event  which  confirmed  Aram  in  the  bewildering  doctrines  of  his  fatal- 
ism, ought  rather  to  inculcate  the  divine  virtue —  the  foundation  of  all 

virtues,  Jleathen  or  Christian that  which  Epictetus  made  clear,  and 

Christ  sacred  —  Foutitudk.  The  reader  will  note,  that  the  answer  to 
the  reasonings  that  probably  convinced  the  mind  of  Aram,  and  blinded 
him  to  his  crime,  may  be  found  i£i  the  change  of  feelings  by  which  the 
crime  was  followed.  I  must  apologise  for  this  interruption  —  it 
seemed  to  me  advisable  in  this  place  ;  —  though,  in  general,  the  mo- 
ment we  begin  to  inculcate  morality  as  a  science,  we  ought  to  discard 
moralising  as  a  n\^i\\od. 
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.departed  on  ibot  to  Scotland.  There  I  converted  my 
.booty  into  money.  And  now  I  was  above  want — was  I 
at  rest?  Not  yet  I  felt  urged  on  to  wander — Cain's 
eurae  descends  to  Cain's  children.  I  travelled  for  some 
considerable  time, — I  saw  men  and  cities,  and  I  opened  a 
new  volume  in  my  kind.  It  was  strange ;  but  before  the 
deed,  I  was  as  a  child  in  the  ways  of  the  world,  and  a 
child,  despite  my  knowledge,  might  have  duped  me.  The 
moment  after  it,  a  light  broke  upon  me, — it  seemed  as  if 
my  eyes  were  touched  with  a  charm,  and  rendered  capable 
of  piercing  the  hearts  of  men  I  Yes,  it  was  a  charm, — a 
new  charm — it  was  Suspicion  I  I  now  practised  my- 
self in  the  use  of  arms, — they  made  my  sole  companions. 
Peaceful  as  I  seemed  to  the  world,  I  felt  there  was  that 
eternally  within  me  with  which  the  world  was  at  war. 

^<  I  do  not  deceive  you.  I  did  not  feel  what  men  call 
remorse!  Having  once  convinced  myself  that  I  had 
removed  from  the  earth  a  thing  that  injured  and  soiled  its 
tribes, — that  I  had  in  crushing  one  worthless  life,  but 
without  crushing  one  virtue— one  feeling — one  thought 
that  could  benefit  others,  strode  to  a  glorious  end; — 
having  once  convinced  myself  of  this,  I  was  not  weak 
enough  to  feel  a  vague  remorse  for  a  deed  I  would  not 
aUow,  in  my  case,  to  be  a  crime.  I  did  not  feel  remorse, 
but  I  felt  regret.  The  thought  that  had  I  waited  three 
days  I  might  have  been  saved,  not  from  guilt,  but  from 
the  chance  of  shame, <-— from  the  degradation  of  sinking 
to  Houseman's  equal ;  of  feeling  that  man  had  the  power 
to  hurt  me;  that  I  was  no  longer  above  the  reach  of 
human  malice  or  human  curiosity;  that  I  was  made  a 
#Iave  to  my  own  secret ;  that  I  was  no  longer  lord  of  my 
heart,  to  shew  or  to  conceal  it ;  that  at  any  hour,  in  the 
possession  of  honours,  by  the  hearth  of  love,  I  might  be 
dragged  forth  and  proclaimed  a  murderer ;  that  I  held  my 
life,  my  reputation,  at  the  breath  of  accident ;  that  in  the 
nioment  I  least  dreamed  of,  the  earth  might  yield  its 
dead,  and  the  gibbet  demand  its  victim: — this  could  I 
feel — all  this — and  not  make  a  spectre  of  the  past: — a 
spectre  that  walked  by  my  side,  that  slept  at  my  bed,  that 
rose  from  my  books,  that  glided  between  me  qltv^  >i)cv^  ^\»x% 
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of  heaven,  that  stole  along  the  flowers,  and  withered  their 
sweet  breath ;   that  whispered  in  my  ear,  '  Toil,  fool,  and 
be  wise ;  the  gift  of  Wisdom  is  to  place  us  above  the  reach 
of  fort.une,   but  thou  art  her  veriest  minion  I '     Yes ;  I 
paused    at   last  from    my   wanderings,   and    surrounded 
myself  with  books,  and  knowledge  became  once  more  to 
me  what  it  had  been,  a  thirst;  but  not  what  it  had  been, 
a  reward.     I  occupied  my  thoughts,  I  laid  up  new  hoards 
within  my  mind,  I  looked  around,  and  I  saw  few  whose 
stores  were  like  my  own ; — but  where,  with  the  passion 
for  wisdom  still  alive  within  me — where  was  that  once 
more  ardent  desire  which  had  cheated  me  across  so  dark  a 
chasm  between  youth  and   manhood,  between  past  and 
present  life,  the  desire  of  applying  that  wisdom  to  the 
service  of  mankind?     Gone,  dead,  buried  for  ever  in  my 
bosom,   with   the    thousand   dreams    that   had    perished 
before  it !     When  the  deed  was  done,  mankind  seemed 
suddenly  to  have  grown  my  foes.     I  looked  upon  them 
with  other  eyes.     I  knew  that  I  carried  within  that  secret 
which,  if  bared  to-day,  would  make  them  loathe  and  hate 
me, — yea,  though  I  coined  my  future  life  into  one  series 
of  benefits  on  them  and  their  posterity !     Was  not  this 
thought   enough   to  quell  my  ardour — to   chill   activity 
into  rest?     The  more  I  might  toil,  the  brighter  honours 
I  might  win  —  the  greater  services  I  might  bestow  on  the 
world,  the  more  dread  and  fearful  might  be  my  fall  at 
last  I     I  might  be  but  piling  up  the  scaffold  from  which  I 
was  to  be  hurled !     Possessed  by  these  thoughts,  a  new 
view  of  human  affairs  succeeded  to  my  old  aspirings;  — 
the  moment  a  man    feels  that  an  object  has    ceased  to 
charm,   he  reconciles  himself  by  reasonings  to   his  loss. 
'  Why,'  said  I ;    *  why  flatter   myself  that  /  can  serve, 
that   I    can    enlighten    mankind  ?       Are    we    fully  sun^ 
that     individual     wisdom    has    ever,     in     reality,    done 
so?     Are  we  really   better  because  Newton   lived,  and 
happier  because  Bacon  thought?'     This  dampening  ami 
frozen  line  of  reflection  pleased  the  present  state  of  uiy 
mind  more  than  the  warm  and  yearning  enthusiasm  it  had 
formerly  nov\Tvs\\e'i.    ^\^\^  'worldly  ambition  from  a  boy 
I  had  disdained  \ — \X\^  Vt^J^^  ^q>\'Ocv  <^\  ^^^^^xx^'s,  -^s^ici  crowns. 
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rthe  inquietude  of- power,  the  humiliations  of  vanity,  had 
never  been  disguised  from  my  sight.      Intellectual   am- 

•  bition  had  inspired  me.  I  now  regarded  it  equally  as  a 
.  delusion.  I  coveted  light  solely  for  my  own  soul  to  bathe 
.in.     I  would  have  drawn  down. the  Promethean  fire;  but 

I  would  no  longer  have  given  to  man  what  it  was  in  the 
.  power  of  circumstance  alone  (which  I  could  control  not) 
to  make  his  enlightener  or  his  ruin,  his  blessing  or  his 
.  curse.     Yes,  I  loved,  I  love  still ;  could  I  live  for  ever,  I 
« should  for  ever  love  knowledge!     It  is.  a  companion,  a 
solace,  a  pursuit,  a  Lethe.     But  no  morel — oh!  never 
more  for  me  was  the  bright  ambition  that  tnakes  know- 
ledge a  means,  not  end.      As,   contrary  to   the  vulgar 
notion,  the  bee  is  said  to  gather  her  honey  unprescient  of 
the  winter,  labouring  without  a  motive,  save  the  labour, 
I  went  on,  year  after  year,  hiving  all  that  the  earth  pre- 
sented to  my. toils,  and  asking  not  to  what  use.     I  had 
rushed  into  a  dread  world,  that  I  might  indulge  a  dream  I 
Lo,  the  dream  was  fled;    but  I  could  not.  retrace  my 

-  steps. 

'*  Rest  now  became  to  me  the  sole  to  kalon,  the  sole 
<  charm  of  existence.     I  grew  enamoured  of  the  doctrine 

of  those  old  mystics  who  have  placed  happiness  only  in  an 
•even  and  balanced  quietude.     And  where  but  in   utter 

loneliness  was  that  quietude  to  be  enjoyed  ?     I  no  longer 

•  wondered  that  men  in  former  times,  when  consumed  by 
'  the  recollection  of  some  haunting  guilt,  fied  to  the  desert 

•  and  became  hermits.     Tranquillity  and  solitude  are  the 

•  only  soothers  of  a  memory  deeply  troubled,  light  griefs  fly 
.  to  the  crowd,  fierce  thoughts  must  battle  themselves  to 

•  rest  .  Many  years  had  flown,  and  I  had  made  my  home 
.  in  many  places.  All  that  was  turbulent,  if  not  all  that 
.  was  unquiet,  in  my  recollections,  had  died  away.  Time 
:  had  lulled  me  into  a  sense  of  security.  I  breathed  more 
^  freely.  I  sometimes  stole  from  the  past  Since  I  had 
.  quitted  Knaresbro'  chance  had  thrown  it  in  •  my  power 

frequently  to  serve  my  brethren — not  by  wisdom,  but  by 

-  charity  or  courage — by  individual   acts  that  it  soothed 

•  me   to  remember.      If  the  grand   aim  of  enlightening  a 

■  world  was  gone,  if  to  so  enlarged  a  \i^wescj\e«i^^  \\^^ 
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succeeded  apathy  or  despair,  still  the  man,  the  human 
mau,  clung  to  my  heart ;  still  was  I  as  prone  to  pity,  as 
prompt  to  defend,  as  glad  to  cheer,  whenever  the  yicissi- 
tudes  of  life  afforded  me  the  occasion,  and  to  poverty, 
most  of  all,  my  hand  never  closed.  For  oh  I  what  a 
terrible  devil  creeps  into  that  man's  soul  who  sees  famine 
at  his  door  !  One  tender  act  and  how  many  black  designs, 
struggling  into  life  within,  you  may  crush  for  ever  I  He 
who  deems  the  world  his  foe,  convince  him  that  he  has 
one  friend,  and  it  is  like  snatching  a  dagger  from  his 
hand! 

"  I  came  to  a  beautiful  and  remote  part  of  the  coun- 
try. Walter  Lester,  I  came  to  Grassdale! — the  en- 
chanting scenery  around,  the  sequestered  and  deep  retire- 
ment of  the  place,  arrested  me  at  once.  ^  And  among 
these  valleys,'  I  said,  '  will  I  linger  out  the  rest  of  my 
life,  and  among  these  quiet  graves  shall  mine  be  dug,  and 
my  secret  shall  die  with  me !  * 

"  I  rented  the  lonely  house  in  which  I  dwelt  when  you 
first  knew  me,  thither  I  transported  my  books  and  in- 
struments of  science.  I  formed  new  projects  in  the  vaet 
empire  of  wisdom,  and  a  deep  quiet,  almost  amounting  to 
content,  fell  like  a  sweet  sleep  upon  my  soul  I 

"  In  this  state  of  mind,  the  most  free  from  memory 
and  from  the  desire  to  pierce  the  future  that  I  had  known 
for  twelve  years,  I  first  saw  Madeline  Lester.  Even  with 
that  first  time  a  sudden  and  heavenly  light  seemed  to 
dawn  upon  me.  Her  face — its  still,  its  serene,  its  touch- 
ing beauty — shone  upon  me  like  a  vision.  My  heart 
warmed  as  I  saw  it,  my  pulse  seemed  to  wake  from  its 
even  slowness.  I  was  young  once  more.  Young  I  the 
youth,  the  freshness,  the  ardour — not  of  the  frame  only, 
but  of  the  soul.  But  I  then  only  saw,  or  spoke  to  her — 
scarce  knew  her — not  loved  her — nor  was  it  often  that 
we  met.  When  we  did  so,  I  felt  haunted,  as  by  a  holy 
spirit,  for  the  rest  of  the  day — an  unquiet  yet  delicious 
emotion  agitated  all  within — the  south  wind  stirred  the 
dark  waters  of  my  mind,  but  it  passed,  and  all  became 
hushed  again,  ll  vf«i?>  wot  for  two  years  from  the  time  we 
first  saw  eacU  otVier,  \Xi^\.  ^c.^\^^\iX.  \i\^\y^\.  >\<&  closely 
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together.  I  pass  over  the  rest.  We  loved  1  Yet,  oh 
ivhat  struggles  were  mine  during  the  progress  of  that 
love!  How  unnatural  did  it  seem  to  me  to  yield  to  a 
passion  that  united  me  with  my  kind ;  and  as  I  loved  her 
more,  how  far  more  urgent  grew  my  fear  of  the  future  I 
That  which  had  almost  slept  before  awoke  again  to  ter- 
rible life.  The  soil  that  covered  the  past  might  be  riven, 
the  dead  awake,  and  that  ghastly  chasm  separate  me  for 
ever  from  her  !  What  a  doom,  too,  might  I  bring  upon 
that  breast  which  had  begun  so  confidingly  to  love  me ! 
Often — often  I  resolved  to  fly — to  forsake  her — to  seek 
some  desert  spot  in  the  distant  parts  of  the  world*,  and 
never  to  be  betrayed  again  into  human  emotions  I  But 
as  the  bird  flutters  in  the  net,  as  the  hare  doubles  from  its 
pursuers,  I  did  but  wrestle,  I  did  but  trifle,  with  an  irre- 
ustible  doom.  Mark  how  strange  are  the  coincidences  of 
&te — fate  that  gives  us  warnings,  and  takes  away  the 
power  to  obey  them — the  idle  prophetess,  the  juggling 
fiend  I  On  the  same  evening  that  brought  me  acquainted 
with  Madeline  Lester,  Houseman,  led  by  schemes  of  fraud 
and  violence  into  that  part  of  the  country,  discovered  and 
sought  me !  Imagine  my  feeling,  when  in  the  hush  of 
night  I  opened  the  door  of  my  lonely  home  to  his  sum- 
mons, and  by  the  light  of  that  moon  which  had  witnessed 
BQ  never-to-be-forgotten  a  companionship  between  us, 
beheld  my  accomplice  in  murder  after  the  lapse  of  so 
ntlany  years.  Time  and  a  course  of  vice  had  changed,  and 
hardened,  and  lowered  his  nature:  and  in  the  power, 
at  the  will  of  that  nature,  I  beheld  myself  abruptly  placed. 
He  passed  that  night  under  my  roof.  He  was  poor. 
I  gave  him  what  was  in  my  hands.  He  promised  to  leave 
that  part  of  England — to  seek  me  no  more. 

**  The  next  day  I  could  not  bear  my  own  thoughts, 
the  revulsion  was  too  sudden,  too  full  of  turbulent,  fierce, 
torturing  emotions ;  I  fled  for  a  short  relief  to  the  house 
to  which  Madeline's  father  had  invited  me.  But  in  vain 
I  sought,  by  wine,  by  converse,  by  human  voices,  human 
kindness,  to  fly  the  ghost  that  had  been  raised  from  the 

f"  rave  of  time.    I  soon   returned  to  my  «^tv  \3ckavx!^\&* 
resolved  to  wrap  myself  once  more  in  \k^  ^^wxsAfc  ^^Ixk^ 
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heart.  But  let  me  not  repeat  what  I  have  said  before, 
somewhat  prematurely,  in  my  narrative.  I  resolved — I 
struggled  in  vain :  Fate  had  ordained  that  the  sweet  life  of 
Madeline  Lester  should  wither  beneath  the  poison  tree  of 
mine.  Houseman  sought  me  again ;  and  now  came  on  the 
humbling  part  of  crime,  its  low  calculations,  its  poor  de- 
fence, its  paltry  trickery,  its  mean  kypocrisT/  /  They  i 
Made  my  chiefest  penance  /  I  was  to  evade,  to  beguile, 
to  buy  into  silence,  this  rude  and  despised  ruffian.  No  > 
matter  now  to  repeat  how  this  task  was  fulfilled:  I  sur- 
rendered nearly  my  all  on  the  condition  of  his  leaving 
England  for  ever :  not  till  I  thought  that  condition  already 
fulfilled,  till  the  day  had  passed  on  which  he  should  have 
lefl  England,  did  I  consent  to  allow  Madeline's  fate  to  be> 
irrevocably  woven  with  mine.  Fool  that  I  was,  as  if  laws 
could  bind  us  closer  than  love  had  done  already. 

"How  often,  when  the  soul  sins,  are  her  loftiest  feel-« 
ings  punished  through  her  lowest  I  To  me,  lone,  rapt,  for 
ever  on  the  wing  to  unearthly  speculation,  galling  and' 
humbling  was  it,  indeed,  to  be  suddenly  called  from  the 
eminence  of  thought,  to  barter,  in  pounds  and  pence  for- 
life,  and  with  one  like  Houseman  !  These  are  the  curses 
that  deepen  the  tragedy  of  life,  by  grinding  down  our 
pride.  But  I  wander  back  to  what  I  have  before  said.  I 
was  to  marry  Madeline,  —  I  was  once  more  poor,  but  want 
did  not  rise  before  me ;  I  had  succeeded  in  obtaining  the 
promise  of  a  competence  from  one  whom  you  know.  For 
that  I  had  once  forced  from  my  kind,  I  asked  now,  but 
not  with  the  spirit  of  the  beggar,  but  of  the  just  claimant, 
and  in  that  spirit  it  was  granted.  And  now  I  was  really 
happy ;  Houseman  I  believed  removed  for  ever  from  ray 
path ;  Madeline  was  about  to  be  mine :  I  surrendered 
myself  to  love,  and,  blind  and  deluded,  I  wandered  on, 
and  awoke  on  the  brink  of  that  precipice  into  which  I  am 
about  to  plunge.  You  know  the  rest.  But  oh  !  what  now 
was  my  horror !  It  had  not  been  a  mere  worthless,  iso- 
lated unit  in  creation  that  I  had  blotted  out  of  the  sum  of 
Viie.  I  had  shed  the  blood  of  his  brother  whose  child  was 
my  betrothed  \  M^^leV\ciw?»  ^n^w^^k^ — v?eird  and  relent- 
less  Fatel      Hovf,  >N\vew  \  ^^^m^^  \k^'&>^  "^ickfe  \^>je^^t 
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from,  her,  had  I  been  sinking  into  her  grasp  I  Mark, 
young  man,  there  is  a  moral  here  that  few  preachers  can 
teach  thee  I  Mark  I  Men  rarely  violate  the  individual 
rule  in  comparison  to  their  violation  of  general  rules.  It 
is  in  the  latter  that  we  deceive  by  sophisms  which  seem 
truths.  In  the  individual  instance  it  was  easy  for  me  to. 
deem  that  I  had  committed  no  crime.  I  had  destroyed  a 
man  noxious  to  the  world ;  with  the  wealth  by  which  he 
afflicted  society  /had  been  the  means  of  blessing  many; 
in  the  individual  consequences  mankind  had  really  gained 
l?y  my  deed;  the  general  consequence  I  had  overlooked 
till  now,  and  now  it  flashed  upon  me.  The  scales  fell 
from  my  eyes,  and  I  knew  myself  for  what  I  was  I  All 
my  calculations  were  dashed  to  the  ground  at  once ;  for 
what  had  been  all  the  good  I  had  proposed  to  do — the 
good  I  had  done — compared  to  the  anguish  I  now  in- 
flicted on  your  house  ?  Was  your  father  my  only  victim  ? 
Madeline,  have  I  not  murdered  her  also  ?  Lester,  have  I 
not  shaken  the  sands  in  his  glass?  You,  too,  have  I  not 
blasted  the  prime  and  glory  of  your  years?  How  incal- 
eplable — how  measureless — how  viewless  the  conse- 
quences of  one  crime,  even  when  we  think  we  have 
weighed  them  all  with  scales  that  would  have  turned  with 
a  hair's  weight  I  Yes;  before  I  had  felt  no  remorse.  I 
felt  it  now,  I  had  acknowledged  no  crime,  and  now  crime 
seemed  the  essence  itself  of  my  soul.  The  Theban's  fate 
which  had  seemed  to  the  men  of  old  the  most  terrible  of 
human  destinies  was  mine.  The  crime,  the  discovery,  the 
kremediable  despair,  hear  me — as  the  voice  of  a  man  who 
is. on  the  brink  of  a  world,  the  awful  nature  of  which 
re^on  cannot  pierce — hear  me  I  when  your  heart  tempts 
to  some  wandering  from  the  line  allotted  to  the  rest  of 
men,  and  whispers,  *  This  may  be  crime  in  others,  but  is 
n^ot  80  in  thee,'  —  tremble ;.  cling  fast,  fast  to  the  path  you 
are  lured  to  leave.     Remember  me ! 

"  But  in  this  state  of  mind  I  was  yet  forced  to  play  the 
liypocrite.  Had  I  been  alone  in  the  world — had  Madeline 
9iid  Lester  not  been  to  me  what  they  were,  I  might  have 
ftvowed  my  deed  and  my  motives — I  might  have  sijokeiiL 
Ojut  to  the  hearts  of  men — I  might  liove  ^ovjlT^^  WCsv  ^'Si. 
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gloomy  tale  of  reasonings  and  of  temptingSy  in  which  we 
lose  sense,  and  become  the  arch-fiend's  tools.  But  whik 
their  eyes  were  on  me ;  while  their  lives  and  hearts  were 
set  on  my  acquittal,  my  struggle  against  truth  was  less  for 
myself  than  them.  For  them  I  girded  up  my  soul, — a 
villain  I  was ;  and  for  them,  a  bold,  a  crafty,  a  dexterous 
villain  I  became  I  My  defence  fulfilled  its  end :  Madeline 
died  without  distrusting  the  innocence  of  him  she  loved. 
Lester,  unless  you  betray  me,  will  die  in  the  same  belief. 
In  truth,  since  the  arts  of  hypocrisy  have  been  commenced, 
the  pride  of  consistency  would  have  made  it  sweet  to  me  to 
leave  the  world  in  a  like  error,  or  at  least  in  doubt  For 
you  I  conquer  that  desire,  the  proud  man's  last  frailty. 
And  now  my  tale  is  done.  From  what  passes  at  this  in- 
stant within  my  heart,  I  lift  not  the  veil!  Whether 
beneath  be  despair,  or  hope,  or  fiery  emotions,  or  one  setded 
and  ominous  calm,  matters  not.  My  last  hours  shall  not 
belie  my  life :  on  the  verge  of  death  I  will  not  play  the 
dastard,  and  tremble  at  the  Dim  Unknown.  The  thirst, 
the  dream,  the  passion  of -my  youth,  yet  lives,  and  bums 
to  learn  the  sublime  and  shaded  mysteries  that  are  banned 
Mortality,  Perhaps  I  am  not  without  hope  that  the  Great 
and  Unseen  Spirit,  whose  emanation  within  me  I  have 
nursed  and  worshipped,  though  erringly  and  in  vain,  may 
see  in  his  fallen  creature  one  bewildered  by  his  reason 
rather  than  yielding  to  his  vices.  The  guide  I  received 
from  heaven  betrayed  me,  and  I  was  lost ;  but  I  have  not 
plunged  wittingly  from  crime  to  crime.  Against  one  guilty 
deed,  some  good,  and  much  suffering,  may  be  set ;  and  dim 
and  afar  off  from  my  allotted  bourn,  I  may  behold  in  her 
glorious  home  the  starred  face  of  her  who  taught  me  to 
love,  and  who,  even  there,  could  scarce  be  blessed  without 
shedding  the  light  of  her  divine  forgiveness  upon  me. 
Enough  I  ere  you  break  this  seal,  my  doom  rests  not  with 
man  nor  earth.  The  burning  desires  I  have  known — the 
resplendent  visions  I  have  nursed — the  sublime  aspirings 
that  have  lifted  me  so  often  from  sense  and  clay, — these 
tell  me,  that,  whether  for  good  or  ill,  I  am  the  thing  of  an 
Immortality,  and  t\ife  e,Te^\.\«^  <i^  ^  G^d  I  As  men  of  the 
old  wisdom  drew  t\ievt  ^arttL<wi\&^swi\i^^€\x\w5fc^%^^ 
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down  collectedly  to  die,  I  wrap  myself  in  the  settled 
resignation  of  a  soul  firm  to  the  last,  and  taking  not  from 
man's  vengeance  even  the  method  of  its  dismissal.  The 
courses  of  my  life  I  swayed  with  my  own  hand  ;  from  my 
own  hand  shall  come  the  manner  and  moment  of  my 
death  I  «  Eugene  Aram. 

"August,  1759." 

On  the  day  after  that  evening  in  which  Aram  had  given 
ibe  above  confession  to  Walter  Lester — on  the  day  of 
execution,  when  they  entered  the  condemned  cell,  they 
found  the  prisoner  lying  on  the  bed ;  and  when  they  ap- 
proached  to  take  off  the  irons,  they  found  that  he  neither 
.  stirred  nor  answered  to  their  call.  They  attempted  to  raise 
him,  and  he  then  uttered-  some  words  in  a  faint  voice. 
They  perceived  that  he  was  covered  with  blood.  He  had 
opened  his  veins  in  two  places  in  the  arm  with  a  sharp 
instrument  he  had  some  time  since  concealed.  A  surgeon 
was  instantly  sent  for,  and  by  the  customary  applications 
the  prisoner  in  some  measure  was  brought  to  himself. 
Resolved  not  to  defraud  the  law  of  its  victim,  they  bore 
him,  though  he  appeared  unconscious  of  all  around,  to  the 
ilital  spot.  But  when  he  arrived  at  that  dread  place,  his 
sense  suddenly  seemed  to  return.  He  looked  hastily  round 
the  throng  that  swayed  and  murmured  below,  and  a  faint 
flush  rose  to  his  cheek :  he  cast  his  eyes  impatiently  above, 
and  breathed  hard  and  convulsively.  The  dire  preparations 
were  made,  completed ;  but  the  prisoner  drew  back  for  an 
instant, — was  it  from  mortal  fear  ?  He  motioned  to  the 
clergyman  to  approach,  as  if  about  to  whisper  some  last 
request  in  his  ear.  The  clergyman  bowed  his  head,-^ 
there  was  a  minute's  awful  pause  —  Aram  seemed  to 
Hfcruggle  as  for  words,  when,  suddenly  throwing  himself 
l^ack,  a  bright  triumphant  smile  flashed  over  his  whole  face. 
With  that  smile  the  haughty  spirit  passed  away,  and  the 
law's  last  indignity  was  wreaked  upon  a  breathless  corpse  I* 

*  I  eannot  dismiss  the  principal  character  of  this  tale,  without  re* 
eommendinif  the  reader  forthwith  to  procuie  (\^,\Tv.^^^,\i%\ASk  tv^ 
fonatMlled  my  recommeadation)  Mr.  Hood? a  ^a^  ^jcA  aXx^YDL^^^KMSA.  ^\ 
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CHAPTER  VIII.  AND  LAST. 


THE     TRAVELLERS     RETURN. THE     COUNTRY     VILLAGE 

ONCE    MORE    VISITED. ITS    INHABITANTS. THE   RE- 
MEMBERED BROOK. THE  DESERTED  MANOR-HOUSE. — 

THE   CHURCHYARD. —  THE    TRAVELLER    RESUMES   HIS 

JOURNEY. THE    COUNTRY    TOWN. A    MEETING    OP. 

TWO  LOVERS  AFTER  LONG   ABSENCE  AND  MUCH  SOR- 
ROW.  CONCLUSION. 

"  The  lopped  tree  in  time  may  grow  again, 

Most  naked  plants  renew  both  fruit  and  flower ; 
The  sorriest  wight  may  find  release  from  pain, 
The  driest  soil  suck  in  some  moistening  shower  : 
Time  goes  by  turns,  and  chances  change  by  course 
From  foul  to  fair."  Rouekt  Southwell,  The  Jesuit. 

Sometimes,  towards  the  end  of  a  gloomy  day,  the  sun, 
before  but  dimly  visible,  breaks  suddenly  out,  and  clothes 
the  landscape  with  a  smile  ;  then  beneath  your  eye,  which, 
during  the  clouds  and  sadness  of  day,  had  sought  only  the 
chief  features  of  the  prospect  around  (some  grey  hill,  or 
rising  spire,  or  sweeping  wood),  the  less  prominent,  yet 
not  less  lovely,  features  of  the  scene  mellow  forth  into  view ; 
over  them,  perhaps,  the  sun  sets  with  a  happier  and  richer 
glow  than  over  the  rest  of  Nature ;  and  thus  they  leave 
upon  your  mind  its  last  grateful  impression,  and  console 
you  for  the  gloom  and  sadness  which  the  parting  light  they 
catch  and  reflect  dispels. 

Eugene  Aram,  Mr.  Hood  might,  perhaps  (at  least  snch,  I  may  be 
allowed  to  say,  is  my  own  impression)  have  formed  a  conception  more 
true  to  nature,  if  be  had  described  the  stoical  and  dark  character  of  the 
man,  as  rather  attempting  now  to  refine  away,  now  to  bear  up  against, 

his  guilt than  «ls  -^leVdva^  so  entirely  to  remorse  :  but  no  conception 

could  have  been  mote  v\^otou^^,TCiQt^  \is3^^  ^xtcw.v^d\  the  mens  divi' 
fiior  breathes  in  every  Wue. 
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Just  so  in  our  tale  :  it  continues  not  in  cloud  and  sorrow 
to  the  last ;  some  little  ray  breaks  forth  at  the  close ;  in 
that  ray,  characters  which  before  received  but  a  slight 
portion  of  the  interest  that  prouder  and  darker  ones  en- 
grossed, are  thrown  into  light,  and  cheer  from  the  mind 
of  him  who,  hath  watched  and  tarried  with  us  till  now, — 
we  will  not  say  all  the  sadness  that  may  perhaps  linger  on- 
his  memory, — and  yet  something  of  the  gloom. 

It  was  some  years  after  the  date  of  the  last  event  we  - 
have  recorded,  and  it  was  a  fine  warm  noon  in  the  happy- 
month  of  May,  when  a  horseman  was  slowly  riding  through 
the  long,  straggling  village  of  Grassdalc.  He  was  a  man, 
though  in  the  prime  of  youth  (for  he  might  yet  want  some 
two  years  of  thirty),  that  bore  the  steady  and  earnest  air 
of  one  who  has  seen  not  sparingly  of  the  world ;  his  eye 
keen  but  tranquil ;  his  sunburnt  though  handsoibe  features, 
which  either  exertion,  or  thought,  or  care,  had  despoiled  of 
the  roundness  of  their  early  contour,  leaving  the  cheek 
somewhat  sunken,  and  the  lines- somewhat  marked,  were 
impressed  with  a  grave,  and  at  that  moment  with  a  me- 
lancholy and  soft  expression;  and  now,  as  his  horse  pro- 
ceeded slowly  through  the  green  lane,  which  in  every  vista 
gave  glimpses  of  rich  verdant  valleys,  the  sparkling  river, 
or  the  orchard  ripe  with  the  fragrant  blossoms  of  spring, 
his  gaze  lost  the  calm  expression  it  habitually  wore,  and 
betrayed  how  busily  Remembrance  was  at  work.  The 
dress  of  the  horseman  was  of  foreign  fashion,  and  at  that 
day,  when  the  garb  still  denoted  the  calling,  sufficiently 
military  to  shew  the  profession  he  had  belonged  to.  And 
well  did  the  garb  become  the  short  dark  moustache,  the. 
sinewy  chest,  and  length  of  limb,  of  the  young  horseman  : 
recommendations,  the  two  latter,  not  despised  in  the  court 
of  the  great  Frederic  of  Prussia,  in  whose  service  he  had 
borne  arms.  He  had  commenced  his  career  in  that  battle 
terminating  in  the  signal  defeat  of  the  bold  Daun,  when 
the  fortunes  of  that  gallant  general  paled  at  last  before  the 
star  of  the  greatest  of  modern  kings.  The  peace  of  1763 
.  had  left  Prussia  in  the  quiet  enjoyment  of  the  glory  she 
had  obtained,  and  the  young  Englishman  took  the  aidvantA^ 
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it  afforded  him  of  seeing,  as  a  traveller,  not  despoiler,  the 
rest  of  Europe. 

The  adventure  and  the  excitement  of  travel  pleased,  and 
left  him  even  now  uncertain  whether  or  not  his  present 
return  to  England  would  be  for  long.  He  had  not  been  a 
week  returned,  and  to  this  part  of  his  native  country  he 
had  hastened  at  once. 

He  checked  his  horse  as  he  now  passed  the  memorable 
sign  that  yet  swung  before  the  door  of  Peter  Dealtry; 
and  there,  under  the  shade  of  the  broad  tree,  now  bud- 
ding into  all  its  tenderest  verdure,  a  pedestrian  wayfitrer 
sat  enjoying  the  rest  and  coolness  of  his  shelter.  Our 
horseman  cast  a  look  at  the  open  door,  across  which,  in 
the  bustle  of  housewifery,  female  forms  now  and  then 
glanced  and  vanished,  and  presently  he  saw  Peter  himself 
saunter  forth  to  chat  with  the  traveller  beneath  his  tree. 
And  Peter  Dealtry  was  the  same  as  ever,  only  he  seemed 
perhaps  shorter  and  thinner  than  of  old,  as  if  Time  did 
not  so  much  break  as  wear  mine  host's  slender  person 
gradually  away. 

The  horseman  gazed  for  a  moment,  but  observing 
Peter  return  the  gaze,  he  turned  aside  his  head,  and,  putting 
his  horse  into  a  canter,  soon  passed  out  of  cognisance  of 
the  Spotted  Dog. 

He  now  came  in  sight  of  the  neat  white  cottage  of  the 
old  corporal ;  and  there,  leaning  over  the  pale,  a  crutch 
under  one  arm,  and  his  friendly  pipe  in  one  comer  of  his 
shrewd  mouth,  was  the  corporal  himself.  Perched  upon 
the  railing  in  a  semi-doze,  the  ears  down,  the  eyes  closed, 
sat  a  large  brown  cat:  poor  Jacobina,  it  was  not  thyself! 
death  spares  neither  cat  nor  king  ;  but  thy  virtues  lived  in 
thy  grandchild  ;  and  thy  grandchild  (as  age  brings  dotage) 
was  loved  even  more  than  thee  by  the  worthy  corporal. 
Long  may  thy  race  flourish  I  for  at  this  day  it  is  not 
extinct.  Nature  rarely  inflicts  barrenness  on  the  feline 
tribe ;  they  are  essentially  made  for  love,  and  love's  soft 
cares ;  and  a  cat's  lineage  outlives  the  lineage  of  kaisars. 

At  the  sound  of  hoofs,  the  corporal  turned  his  head, 
and  he  looked  \oii^  ^n'^  m^\M\Y  ^^  ^e  horseman,  as. 
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elaxing  his  horse's  pace  into  a  walk,  our  traveller  rode 
lowly  on. 

**  Tore  George,"  muttered  the  corporal,  "  a  fine  man 
—a  very  fine  man ;  *bout  my  inches — augh  I" 

A  smile,  but  a  very  faint  smile,  crossed  the  lip  of  the 
orseman,  as  he  gazed  on  the  figure  of  the  stalwart 
orporal. 

<<  He  eyes  me  hard,''  thought  he ;  <*  yet  he  does  not 
eem  to  remember  me.  I  must  be  greatly  changed.  'Tis 
^rtunate,  however,  that  I  am  not  recognised :  &in,  in- 
ieed,  at  this  time,  would  I  come  and  go  unnoticed  and 
lone." 

The  horseman  fell  into  a  revery,  which  was  broken  by 
be  murmur  of  the  sunny  rivulet,  fretting  over  each  little 
bstacle  it  met,  the  happy  and  spoiled  child  of  Nature  I 
that  murmur  rang  on  the  horseman's  hear  like  a  voice 
Pom  his  boyhood ;  how  familiar  was  it,  how  dear  I  No 
me  of  music — no  haunting  air — ever  recalled  so  rushing 
host  of  memories  and  associations,  as  that  simple,  rest- 
»8,  everlasting  sound  I  Everlasting  I — all  had  changed, 
—the  trees  had  sprung  up  or  decayed, — some  cottages 
round  were  ruins, — some  new  and  unfamiliar  ones  sup- 
lied  their  place;  and,  on  the  stranger  himself — on  all 
bose  whom  the  sound  recalled  to  his  heart — Time  had 
een,  indeed,  at  work ;  but,  with  the  same  exulting  bound 
nd  happy  voice,  that  little  brook  leaped  along  its  way. 
iges  hence,  may  the  course  be  as  glad,  and  the  murmur  as 
iiU  of  mirth  I  They  are  blessed  things,  those  remote  and 
achanging  streams ! — they  fill  us  with  the  same  love  as  if 
bey  were  living  creatures  ! — and  in  a  green  comer  of  the 
rorld  there  is  one,  that,  for  my  part,  I  never  see  without 
u^etting  myself  to  tears  —  tears  that  I  would  not  lose  for 
king's  ransom ;  tears  that  no  other  sight  or  sound  could 
idl  from  their  source ;  tears  of  what  afiection,  what  soft 
egret ;  tears  that  leave  me,  for  days  afterwards,  a  betteir 
nd  a  kinder  man ! 

The  traveller,  after  a  brief  pause,  continued  his  road ; 
nd  now  he  came  full  upon  the  old  manor-house.  The 
reeds  were  grown  up  in  the  garden,  the  mossed  paling  was 
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•broken  in  many  places^  the*  house  itoelf  wbb  ahnt^  a 

the  son  glanced  on  the  deep-sunk  casemeuts,  withon 

•ing  its  way  into  the  desolate  interior.     H%h  above  1 

hospitable  gate  hung  a  board*  announcing  that  the 

'was  for  sale,  and  referring  the  curioois  or  the  sped 

to  the  attorney  of  the  neighbouring  town.     The  hoi 

sighed  heavily,  and  muttered  to  himself;  then^  turn 

-  the  road  •  that  led  to  the  back  entrance,  he  came  u 

'  court-yard,  and,  leading  his  horse  into  an  empty  sta 

■  proceeded  on  foot  through  the  dismantled  premise^  p 

( with  every  moment^  and  holding  a  sad  and  ever-chi 

^'  commune  with  himself.     An  old  woman,  a  amm, 

him,  was  the  sole  inmate  of  the  house ;  and,  imagin 

'  'Came  to  buy,  or,  at  least,  examine,  she  condncte 

through  the  house,  pointing  out  its  advantages,  and  h 

'  ing  its  dilapidated  state.   Our  traveller  scarcely  heai 

•  but  when  he  came  to  one  room,  which  he  would  not 
'  till  the  last  (it  was  the  little  parlour  in  which  tlM 

•  happy  family  had  been  wont  to  sit),  he  sank  down 
.  chair  that  had  been  Lester*s  honoured  seat,  and,  co 

hb  face  with  his  hands,  did   not  move  or  look  ' 

•  several  moments.  The  old  woman  gazed  at  him  wil 
prise. — "  Perhaps,  sir,  you  knew  the  family  ?  —  the^ 
greatly  beloved." 

The  traveller  did  not  answer ;    but  when  he  n 
muttered  to  himself,  —  "No;  the  experiment  is  m 

•  vain  !  Never,  never  could  I  live  here  again  —  it  m 
so — my  forefathers  house  must  pass  into  a  stn 
hands."     With  this  reflection  he  hurried  from  the 

*  "  and,  re-entering  the  garden,  turned  through  a  littl 

that  swung  half  open  on  its  shattered  hinges,  and  le 
the  green  and  quiet  sanctuaries  of  the  dead.  Thi 
touching  character  of  deep  and  undisturbed  repos 
hallows  the  country  churchyard,  —  and  that  mon 
most,  — yet  brooded  there,  as  when,  years  ago,  it  wc 
young  mind  to  reflection,  then  unmingled  with  regr 
He  passed  over  the  rude  mounds  of  earth  that  o 

•  the   deceased  poor,   and  paused   at   a   tomb  of  1 
<  though  but  of  simple  preteusions ;    it  was  not  yi 


EUGENE  ARAM.  447 

coloured  by  the  dews  and  seasons,  and  the  short  inscrip- 
*  tion  traced  upon  it  was  strikingly  legible  in  comparison 
with  those  around. 


"  Rowland  Lester,  obiit  1760,  set.  64. 
"'  Blessed  are  tbey  that  mourn,  for  they  shall  be  comforted.*" 


By  that  tomb  the  traveller  remained  in  undisturbed  con- 
templation for  some  time;  and  when  he  turned,  all  the 
swarthy  colour  had  died  from  his  cheek,  his  eyes  were  dim, 
and  the  wonted  pride  of  a  young  man*s  step  and  a  sol- 
'  dier's  bearing  was  gone  from  his  mien. 

As  he  looked  up,  his  eye  caught  afar,  embedded  among 
the  soft  verdure  of  the  spring,  one  lone  and  grey  house, 
from  whose  chimney  there  rose  no  smoke — sad,  inhospit- 
able, dismantled  as  that  beside  which  he  now  stood; — as 
'  if  the  curse  which  had  fallen  on  the  inmates  of  either 
mansion  still  clung  to  either  roof.  One  hasty  glance  only, 
the  traveller  gave  to  the  solitary  and  distant  abode, — and 
then  started  and  quickened  his  pace. 

On  re-entering  the  stables,  the  traveller  found  the  cor- 
poral examining  his  horse  from  head  to  foot  with  great 
care  and  scrupulosity. 

"  Good  hoofs  too,  humph  I "  quoth  the  corporal,  as  he 
released  the  front  leg  ;  and,  turning  round,  saw,  with  some 
little  confusion,  the  owner  of  the  steed  he  had  been  honour- 
ing with  so  minute  a  survey.  "  Oh, —  augh  !  looking  at 
the  beastie,  sir,  lest  it  might  have  cast  a  shoe.  Thought 
your  honour  might  want  some  intelligent  person  to  shew 
you  the  premises,  if  so  be  you  have  come  to  buy ;  nothing 
but  an  old  'oman  there ;  dare  say  your  honour  does  not  like 
old  'omen — augh  !" 

"  The  owner  is  not  in  these  parts  ?  "  said  the  horseman. 

"  No,  overseas,  sir ;  a  fine  young  gentleman,  but  hasty ; 
and — and — but  Lord  bless  me  I  sure — no,  it  can't  be  — 
yes,  now  you  turn  —  it  is — it  is  my  young  master  I "  So 
saying,  the  corporal,  roused  into  affection,  hobbled  up  to 
the  wanderer,  and  seized  and  kissed  his  hand.  "  Ah,  sir, 
we  shall  be  glad,  indeed,  to  see  you  back  after  such  doiu^. 
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But's  all  forgotten  now,  and  gone  bj — augh !  Poor  Miss 
Ellinor,  how  happy  shell  be  to  see  your  honour.  Ah !  how 
she  be  changed,  surely  /" 

<<  Changed ;  ay,  I  make  no  doubt !  What  I  does  she 
look  in  weak  health  ?'' 

<<  No  ;  as  to  that,  your  honour,  she  be  winsome  enough 
still,''  quoth  the  corporal,  smacking  his  lips ;  ^^  I  seed  her 
the  week  afore  last,  when  I  went  over  to ^  for  I  sup- 
pose you  knows  as  she  lives  there,  all  alone  like,  in  a  small 
house,  with  a  green  rail  afore  it,  and  a  brass  knocker  on 

the  door  at  top  of  the  town,  with  a  fine  view  of  the 

hills  in  front  ?  Well,  sir,  I  seed  her,  and  mighty  handsome 
she  looked,  though  a  little  thinner  than  she  was  ;  but,  for 
all  that,  she  be  greatly  changed." 

"  How  I  for  the  worse  ?  " 

"  For  the  worse,  indeed,"  answered  the  corporal, 
assuming  an  air  of  melancholy  and  grave  significance; 
^^she  be  grown  religious,  sir,  think  of  that — augh — bother 
whaugh  I " 

"  Is  that  all  ?  "  said  Walter,  relieved;  and  with  a  slight 
smile.     And  she  lives  alone  ?  " 

"  Quite,  poor  young  lady,  as  if  she  had  made  up  her 
mind  to  be  an  old  maid  :  though  I  know  as  how  sh€ 
refused  Squire  Knyvett  of  the  Grange;  waiting  for  your 
honour's  return,  mayhap  ! " 

"  Lead  out  the  horse,  Bunting ;  but  stay,  I  am  sorry 
to  see  you  with  a  crutch  ;  what's  the  cause  ?  no  accident, 
I  trust  ?  " 

"  Merely  rheumatics — will  attack  the  youngest  of  us; 
never  been  quite  myself  since  I  went  a  travelling  with 
your  honour — augh! — without  going  to  Lunnun  arter 
all.     But  I  shall  be  stronger  next  year,  I  dare  to  say  ! " 

"  I  hope  you  will,  Bunting.  And  Miss  Lester  lives 
alone,  you  say?" 

"  Ay ;  and  for  all  she  be  so  religious,  the  poor  about 
do  bless  her  very  footsteps.  She  does  a  power  of  good ; 
she  gave  me  half-a-guinea,  your  honour;  an  exceUent 
young  lady,  so  sensible  like  ! " 

"  Thank  you;  I  can  tighten  the  girths  ! — so  ! — there, 
Bunting, — there  s  some\\vvu^^<c>\  O^^^Q«s^^30i\auship's  sake." 
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'  <*  Thank  your  honour ;  you  be  too  good,  always  was 
«*^baugh  I  But  I  hopes  your  honour  be  a  coming  to  live 
'here  now ;  'twill  make  things  smile  again  I " 

"  No,  Bunting,  I  fear  not,"  said  Walter,  spurring 
through  the  gates  of  the  yard. — "  Good  day." 

**  Augh,  then,"  cried  the  corporal,  hobbling  breath- 
lessly after  him,  '^  if  so  be  as  I  sha'n-t  see  your  honour  agin, 
Bjt  which  I  am  extramely  consamed,  will  your  honour  re- 
tH>llect  your  promise,  touching  the  *tato  ground?  The 
steward,  Master  Bailey,  'od  rot  him  I  has  clean  forgot  it — 
augh I " 

<^  The  same  old  man.  Bunting,  eh  ?  Well,  make  your 
mind  easy  ;  it  shall  be  done." 

<^  Lord  bless  your  honour's  good  heart ;  thank  ye ;  and 
-^and"  laying  his  hand  on  the  bridle — ^*  your  honour  did 
'Say  the  bit  cot  should  be  rent-free?  You  see,  your 
ihonour,"  quoth  the  corporal,  drawing  up  with  a  grave 
:8mile,  '^  I  may  marry  some  day  or  other,  and  have  a  large 
•family;  and  the  rent  won't  sit  so  easy  then — augh  I" 

"Let  go  the  rein,  Bunting*— <  and  consider  your  house 
Tent-free." 

"  And  your  honour— and-— '—" 
But  Walter  was  already  in  a  brisk  trot;  and   the 
jremaining  petitions  of  the  corporal  died  in  empty  air. 

"  A  good  day's  work,  too,"  muttered  Jacob,  hobbling 
■homeward.  **  What  a  green  un  'tis  still  I  Never  be  a 
.man  of  the  world ^ augh  I " 

For  two  hours  Walter  did  not  relax  the  rapidity  of  his 
^paoe ;  and  when  he  did  so  at  the  descent  of  a  steep  hill,  a 
amall  country  town  lay  before  him,  the  sun  glittering  on 
its  single  spire,  and  lighting  up  the  l(mg,  clean,  centre 
.street,  with  the  good  old-fashioned  garden  stretching 
-^hind  each  house,  and  detached  cottages  around,  peeping 
&rth  here  and  there  from  the  blossoms  and  verdure  of  the 
young  May.  He  rode  into  the  yard  of  the  principal  ino, 
and  putting  up  his  horse,  inquired,  in  a  tone  that  he 
persuiaded  himself  was  the  tone  of  indifference^  for  Miss 
Lester's. house. 

"  John,"  said  the  landlady  (landlord  there  was  \vcs\n&V 
summoning  a  Utde  boy  of  about  ten  "j^ata  cAA. — *"*"  x^^sl  ^^^ 
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and  shew  this  gentleman  the  good  lady*s  house :  and — 
stay — his  honour  will  excuse  you  a  moment — just  take  up 
the  nosegay  you  cut  for  her  this  morning:  she  loves 
flowers.  Ah  I  sir,  an  excellent  young  lady  is  Miss  Lester," 
continued  the  hostess,  as  the  boy  ran  back  for  the  nosegay ; 
<<  so  charitable,  so  kind,  so  meek  to  all.  Adversity,  they 
say,  softens  some  characters;  but  she  must  always  have 
been  good.  And  so  religious,  sir,  though  so  young  I 
Well,  God  bless  her  I  and  that  every  one  must  say.  My 
boy  John,  sir, —  be  is  not  eleven  yet,  come  next  August — 
a  'cute  boy,  calls  her  the  good  lady :  we  now  always  call 
her  so  here.  Come,  John,  that's  right.  You  stay  to  dine 
here,  sir  ?     Shall  I  put  down  a  chicken  ?  " 

At  the  farther  extremity  of  the  town  stood  Miss 
Lester's  dwelling.  It  was  the  house  in  which  her  father 
had  spent  his  last  days;  and  there  she  had  continued  to 
reside,  when  left  by  his  death  to  a  small  competence,  which 
Walter,  then  abroad,  had  persuaded  her  (for  her  pride  was 
of  the  right  kind)  to  suffer  him,  though  but  slightly,  to  in- 
crease. It  was  a  detached  and  small  building,  standing  a 
little  from  the  road  ;  and  Walter  paused  for  some  moments 
at  the  garden-gate,  and  gazed  round  him  before  he  followed 
his  young  guide,  who,  tripping  lightly  up  the  gravel-walk 
to  the  door,  rang  the  bell,  and  inquired  if  Miss  Lester  was 
within  ? 

Walter  was  left  for  some  moments  alone  in  a  little  par- 
lour :  he  required  those  moments  to  recover  himself  from 
the  past  that  rushed  sweeping4y  over  him.  And  was  it  — 
yes,  it  was  Ellinor  that  now  stood  before  him  ! — Changed 
she  was,  indeed ;  the  slight  girl  had  budded  into  woman ; 
changed  she  was,  indeed  ;  the  bound  had  for  ever  left  that 
step,  once  so  elastic  with  hope ;  the  vivacity  of  the  quick, 
dark  eye  was  soft  and  quiet;  the  rich  colour  had  given 
place  to  a  hue  fainter,  though  not  less  lovely.  But  to  re- 
peat in  verse  what  is  poorly  bodied  forth  in  prose — 

*'  And  years  bad  past,  and  thus  they  met  again  ; 
The  wind  had  swept  along  the  flower  since  then  : 
O'er  her  fair  cheek  a  paler  lustre  spread, 
As  if  the  white  rose  triumphed  o'er  the  red. 
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No  more  she  wa1k*d  exulting  on  the  air ; 
Light  though  her  step,  there  was  a  languor  there : 
No  more — her  spirit  hursting  from  its  bound, — 
She  stood,  like  Hebe,  scattering  smiles  around."* 

"  Ellinor  I "  said  Walter,  mournfully,  "  thank  God  I  we 
meet  at  last." 

"  That  voice — that  face — my  cousin — my  dear,  dear 
Walter ! " 

All  reserve,  all  consciousness,  fled  in  the  delight  of 
that  moment ;  and  Ellinor  leaned  her  head  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  scarcely  felt  the  kiss  that  he  pressed  upon 
her  lips. 

"  And  so  long  absent  I  **  said  Ellinor,  reproachfully. 

"  But  did  you  not  tell  me  that  the  blow  that  had  fallen 
on  our  house  had  stricken  from  you  all  thoughts  of  love  — 
had  divided  us  for  ever  ?  And  what,  Ellinor,  was  England 
or  home  without  you  ?  " 

"  Ah  I  *'  said  Ellinor,  recovering  herself,  and  a  deep 
paleness  succeeding  to  the  warm  and  delighted  flush,  that 
had  been  conjured  to  her  cheek,  "do  not  revive  the  past; 
I  have  sought  for  years — long,   solitary,  desolate  years 

—  to  escape  from  its  dark  recollections ! " 

"  You  speak  wisely,  dearest  Ellinor ;  let  us  assist  each 
other  in  doing  so.  We  are  alone  in  the  world — let  us 
unite  our  lot.  Never,  through  all  I  have  seen  and  felt, — 
in  the  starry  night-watch  of  camps — in  the  blaze  of  courts 

—  by  the  sunny  groves  of  Italy  —  in  the  deep  forests  of 
Hartz — never  have  I  forgotten  you,  my  sweet  and  dear 
cousin.  Your  image  has  linked  itself  indissolubly  with  all 
I  conceived  of  home  and  happiness,  and  a  tranquil  and 
peaceful  future ;  and  now  I  return,  and  see  you,  and  find 
you  changed,  but  oh,  how  lovely  I  Ah,  let  us  not  part 
again!  A  consoler,  a  guide,  a  soother,  father,  brother, 
husband, — all  this  my  heart  whispers  I  could  be  to  you  I " 

Ellinor  turned  away  her  face,  but  her  heart  was  very 
full.     The  solitary  years  that  had  passed  over  her  since 

•  Frcan    A    Portrait,    by    the    Author  — .  •*  O    Virgo,    quam    te 
memorem ! " 
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they  last  met,  rose  up  before  her.  The  only  living  im^ 
that  had  mingled  througli  those  years  ipith  the  dreams  of 
the  departed,  was  his  who  now  knelt  at  her  feet ; — hersi^e 
friend — her  sole  relative — her  first — her  last  love!  Of 
all  the  world,  he  waa  the  only  one  with  whom  she  could 
recur  to  the  past;  on  whom  she  might  repose  her  bruisei 
but  still  unconquered  affections.  And  Walter  knew  br 
that  blush— that  sigh — that  tear,  that  he  was  rememberiKl 
— that  he  was  beloved — tliat  his  cousin  was  his  on 
at  last! 

"But  before  you  end,"  said  my  friend,  to  whom  I 
shewed  the  above  pages,  originally  concluding  my  tale  vitb 
the  last  sentence,  "you  must,— it  is  a  comfortable  am) 
orthodox  old  taahion, — tell  us  a  little  about  the  fate  oftlm 
other  persons  to  whom  you  have  introduced  us: — lit 
vretch  Houseman?" 

"  True ;  in  the  mysterious  course  of  mortal  affairs,  tbe 
greater  villain  had  escaped,  the  more  generous  and  redeem- 
ed one  fallen.  But  though  Houseman  died  without  vio- 
lence— died  in  his  bed,  as  honest  men  die — ^wecan  scarcelj 
believe  that  hb  life  was  not  punishment  enough.  He  NvmI 
in  strict  eeclusion — the  secluBion  of  poverty,  and  main- 
tained himself  by  dressing  flax.  His  lite  was  several  timei 
attempted  by  the  mob,  for  he  waa  an  object  of  univer^ 
execration  and  horror;  and  even  ten  years  al\em'anl<, 
when  he  died,  his  body  was  buried  in  secret  at  the  deal 
of  night,  for  the  hatred  of  the  world  survived  him  I" 

"And  the  corporal,  did  he  marry  in  hia  old  age?  " 

"History  telieth  of  one  Jacob  Bunting,  whose  wife 
several  years  younger  than  himself,  played  him  certvn 
sorry  pranks  with  the  young  curate  of  the  parish :  llw 
said  Jacob  knowing  nothing  thereof,  but  furnishing  great 
oblectation  unto  his  neighbours  by  boasting  that  he  turned 
an  excellent  penny  by  selling  poultry  to  his  reverence  abo'c 
market  prices, —  'For  Bessy,  my  girl,  I'm  a  man  of  tb« 
world— aughf" 

"Contented!    a  suitable  late  for  the  old  doB Bui 

Peter  Dealtry  ?  "  ^ 
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•*  Of  PiBter  Dealtry  know  we  nothing  more,  save  that 
we  have  seen  at  Grassdale  churchyard  a  small  tombstone 
inscribed  to  his  memory,  with  the  following  sacred  poesy 
thereto  appended : — 

'  We  floarish,  saith  the  holy  text, 
One  hour,  and  are  cut  down  the  next : 
I  was  like  grass  but  yesterday. 
But  Death  has  mowed  me  into  hay.' "  * 

**  And  his  namesake,  Sir  Peter  Grindlescrew  Hales  ?  *' 

"Went  through  a  long  life,  honoured  and  respected, 
but  met  with  domestic  misfortunes  in  old  age.  His  eldest 
son  married  a  servant  maid,  and  his  youngest  daugh- 
ter  " 

"  Eloped  with  the  groom  ?  " 

"  By  no  means  :  with  a  young  spendthrift — the  very 
picture  of  what  Sir  Peter  was  in  his  youth.  They  were 
both  disinherited,  and  Sir  Peter  died  in  the  arms  of  his 
eight  remaining  children,  seven  of  whom  never  forgave  his 
memory  for  not  being  the  eighth,  viz.  chief  heir.*' 

"  And  his  contemporary,  John  Courtland,  the  non-hypo- 
chondriac ?  " 

"  Died  of  sudden  suffocation,  as  he  was  crossing  Houn- 
slow  Heath." 

"  But  Lord  *»♦##?" 

"  Lived  to  a  great  age ;  his  last  days,  owing  to  growing 
infirmities,  were  spent  out  of  the  world ;  every  one  pitied 
him,  —  it  was  the  happiest  time  of  his  life  I " 

"  Dame  Darkmans  ?  " 

"  Was  found  dead  in  her  bed ;  from  over-fatigue,  it  was 
supposed,  in  making  merry  at  the  funeral  of  a  young  girl 
on  the  previous  day." 

"Well  I  —  hem, — and  so  Walter  and  his  cousin  were 
really  married  I  And  did  they  never  return  to  the  old 
manor-house?" 

"  No ;  the  memory  that  is  allied  only  to  melancholy 
grows  sweet  with  years,  and  hallows  the  spot  which  it 
haunts ;  not  so  the  memory  allied  to  dread,  terror,  'and 
something  too  of  shame.    Walter  sold  the  property  with 

**  Verbatim. 
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some  pangs  of  natural  regret ;  after  his  marriage  with 
Eliinor  he  returned  abroad  for  some  time,  but  finally 
settling  in  England,  engaged  in  active  life,  and  left  to 
his  posterity  a  name  they  still  honour ;  and  to  his  coun- 
try, the  memory  of  some  services  that  will  not  lightly  pass 
away." 

But  one  dread  and  gloomy  remembrance  never  forsook 
his  mind,  and  exercised  the  most  powerful  influence  over 
the  actions  and  motives  of  his  life.  In  every  emergency, 
in  every  temptation,  there  rose  to  his  eyes  the  fate  of  him 
so  gifted,  so  noble  in  much,  so  formed  for  greatness  in  all 
things,  blasted  by  one  crime — self-sought,  but  self-denied; 
a  crime,  the  offspring  of  bewildered  reasonings — all  the 
while  speculating  upon  virtue.  And  that  fate,  revealing  the 
darker  secrets  of  our  kind,  in  which  the  true  science  of 
morals  is  chiefly  found,  taught  him  the  twofold  lesson, 
— caution  for  himself,  and  charity  for  others.  He  knew 
henceforth  that  even  the  criminal  is  not  all  evil ;  the  angel 
within  us  is  not  easily  expelled ;  it  survives  sin,  ay,  and 
many  sins,  and  leaves  us  sometimes  in  amaze  and  marvel 
at  the  good  that  lingers  round  the  heart  even  ofthe  hardiest 
offender. 

And  Eliinor  clung  with  more  than  revived  affection  to 
one  with  whose  lot  she  was  now  allied.  Walter  was  her 
last  tie  upon  earth,  and  in  him  she  learned  day  by  day,  more 
lavishly  to  treasure  up  her  heart.  Adversity  and  trial  had 
ennobled  the  character  of  both  ;  and  she  who  had  so  long 
seen  in  her  cousin  all  she  could  love,  beheld  now  in  her 
husband  that  greater  and  more  enduring  spell  —  all  that 
she  could  venerate  and  admire.  A  certain  religious  fervour, 
in  which,  after  the  calamities  of  her  familv,  she  had  in- 
dulged,  continued  with  her  to  the  last ;  but  (softened  by 
human  ties,  and  the  reciprocation  of  earthly  duties  and 
affections),  it  was  fortunately  preserved  either  from  the 
undue  enthusiasm  or  the  undue  austerity  into  which  it 
would  otherwise,  in  all  likelihood,  have  merged.  What 
remained,  however,  uniting  her  most  cheerful  thoughts 
with  something  serious,  and  the  happiest  moments  of  the 
present  with  tVie  d\«v  ^w^  ^^qjV^ysvw  forecast  of  the  future, 
elevated  her  nature,  noX.  ^e^x^-s.^^^,  ^\A  \sfiAfc.\\s»^N\ivble 
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rather  in  tender  than  in  sombre  hues.  And  it  was  sweet, 
when  the  thought  of  Madeline  ana  her  father  came  across 
her,  to  recur  at  once  for  consolation  to  that  heaven  in 
which  she  believed  their  tears  were  dried,  and  their  past 
sorrows  but  a  forgotten  dream  I  There  is,  indeed,  a  time 
of  life  when  these  reflections  make  our  chief,  though  a 
melancholy,  pleasure.  As  we  grow  older,  and  sometimes 
a  hope,  sometimes  a  friend,  is  shivered  from  our  path,  the 
thought  of  an  immortality  will  press  itself  forcibly  upon 
us  I  and  there,  by  little  and  little,  as  the  ant  piles  grain 
after  grain,  the  garners  of  a  future  sustenance,  we  learn  to 
carry  our  hopes,  and  harvest,  as  it  were,  our  wishes. 

Our  cousins,  then,  were  happy.  Happy,  for  they  loved 
one  another  entirely;  and  on  those  who  do  so  love,  I 
sometimes  think  that,  barring  physical  pain  and  extreme 
poverty,  the  ills  of  life  fall  with  but  idle  malice.  Yes, 
they  were  happy,  in  spite  of  the  past  and  in  defiance  of 
the  future. 

"  I  am  satisfied,  then,"  said  my  friend,  —  "and  your 
tale  is  fairly  done  I " 


And  now,  reader,  farewell  I  If  sometimes,  as  thou  hast 
gone  with  me  to  this  our  parting  spot,  thou  hast  suffered 
thy  companion  to  win  the  mastery  over  thine  interest,  to 
flash  now  on  thy  convictions,  to  touch  now  thy  heart,  to 
guide  thy  hope,  to  excite  thy  anxiety,  to  gain  even  almost 
to  the  sources  of  thy  tears — then  is  there  a  tie  between 
thee  and  me  which  cannot  readily  be  broken  I  And  when 
thou  hearest  the  malice  that  wrongs  aflect  the  candour 
which  should  judge,  thou  wilt  be  surprised  to  feel  how 
unconsciously  He  who  has,  even  in  a  tale,  once  wound 
himself  around  those  feelings  not  daily  excited,  can  find 
in  thy  sympathies  the  defence,  or  in  thy  charity  the  indul- 
gence,— of  a  fiiend ! 


THE  END. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


In  the  preface  to  this  Novel  it  was  stated  that  the 
original  intention  of  its  Author  was  to  compose,  upon 
*the  facts  of  Aram's  gloomy  history,  a  tragedy  instead 
of  a  romance.  It  may  now  be  not  altogether  with- 
out interest  for  the  reader,  if  I  submit  to  his  indul- 
gence the  rough  outline  of  the  first  act,  and  half  of 
the  second  act,  of  a  fragment  of  a  drama,  which 
first  appeared  in  the  New  Monthly  Magazine^  and 
which,  in  all  probability,  will  never  be  finished. 
So  far  as  I  have  gone,  the  construction  of  the 
tragedy  differs,  in  some  respects,  materially  from 
that  of  the  tale.  I  should  add,  that  the  scene  and 
story  being  wholly  of  a  rustic  nature,  I  have  pur- 
posely left  the  diction  in  many  places  somewhat 
rude  and  familiar,  although  the  whole  of  what  is 
now  presented  to  the  reader  must  be  considered 
merely  as  a  copy  from  the  first  rough  and  hasty 
sketch  of  an  uncompleted  design. 

£.  L.  B. 
November  1833. 


EUGENE    ARAM. 

A  TRAGEDY. 

ACT  I.    Scene  I. 

Arams  Apartment — JBooksy  Maps,  and  'Scientific  InstrU" 
ments  scattered  around.  In  every  thing  else  the  appear- 
ance of  the  greatest  poverty. 

1  st  Creditor  (behind  the  scenes), — I  must  be  paid.   Three 
moons  have  flitted  since 
You  pledged  your  word  to  me. 

2cf  Cred.  And  me  I 

Zd  Cred.  And  me  ! 

Aram  (entering).    Away,  I  tell  ye  I     Will  ye  rend  my 
garb? 
Away  !  to-morrow. Gentle  sirs,  to-morrow. 

\st  Cred,     This  is  your  constant  word. 

2d  Cred.  We'll  wait  no  more. 

Aram.     Ye'll  wait  no  more  ?     Enough  !  be  seated,  sirs, 
Pray  ye,  be  seated.    Well  I  with  searching  eyes 
Ye  do  survey  these  walls  I     Contain  they  aught — 
Nay,  take  your  leisure — to  annul  your  claims  ? 
(Turning  to  \st  Cred.)  See,  sir,  yon  books — they're  yours, 

if  you  but  tear 
That  fragment  of  spoiled  paper — be  not  backward, 
I  give  them  with  good  will.     This  one  is  Greek ; 
A  golden  work — sweet  sir — a  golden  work ; 
It  teaches  us  to  bear — what  I  have  borne  I — 
And  to  forbear  men's  ills,  as  you  have  done. 

\st  Cred.    You  mock  me.     Well 

Aram.  Mockt  mockl     Ma&\  \ss^  ^«cA^ 
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Du  rag3  indulge  in  jesting  ?     Fie,  sir,  fie ! 

(^Turning  lo  2d  Cred.)     You  will  not  wrong  me  so?  ( 

your  receipt 
Take  this  round  orb ;  it  miniaf iircB  tlio  world, — 
And  in  ite  study  I  forgot  the  world  ! 

Take  this,  yon  table; — a  poor  scholar's  fare  I     I 

Needs  no  8uch  proud  support ; — yon  bed,  too  I  Sleep.  4^B 
Is  a  sweet  luxury — it  laps  lean  Care  ^^1 

Within  the  arms  of  the  dream- mi  rror'd  Past;  ■•• 

But  Sleep  and  I  have  quarrell'd  ; — take  it,  sir  I 

2d  Cred.  (muttering  to  the  otiiers).  Come,  we  must  leave 
him  to  the  law,  or  famine. 
You  see  his  goods  were  costly  at  a  groat  1 

lit  CTed.  Well,  henceforth  I  will  grow  more  wise !    'Tis 

Learning  is  better  than  a  house  or  lands. 
Let  me  be  modest  I     Learning  shall  go  free ; 
Give  me  security  in  house  and  lands. 

3(i  Cred.  (^lingering  after  the  other  two  depart,  offers  a 
piece  of  money  to  Aram).     There,  man  ;  I  came  to 
menace  yon  with  law 
And  gaols.  You're  poorer  than  I  thought  youl — there 

Aram  (loohing  at  the  money).  What  I  and  a  be^ar,  too ! 
'Tis  mighty  well. 
Good  sir,  I'm  grateful — I  will  »ot  refuse  you  ; 
'Twill  win  back  Plato  from  the  crabbed  hands 
Of  him  who  lends  on  alt  things.     Thank  you,  sir, 
Plato  and  I  wilt  thank  you. 

Bd  Cred,  Crazed,  poor  scholar ! 

I'll  take  my  little  one  IVom  school  this  day  I 

Scene  II. 
Aram.  Rogues  thrive  in  ease  ;  and  fools  grow  rich  with 
toil; 
Wealth's  wanton  eye  on  Wisdom  coldly  dwells. 
And  turns  to  dote  upon  the  ^reen  younfa,  Pol)y~— 
And  Folly  wastes  a  life,  and  wins  at  last  ' 

The  harlot's  false  embrace  I     Oh,  life  I  poor  life  1 
With  what  a  constant  and  soul-lavish  love 
We  ding  to  thee — though  mioery  and  gaunt  want 
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Have  made  thee  hideous  to  all  other  eyes 
But  his  who  wears  thee  !  — let  each  charm  be  fled, 
We  gorge  not  less  on  the  unslakied  desire  ; — 
Making  our  bliss  in  what  sense  sees  our  curse. 
To  die  :  ay,  there's  the  cure — the  plashing  stream 
That  girds  these  walls — the  drug  of  the  dank  weeds 
That  rot  the  air  below;  these  hoard  the  balm 
Por  broken,  pining,  and  indignant  hearts. 
But  the  witch  Hope  forbids  me  to  be  wise ; 
And  when  1  turn  to  these  —  Woe's  only  friends 

[^Pointing  to  his  books. 
And  with  their  weird  and  eloquent  voices  calm 
The  stir  and  Babel  of  this  world  within, 
I  can  but  dream  that  my  vex'd  years  at  last 
Shall  find  the  quiet  of  a  hermit's  cell. 
And  far  from  men's  rude  malice  or  low  scorn, 
Beneath  the  loved  gaze  of  the  lambent  stars. 
And  with  the  hollow  rocks,  and  sparry  caves. 
And  mystic  waves,  and  music-'murmuring  winds  — 
My  oracles  and  co-mates — watch  my  life 
Glide  down  the  stream  of  knowledge,  and  behold 
Its  waters  with. a  musing  stillness  glass 
The  smiles  of  Nature  and  the  eyes  of  Heaven  I 

Scene  HI. 

Enter  Boteler,  slowly  watching  him;  as  lie  remains  silent 
and  in  thought^  Boteler  touches  him  on  the  shoulder, 

Boteler,    How  now  I   what  I   gloomy  ?    and  the  day  so 
bright; 
Why,  the  old  dog  that  guards  the  court  below 
Hath  crept  from  out  his  wooden  den,  and  shakes 
His  grey  hide  in  the  fresh  and  merry  air ;. 
He  changed  the  sullen  and  rebuking  note 
Of  jealous  wrath,  with  which  he  wont  to  greet  me, 
Into  a  voice  of  welcome  as  I  pass!d. 
Come,  rouse  thee,  Aram ;  let  us  forth. 

Aram,  Nay, .  friend. 

My  spirit  lackeys  not  the  moody  skies. 
Nor  change^-— bright  or  darkling — with  their  change. 


nging 

f 


Rrewel!.  good  neigbbour;  I  must  work,  this  day  ; — 
Beliold  my  tools  —  and  soholars  toil  aloncl 

Soteler,     Tush  !  a  few  minutes  wasted  upon  ine 
Hay  well  be  spared  from  tbis  long  suiomer  day. 
Hast  heard  the  aewH?    Monsoa  ? — thou'st  known  the 

man? 
.  Aram,     I  do  remember.     He  was  poor.     I  knew  him. 

Soteler.     But  he  ia  poor  no  more.      The  all'changing 
wheel 
Roll'd  round,  and  acatter'd  riches  on  his  hearth. 
A  man  he  never  saw,— scarce  heard  his  name, — 
Bnt  who,  some  lustrums  since,  derived  his  birth 
From  the  same  stock,  hath  died  in  sonie  far  land, 
Beneath  the  tropic,  and  hath  lefl;  his  heir 
In  our  good  neighbour.     Why,  you  seem  not  glad 
Does  it  not  please  you  ? 
"    Aram.  Ym.  ■■-■■■■   v   - 

BoiOer.  AndafrtttbOUM;    <>' 

11b  a.  poor  feed,  but  honest    Had  dune  Fate- 
Done  this  for  you — for  me;-i— 'tli  true  ourlmuDS 
Had  taught  us  better  how  to  spend  the  dross  ; 
But  earth  hatli  worse  men  than  our  neighbour. 

Aram.  Ay, 

'Tis  true  our  heart  hath  given  more  noble  wings 
To  the  dull  metal. 

Boteler.  Yes,  what  glowing  smiles 

From  the  rich  lip  of  beauty  1  had  bought  I 
Women  and  wine — the^  are  the  gems  of  life  I 
Would  I  wer«  rich  I 

Aram.  Are  these  thy  low  ambition  P 

Would  /were  rich,  too ; — but  for  other  aims. 
Oh  I  what  a  glorious  and  time'hallow'd  world 
Would  I  invoke  around  me  :  and  valb  in 
A  haunted  solitude  with  those  bright  souls. 
That,  with  a  still  and  warning  aspect,  gaze 
Upon  us  from  the  hallowing  shroud  of  books  ! 
By  Heaven,  there  should  not  be  a  seer  who  left 
The  world  one  doctrine,  but  I'd  task  his  lore. 
And  commune  with  his  spirit  I     All  the  truths 
Of  all  the  tongues  of  earth — I'd  have  themai^ 
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Had  I  the  golden  spell  to  raise  their  ghosts  I 

I'd  build  me  domes,  too ;  from  whose  giddy  height 

My  soul  would  watch  the  night  stars,  and  unsphere 

The  destinies  of  man,  or  track  the  ways 

Of  God  from  world  to  world ;  pursue  the  winds, 

The  clouds  that  womb  the  thunder — ^to  their  home ; 

Invoke  and  conquer  Nature — share  her  throne 

On  earth,  and  ocean,  and  the  chainless  air ; 

And  on  the  Titan  fabrics  of  old  truths 

Raise  the  bold  spirit  to  a  height  with  heaven  I 

Would — ^would  my  life  might  boast  one  year  of  wealth 

Though  death  should  bound  it  I 

Boteler,  Thou  mayst  have  thy  wish  ! 

Aram  (rapt,  and  abstractedly).     Who  spoke  ?     Me- 
thought  I  heard  my  genius  say — 
My  evil  genius — "  Thou  may'st  have  thy  wish." 

JBoteler  (touching  him). — Thou  heard'st  aright  I  Monson 
this  eve  will  pass 
By  Nid's  swift  wave  ;  he  bears  his  gold  with  him ; 
The  spot  is  lone — untenanted — remote. ; 
And  if  thou  hast  but  courage — one  bold  deed. 
And  one  short  moment — ^thou  art  poor  no  more. 

Aramr  {after  apattse,  turning  his  eyes  slowly  on  JBoteler), 
Boteler,  was  that  thy  voice  ? 

JBoteler,  How  couldst  thou  doubt  it  ? 

Aram.     Methought  its  tone  seem'd  changed  ;  and  now 
methinks. 
Now,  that  I  look  upon  thy  face,  my  eyes 
Discover  not  its  old  familiar  aspect. 
Thou  *rt  very  sure  thy  name  is  Boteler  ? 

JBoteler.  Pshaw, 

Thou  'rt  dreaming  still : — awake,  and  let  thy  mind 
And  heart  drink  all  I  breathe  into  thy  ear. 
I  know  thee,  Aram,  for  a  man  humane. 
Gentle,  and  musing ;  but  withal  of  stuff 
That  might  have  made  a  warrior ;  and  desires, 
Though  of  a  different  channel  from  my  own. 
As  high,  and  hard  to  limit.     Care  and  want 
Have  made  thee  what  they  made  thy  friend  long  since. 
And  when  I  wound  my  heart  to  a  resolve, 


DttigeroQi,  but  fwm^^triai  pwlfri J  dHMte[^.»  ,  :itr  «fi  ;tI 

OntiieeM<mewliomAteiHiliN«tae4Wk*    >  ^..^i^ii'T 

A  wonky  {wrtDfiT  in  jttie<iiMiidMialaid»  . '       -^  ji^f ' ;'  v^' 

Jratm^    Goon.    I pvy  tfiM pwuie jwt* .    fr-     •-    i: V 

Botebr.  Thnwi  fmiiMn   -    »' 

Few  wofcU  tto  body  fixrtb  my  iall  imgtu 

Know  that — at  iny.«dvia9— thw^eve-lhe^iiiird 

Ai|^  creduloiu  fool  of  f  ortoae  quite  Iiii/littii&  ^  > 

Say  but  one  word,  and  thon^Aaltjliaie  idlb 

The  gold  htt  beam  aboai  him. 

.Jram,  Attwhat  pritte? 

'^iBaider^    A  little  ooonge. 

>^»viM.  And  my  aoul  I 

I  lee  your  pp^geet*— 

BoieUr*  JT  And  embmoetit  ? 

Aram.  Lol 

Uow.many  deatbfiilf.dieadf  and  gbairfly 
Eneovpass  him  whom  the  stark  hunger  goKwm, 
And  the  grintidemon  Penury  abuts  Soak  out 
The  golden  Eden  of  his  bright  demres  J 
To-day,  I  thought  to  slay  mysdtf,  anddie. 
No  single  hope  once  won  I  — and  now  I  hear 
Dark  words  of  blood,  and  quail  not,  nor  recoiL — 
'Tis  but  a  death  in  either  case ; — or  mine 
Or  that  poor  dotard's  I — And  the  guilt — the  guilt, — 
Why,  what  is  guilt  ? — A  word  I     We  are  the  to<^ 
From  birth  to  death,  of  destiny :  and  shaped. 
For  sin  or  virtue,  by  the  iron  force 
Of  the  unseen,  but  unresisted,  hands 
Of  Fate,  the  august  compeiler  of  the  world. 

JBoteler,    It  works.    Behold  the  devil  at  all  hearts  I 
I  am  a  soldier,  and  inured  to  blood ; 
But  he  hath  lived  with  moralists  forsooth. 
And  yet  one  word  to  tempt  him,  and  one  stingy 
Of  the  food-craviqg  clay,  and  the  meek  -sage 
Grasps  at  the  crime  he  marvell'd  at  .before. 
Aram    (abruptly).      Thou  hast  broke   thy  fisii  :tyi 

morning? 
Boteler,  Ay,  in  iratfk 

Aram,    But ./  have  not  since  yesiervaoTn,  and  aak'd 
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In  the  belief  that  certain  thoughts  unwont 
To  blacken  the  still  mirror  of  my  mind 
Might  be  the  phantoms  of  the  hungered  flesh 
And  the  faint  nature.     I  was  wrong ;  since  you 
Share  the  same  thoughts,  nor  suffer  the  same  ills, 

Boteler.     Indeed,  I  knew  not  this.     Come  to  my  roof : 
*T  is  poor,  but  not  so  bare  as  to  deny 
A  soldier's  viands  to  a  scholar's  wants. 
Come,  and  we'll  talk  this  over,     I  perceive 
That  your  bold  heart  already  is  prepared. 
And  the  details  alone  remain. — Come,  friend, 
Lean  upon  me,  for  you  seem  weak ;  the  air 
Will  breathe  this  languor  into  health. 

Arcmi,  Your  hearth 

Is  widow'd, — ^we  shall  be  alone  ? 

JBoteler.  Alone. 

Aram.    Come,  then ; — the  private  way.     We'll  shun 
the  crowd: 
I  do  not  love  the  insolent  eyes  of  men. 

Scene  IV. 

(^Night — a  mid  and  gloomy  Forest — the  River  at  a 

distance,) 

Miter  Aram  slowly, 

Aram,    Were  it  but  done,  methinks  't  would  scarce 
bequeath 
Much  food  for  that  dull  hypocrite  Remorse. 
'T  is  a  fool  less  on  earth  I — a  clod — a  grain 
From  the  o'er-rich  creation  ; — be  it  so. 
But  I,  in  one  brief  year,  could  give  to  men 
More  solid,  glorious,  undecaying  good 
Than  his  whole  life  could  purchase  : — ^yet  without 
The  pitiful  and  niggard  dross  he  wastes. 
And  /for  lacking  starve,  my  power  is  naught. 
And  the  whole  good  undone  I     Where,  then,  the  crime, 
Though  by  dread  means,  to  compass  that  bright  end  ? 
And  yet — and  yet — I  falter,  and  my  flesh 
Creeps,  and  the  horror  of  a  ghastly  thought 
Makes  stiff  my  hair, — my  blood  is  cold, — my  knees 

H   H 


f 
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Do  smite  each  other, — and  thronghoat  my  frame 
Stern  manhood  melts  awaj*.     Blotr  forth,  sweet  air. 
Brace  the  mut«  nerves, — release  the  gathering  ice 
That  curdles  up  my  veins, — call  forth  the  soul. 
That,  with  a  steady  and  unfailing  front,  ■« 

Hath  took'd  on  want,  and  woe,  and  early  death— 
And  walk'd  with  thee,  sweet  air,  upon  thy  course 
Away  from  earth  through  the  rejoicing  heaven  '. 
Who  moves? Speak !— who  art  thou  ? 

SCBNK  V. 
jEflfer  BOTELEE. 

BoUler.  Murdoch  Botelra! 

Hast  thou  forestall'd  me?     Come,  this  bodeth  well: 
It  qicalu  tbj  courap^  AniD. 

rAram.    .      .■  ■■  -BaAernj  ■  .:,,f^; 

TIm  readeM  fever  Oat  dodi  qmr  M  OB  ' ;      -  :  .    .!  •  t/.> 
Fnnn  ft  dul  tboii^t'BBt6 a  da^er  deed.  ^^..^ 

Botder,    He  ihould  ksTe  come  vn  this. 

jlrom.  I  pny  thee^  Botder, 

la  it  not  told  of  some  great  painter — whom 
Rome  bore,  and  earth  yet  worships — that  he  slew 
A  man — a  brother  man — and  without  ire. 
But  with  cool  heart  and  hand,  that  be  might  fix 
His  gaze  upon  the  wretch's  dying  pangs  ,- 
And  by  them  learn  what  mortal  throes  to  paint 
On  the  WTUDg  features  of  a  suffering  god  ? 

Holeler.     Ay  i  1  have  heard  the  tale. 

Aram.  And  Ae  is  hoaonr'iL 

Men  vaunt  his  glory,  but  forget  his  guilt. 
They  see  the  triumph ;  nor,  with  wolfish  tongues. 
Feed  on  the  deed  from  which  the  triumph  grew. 
Is  it  not  sop 

Botekr.    Thou  triflest:  this  is  no  hour 
For  the  light  legends  of  a  gossip's  lore 

Aram.     Peaccj  man  \     I  did  but  question  of  the  fiu4i 
Enough. — I  marvel  why  our  victim  lingers  P 

Boteier.     Hush  I  dost  thou  hear  no  footstep?, — Hibkt 
comes  I 


BUGENE  ARAM  :  A  TRAGEDY.  467 

I  see  him  by  yon  pine-tree.     Look,  he  smiles ; 

Smiles  as  he  walks,  and  sings 

Aram,  Alas  I  poor  fool  I 

So  sport  we  all,  while  over  us  the  pall 
Hangs,  and  Fate's  viewless  hands  prepare  our  shroud. 


Scene  VI. 
Enter  Monson. 

Monson.    Ye  have  not  waited,  sirs  ? 

Boteler.  Nay,  name  it  not. 

Monson.     The  nights  are  long  and  bright :  an  hour  the 
less 
Makes  little  discount  from  the  time. 

Aram,  An  hour  ! 

What  deeds  an  hour  may  witness  I 

Monson,  It  is  true. 

(7b  JBoteler,) — Doth  he  upbraid? — he  has  a  gloomy 

brow: 
I  like  him  not. 

Boteler.  The  husk  hides  goodly  fruit. 

*T  is  a  deep  scholar,  Monson ;  and  the  gloom 
Is  not  of  malice,  but  of  learned  thought. 

Monson,     Say*st  thou  ? — I  love  a  scholar.    Let  us  on  : 
We  will  not  travel  far  to  night  ? 

Aram,  Not  far  / 

Boteler,     Why,  as  our  limbs  avail ; — thou  hast  the  gold? 

Monson.     Ay,  and  my  wife  suspects  not.  \^Zjaughing,'\ 

Boteler,  Come,  that's  well. 

I'm  an  old  soldier,  Monson,  and  I  love 
This  baffling  of  the  Church's  cankering  ties. 
We  'U  find  tibee  other  wives,  my  firiend ! — Who  holds 
The  golden  lure  shall  have  no  lack  of  loves. 

Monson,     Hal  ha! — both    wise    and    merry. — (To 
^«w«.Ccome,  sir,  on.  ' 

Aram,    I  rollow. 
Aside,y*-^  Can  men  sin  thus  in  a  dream  ? 
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Scene  VIL 

(Scene  changes  to  a  different  part  of  the  Forest — a  Cave, 

overhung  with  firs  and  other  trees — the  Moon  is  at  her 

full,  but  Clouds  are  rolling  swifdy  over  her  disc — Aram 

rushes  from  the  Cavern* — his  hands  bloody — a  Knife  in 

his  right  hand,) 

Aram,     *T  is  done! — thank  Heaven — 't  is  done  I 

We  Ve  laid  his  corpse 
In  a  safe  niche, — where  but  the  blinded  bat 
And  the  red  earthworm  visit     It  is  done  I 
And  we  are  safe, — ^and  wealthy  I — 'T  was  my  hand 
That  struck  the  first,  and  he  cried — "  Boteler,  help  I " 
And  lifted  up  his  arms,     /struck  no  more  I 
Oh,  God  I — ^I  did  not  slay  him  I — *t  was  not  // 

I  did  but  wound  him  I and  this  blood — this  blood — 

Was  not  the  last  and  precious  tide  that  gush'd 

From  Iife*s  own  well  when  that  grim  soldier  smote  him. 

(^Enter  Boteler  more  slowly  from  the  Cave,  and  looking 

round,) 

Boteler,     Why  didst  thou  leave  me  ere  our  task  was 
o'er? 

Aram,     Was  he  not  dead,  then? Did  he  breathe 

again  ? 
Or  cry,  "  Help,  Boteler?" Mark,  /struck  but  once  I 

Boteler,     Dead  I — Ere  we  bore  him  to  the  cave,  our 
knives 
Had  done  full  well  what  Hell  cannot  undo. 
But  the  gold,  Aram  !  thou  didst  leave  the  gold  ? 

Aram,    The  gold  I     I  had  forgot.     Thou  hast  the  gold. 
Come,  let  us  share,  and  part 

Boteler,  Not  here ;  the  spot 

Is  open,  and  the  rolling  moon  may  light 
Some  wanderer's  footsteps  hither.     To  the  deeps 
Which  the  stars  pierce  not — of  the  naked  wood — 
We  will  withdraw  and  share — and  weave  our  plans, 
So  that  the  world  may  know  not  of  this  deed. 

Aram,   TViovx  s«i^*«\. xV^V..   Methinks  /smote  but  once. 
Ay,  ay,  but  once — -\v5  ^\iT^«    ^^\si^^\\v5:\N.\\ Siciv^^ii.^, 
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ACT  11. 

(^Time^  Ten  Years  after  the  date  of  the  first  Act) 

Scene  I. 

Peasants  dancing — a  beautiful  Wood  Scene — a  Cottage 

in  theftont, 

Madeline — Lambourn — Michael. 
(Lambourn  comes  forward.) 

Come  my  sweet  Madeline,  though  our  fate  denies 
The  pomp  by  which  the  great  and  wealthy  mark 
The  white  days  of  their  lot,  at  least  thy  sire 
Can  light  with  joyous  faces  and  glad  hearts 
The  annual  morn  which  brought  so  fair  a  boon, 
And  blest  his  rude  hearth  with  a  child  like  thee. 

Madeline,    My  father,  my  dear  father,  since  that  mom 
The  sun  hath  calVd  from  out  the  depth  of  time 
The  shapes  of  twenty  summers ;  and  no  hour 
That  did  not  own  to  Heaven  thy  love  —  thy  care  I 

Lambourn,     Thou  hast  repaid  me ;  and  my  old  eyes 
swim 
With  tears  that  tell  thy  virtues,  my  sweet  child  ; 
For  ever  from  thy  cradle  thou  wert  filFd 
With  meek  and  gentle  thought ;  thy  step  was  soft 
And  thy  voice  tender ;  and  Mdthin  thine  eyes. 
And  on  thy  cloudless  brow,  lay  deeply  glass'd 
The  quiet  and  the  beauty  of  thy  soul. 
As  thou  didst  grow  in  years,  the  love  and  power 
Of  nature  wax*d  upon  thee,  thou  wouldst  pore 
On  the  sweet  stillness  of  the  summer  hills. 
Or  the  hush'd  face  of  waters,  as  a  book 
Where  God  had  written  beauty ;  and  in  turn 
Books  grew  to  thee,  as  Nature  s  page  had  grown, 
And  study  and  lone  musing  nursed  thy  youth. 
Yet  wert  thou  evier  woman  in  thy  mood. 
And  soft,  though  serious  ;  nor  in  abstrajcX.  \!clq>w.^e)X. 
Jjost  household  zeal,  or  the  meek  caxe^^  o^\qn^. 


Bless  thee,  my  child.     (Kimu  her  forehead.)     Medndtf  ■ 

one  lives,  whose  skill 
Might  chase  the  paler  rose  from  that,  pure  cheek. 
And  the  vague  sadness  from  those  loving  eyes.  '  . 

Nay,  turn  not,  Madeline,  for  I  know,  in  truth. 
No  man  to  whom  1  would  so  freely  gire 
Thy  hand  as  his  —  no  man  so  full  of  wisdom,  \ 

And  yet  so  gentle  in  his  bearing  of  if ; 
No  man  so  kindly  in  his  thooghts  of  others  — 
So  rigid  of  all  virtues  in  himself; 

No  man  more  suited  to  respond  and  feel  "■■ 

Within  the  graces  that  he  loveS  in  thee. 
As  this  same  learned  wonder,  Eugene  Aram. 

Madeline.     In  sooth  his  name  sounds  lovelier  for  Ay 

Would  he  were  by  to  hear  it,  for  methinks 

His  nature  given  too  much  to  saddening  thought. 

And  words  like  yours  would  cheer  it.     Oft  he  starts    ' 

And  mutters  to  himself,  and  folds  his  arms, 

And  traces  with  keen  eyes  the  empty  air ; 

Then  shakes  his  head,  and  smiles —  no  happy  smile  I 

Lamboum.     It  is  Uie  way  with  students,  for  they  live 
In  an  ideal  world,  and  group  this  earth 
With  that  world's  images,  until  at  last 
The  nothings  ripen  to  a  voice  and  shape; 
But  thou  wilt  cure  him,  love,  and  chase  away 
The  mind's  dull  visions  with  thy  living  truth. 
But  the  noon  wanes,  and  yet  he  does  not  come. 
Neighbours,  hath  any  midst  you  seen  this  day 
The  scholar  Aram  ? 

Michael.  By  the  hoary  oak 

That  overtiangs  the  brook,  I  mark'd  this  mora 
A  bending  figure,  motionless  and  lonely. 
I  near'd  it,  but  it  heard  —  it  saw  me — not  ; 
It  spoke — I  listen'd  —  and  it  said,  "Ye  leave? 
That  from  the  old  and  changeful  branches  &I1 
Upon  the  waters,  and  are  home  away 
Whither  none  know,  ye  are  men's  worthless  lives ; 
Nor  boots  it  whether  ye  drop  off  by  time. 
Or  the  rude  anger  of  some  violent  wind 


EUGENE  ARAM  :  A  TRAGEDY.  471 

Scatter  ye  ere  your  hour.     Amidst  the  mass 
Of  your  green  life,  who  misses  one  lost  leaf?" 
He  said  no  more  ;  then  I  did  come  beside 
The  speaker :  it  was  Aram. 

Madeline  (aside).     Ah  I  this  mood  I 
Would  I  could  smile  it  with  my  love  away  I 

Michael.    But  he  seem'd  galVd  and  sore  at  my  approach ; 
And  when  I  told  that  I  was  hither  bound, 
And  ask'd  if  aught  I  should  convey  from  him, 
He  frown'd,  and  coldly  turning  on  his  heel, 
Answer'd  —  that "  he  should  meet  me."     I  was  pain'd 
To  think  that  I  had  vex'd  so  good  a  man. 

1^  Neighbour.     Ay,  he  is  good  as  wise.     All  men  love 

Aram. 
2d  Neighbour,     And  with  what  justice  I   My  old  dame's 
complaint 
Had  baffled  all  the  leeches  ;  but  his  art, 
From  a  few  simple  herbs,  distiird  a  spirit 
Has  made  her  young  again. 

3rf  Neighbour.  By  his  advice, 

And  foresight  of  the  seasons,  1  did  till 
My  land,  and  now  my  granaries  scarce  can  hold 
Their  golden  wealth ;  while  those  who  mock'd  his  words 
Can  scarcely  from  hard  earth  and  treacherous  air 
Win  aught  to  keep  the  wolf  from  off  their  door. 

Michael.    And  while  he  stoops  to  what  poor  men  should 
know, 
They  say  that  in  the  deep  and  secret  lore 
That  scholars  mostly  prize  he  hath  no  peer. 
Old  men,  who  pale  and  care-begone  have  lived 
A  life  amidst  their  books,  will,  at  his  name. 
Lift  up  their  hands,  and  cry,  "  The  wondrous  man  I " 
Lamboum.     His  birth-place  must  thank  Fortune  for  the 
fame 
That  he  one  day  will  win  it. 

Michael.  Dost  thou  know 

Whence  Aram  came,  ere  to  these  hamlet  scenes 
Ten  summers  since  he  wandered  ? 

Lamboum.  Michael,  no ! 

'T  was  from  some  distant  nook  of  our  fair  isle. 
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But  he  so  sadly  flies  from  what  hath  chanced 
In  his  more  youthful  life,  and  there  would  seem 
So  much  of  winter  in  those  April  days, 
That  I  have  shunn'd  vain  question  o^  the  past. 
Thus  much  I  learn :  he  hath  no  kin  alive ; 
No  parent  to  exult  in  such  a  son. 

Michael.    Poor  soul  I     You  spake  of  sadness.     Know 
you  aught 
Of  what  it  comes  ? 

Lamboum.  Why  scarcely ;  but  methinks 

He  hath  been  tried  —  not  lightly  —  by  the  sharp 
And  everlasting  curse  to  learning  doom'd, 
That  which  poor  labour  bears  without  a  sigh, 
But  whose  mere  breath  can  harrow  genius — Want  I 
Want — the  harsh,  hoary  beldame  —  the  obscene 
Witch   that  hath    power    o'er  brave    men's   thews  and 

nerves. 
And  lifts  the  mind  from  out  itself. 

Michael.  Why  think  you 

That  he  hath  been  thus  cross'd  ?     His  means  appear 
Enough,  at  least  for  his  subdued  desires. 

Lamboum.     Ill  tell  thee  wherefore.     Do  but  speak  of 
want, 
And  lo  !  he  winces,  and  his  nether  lip 
Quivers  impatient,  and  he  sighs,  and  frowns. 
And  mutters  —  "  Hunger  is  a  fearful  thing  ; 
And  it  is  terrible  that  man's  high  soul 
Should  be  made  barren  in  its  purest  aims 
By  the  mere  lack  of  the  earth's  yellow  clay." 
Then  will  he  pause  —  and  pause  —  and  come  at  last 
And  put  some  petty  monies  in  my  hand, 
And  cry,  "  Go,  feed  the  wretch  ;  he  must  not  starve. 
Or  he  will  sin.     Men's  throats  are  scarcely  safe 
While  hunger  prowls  beside  them  !" 

Michael.  The  kind  man  ! 

But  this  comes  only  from  a  gentle  heart. 
Not  from  a  tried  one. 

Lamboum.  Nay,  not  wholly  so  ; 

For  I  have  heard  him,  as  he  turn'd  away, 
Mutter,  in  stifled  tones,  "  No  man  can  tell 
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What  want  is  in  his  brother  man,  unless 

Want's  self  hath  taught  him,  as  the  fiend  taught  me  I'* 

Michael,    And   hath  he  ne'er  enlarged  upon  these 
words, 
Nojr  lit  them  into  clearer  knowledge  by 
A  more  pronounced  detail  ? 

Lamboum.  No ;  nor  have  I 

Sought  to  dig  forth  truth's  root.     In  my  young  days 
I  pass'd  much  time  amid  the  scholar  race, 
The  learned  lamps  which  lights  the  unpitying  world 
By  their  own  self-consuming.     They  are  proud  — 
A  proud  and  jealous  tribe  —  and  proud  men  loathe 
To  speak  of  former  sufferings :  least  of  all 
Want's  suffering,  in  the  which  the  bitterest  sting 
Is  in  the  humiliation  ;  therefore  I 
Cover  the  past  with  silence.    But  whate'er 
His  origin  or  early  fate,  there  lives 
None  whom  I  hold  more  dearly,  or  to  whom 
My  hopes  so  well  could  trust  my  Madeline's  lot. 

Scene  II. 

(2%6  Crowd  at  the  back  of  the  Stage  gives  way — Aram 
slowly  enters — The  Neighbours  greet  him  with  respect^ 
several  appear  to  thank  him  for  various  benefits  or 
charities — He  returns  the  greeting  in  dumb  show,  with 
great  appearance  of  modesty,) 

Aram,    Nay,  nay,  good  neighbours,  ye  do  make  me 
blush 
To  think  that  to  so  large  a  store  of  praise 

There  goes  so  poor  desert. My  Madeline  I  —  Sweet, 

I  see  thee,  and*  air  brightens  I 

Lamboum,  You  are  late  — 

But  not  less  welcome.     On  my  daughter's  birth-day 
You  scarce  should  be  the  last  to  wish  her  joy. 

Aram,    Joy  — joy  I  —  Is  life  so  poor  and  harsh  a  boon 
That  we  should  hail  each  year  that  wears  its  gloss 
And  glory  into  winter?     Shall  we  crown 
With  roses  Time's  bald  temples,  and  rejoice  — 


tPp^  ^^wW^^«^**^(ff»jJWf  *^^^HP^^PB 
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BMtttiAil  Ma4dkie  I  noTyiipoiiimld^  i  - 

Wiiich  makes  thee  one  yeer  nmppt  nnto  Heanrmp  - 

Fed  nd  for  Eertli,  wlioee  niy  JM  ,   t 

Or  art,  at  leai^  to  me  I -*-r  i»r  weict  tboiji.iioty 

Eartii  wooU  M  ^MuAtma  itRiftei'd  at  t^ 

Lambmtfm  .laeaieftlM^lNmglitAaidm^ 
&>ald  teach  Ui:I^pifedl%|;ii^^  r 

To  tove^  imrileanii*  to  flatter.    -•:. : 

:Weitmf  4neBd% 
WmyeiHi^?--.o«rrinpkiMiii^M«.    .  i  .. 

Aram,  wlieb  thou  haat  m^dajOEf:  fiiBMe  flithiMiadUiiie^ 
We  ahan  be  gM  to  ireleeme  Jkn^r^jjkf  M*mL):.  Tl» 
love  >■•..•.     •<  •      • 

Isamoetri|^'Au^»aiMl''wt>«ld0one ':  ..>4^.  ^ 

To  a  quick  ebding  in  m  Epieufe.  „  .;   ^ .    ,  ^  ^^  \*i/tk:*,  '* 

iMeemni  Lambaunh  ^  NmffUam^  ifc. 

Scene  III. 
Madeline  and  Aram. 

Madeline.     My  heart  finds  accents  now  we  are  alone ! 
It  feeds  upon  itself,  and  fears  to  speak, 
When  curious  throngs  are  round  us.     Thou  hast  coin'd 
All  feelings  into  one — all  thoughts,  all  words 
(Which  are  the  garb  of  thought),  into  one  language, 
That  were  profaned  if  spoke  amid  the  world. 

Aram.     Beloved  I  would  our  life  could,  like  a  brook 
Watering  a  desert,  glide  unseen  away, 
Murmuring  our  own  heart's  music, — which  is  love. 
And  glassing  only  Heaven, — which  is  love's  life  I    . 
I  am  not  made  to  live  among  mankind ; 
They  stir  dark  memory  from  unwilling  sleep, 

And  -* but  no  matter.     Madeline,  it  is  strange 

That  one  like  thee,  for  whom,  methinks,  fair  Love 
Should  wear  its  bravest  and  most  gallant  garb, 
Should  e'er  have  cast  her  heart's  rich  freight  upon 
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A  thing  like  me, — not  fashion'd  in  the  mould 
Which  wins  a  maiden's  eye, — austere  of  life. 
And  grave  and  sad  of  bearing, — and  so  long 
Inured  to  solitude,  as  to  have  grown 
A  man  that  hath  the  shape,  but  not  the  soul. 
Of  the  world's  inmates. 

Madeline.  'Tis  for  that  I  loved  "i 

The  world  I  love  not — therefore  I  love  thee! 
Come,  shall  I  tell  thee, — 'tis  an  oft-told  tale, 
Yet  never  wearies, — by  what  bright  degrees 
Thy  empire  rose,  till  it  o'erspread  my  soul, 
And  made  my  all  of  being  love  ?     Thou  know'st 
When  first  thou  camest  into  these  lone  retreats. 
My  years  yet  dwelt  in  childhood ;  but  my  thoughts 
Went  deeper  than  my  co-mates'.     Books  I  loved, 
But  not  the  books  that  w6o  a  woman's  heart ; — 
I  loved  not  tales  of  war  and  stem  emprise, 
And  man  let  loose  on  man — dark  deeds,  of  which 
The  name  was  glory,  but  the  nature  crime, — 
Nor  themes  of  vulgar  love — of  maidens'  hearts 
Won  by  small  worth,  set  oflP  by  gaudy  show ; — 
Those  tales  which  win  the  wilder  hearts  in  me 
Did  move  some  anger  and  a  world  of  scorn. 
All  that  I  dream'd  of  sympathy  was  given 
Unto  the  lords  of  Mind — the  victor  chifefs 
Of  Wisdom — or  of  Wisdom's  music  —  Song ; 
And  aj9 1  read  of  them,  I  dream'd,  and  drew 
In  my  soul's  colours,  shapes  my  soul  might  love. 
And,  loving,  worship, — they  were  like  to  thee  ! 
Thou  camest  unknown  and  lonely, — and  around 
Thy  coming,  and  thy  bearing,  and  thy  mood 
Hung  mystery, — and,  in  guessing  at  its  clue, 
Mystery  grew  interest,  and  the  interest  love  I 

Aram  (aside)*    O  woman  I  how  from  that  which  she 
should  shun, 
Does  the  poor  trifler  draw  what  charms  her  most  I 

Madeline.     Then,  as  Time  won  thee  frequent  to  our 
hearth. 
Thou  from  thy  learning's  height  didst  stoop  to  teach  me 


# 

Nature*!  mote-gentle  i6crete-*^-4he  *weet  tore 
Of  tibe  gxeen  herb  :aiid  the  liee^worBbippVi^wer; 
And  when  the  aight  iSd  oW  this  nfether  earth 
Distil  meek  quiet,  andrtiie  heart  of -Heaven 
With  love  grew  hroatMeai,'  thoa  wert  wont  to  raise 
My  wiU  tluraghts  to  the  weird  andedkiUt  stars ; 
Tdl of  each4:^'the coorsesand the  name ; 
And  of  the  winds,  theidonds,  th'inviiiUe-iir, 
Make  doqnentdiieottne;'^«ntil'inethoaght 
No  hnman  lift,  bat  some 


Alone  eonld  preach  snch  twrthagf  thaiigs  divine. 
And  so— i«iaso-»— ^ 

Aram.  ^From^heaven  we  tam^d  to  earth, 

And  Thonght  dhMather  Ptossion  I  ^GentleBt  love  I 
If  thou  oeiridst  know:  how- hatd  it  is  Isr  one 
Who  -takes-snch  fbdble  j^easure  iir  Hbsi  worid 
To  worship  aoght  eartli-iorf^  thou-dst  learn  haw  wild 
The  woader  <^  mys  passion  and-  thy  power. 
Bat  ere  three  days  are-past  thoa  wilt  be  mine  I 
And  mine  for  ever  I    Oh,  delidoas  liioagfat  I 
How  glorious  were  the  future,  could  I  shut 

The  past — the  past — from ^Ha  I  what  stirr'd  ? — didst 

hear, 
Madeline,  —  didst  hear  ? 

Madeline.  Hear  what  ?  — the  very  air 

Lies  quiet  as  an  infant  in  its  sleep. 

Aram  (looking  round),     Methought  I  heard 

Madeline.  What,  love  ? 

Aram.  It  was  a  cheat 

Of  these  poor  foolS;  the  senses.     Come,  thy  hand ; 
I  love  to  feel  thy  touch,  thou  art  so  pure — 
So  soft — so  sacred  in  thy  loveliness. 
That  I  feel  safe  with  thee !     Great  God  himself 
Would  shun  to  launch  upon  the  brow  of  guilt 
His  bolt  while  thou  wert  by  I 

Madeline.  Alas,  alas  I 

Why  dost  thou  talk  of  guilt  ? 

Aram.  Did  I,  sweet  love — 

Did  I  say  guilt  ?  — it  is  an  ugly  word. 
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Why,  sweet,  indeed — did  I  say  guilt,  my  Madeline? 

Madeline.    In  truth  you  did.     Your  hand  is  dry— *«the 
pulse 
Beats  quick  and  fever'd :  you  consume  too  much 
Of  life  in  thought — you  over-rack  the  nerves — 
And  thus  a  shadow  bids  them  quail  and  tremble ; 
But  when  I  qjueen  it,  Eugene,  o'er  your  home, 
I  '11  see  this  fault  amended* . 

Aram.  Ay,  thou  shalt,  — 

In  sooth  thou  shalt. 

Scene  IV. 
Enter  Michael. 

Michael.    Friend  Lamboura  sends  his  greeting, 
And  prays  you  to  his  simple  banquet. 

Madeline.  Come  I 

His  raciest  wine  will  in  my  father's  cup 
Seem  dim  till  you  can  pledge  him.     Eugene,  come. 

Aram.     And  if  I  linger  o'er  the  draught,  sweet  love^ 
Thou 'It  know  I  do  but  linger  o'er  the  wish 
For  thee,  which  sheds  its  blessing  on  the  bowl. 

Scene  V. 

Sunset — a  Wood-scene — a  Cottage  at  a  distance — in 
the  foreground  a  Woodman  felling  wood. 

Enter  Aram. 

Wise  men  have  praised  the  peasant's  thoughtless  lot, 
And  learned  pride  hath  envied  humble  toil : 
If  they  were  right,  why,  let  us  burn  our  books. 
And  sit  us  down,  and  play  the  fool  with  Time, 
Mocking  the  prophet  Wisdom's  grave  decrees. 
And  walling  this  trite  present  with  dark  clouds, 
Till  night  becomes  our  nature,  and  the  ray 
Even  of  the  stars  but  meteors  that  withdraw 
The  wandering  spirit  from  the  sluggish  rest 
Which  makes  its  proper  bliss.     I  will  accost 
This  denizen  of  toil,  who,  with  hard  hands, 
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'PtoLooffi  fiom  day  to  day  untluiikiDg  life, 
Anda&ifile  be  happy. — ^Friend,  good  eve. 

Woodaum.     Tis   the  great   wholarl — Worthy  sir, 
good  ere. 

ArawL    Thou  seem'st  o'erwom:  through    this   long 
■anuiier  day 
Hast  thon  been  labouriog  in  the  lonely  glen  ? 

Woodman.    Ay,  save  one  hour  at  noon.     'Tis  weary 
work; 
Bat  men  like  me»  good  sify  must  not  repine 
At  work  which  feeds  the  craving  mouths  at  home. 

Aram.    Then  thou  art  happy,  friend,  and  with  content 
Thylife  hath  made  a  compact.    Is.it  so  ? 

Woodman.    Why,  as  to  that,  sir,  I  must  surely  feel 
Some  pangs  when  I  behold  the  ease  with  which 
The  wealthy  live ;  while  I,  through  heat  and  cold, 
Can  scarcely  conquer  Famine. 

Aram.  #  #  #  #  » 


*^*  In  this  scene  Boteler  (the  Houseman  of  the  novel)  is  again 
introduced. 
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